
1111PPY NEW YEAR.

What shall I wish thee?

Treasures of earth?

Songs in the Springtime?

Pleasures and mirth?

Flowers on thy pathway.

Skies ever clear?

Would this insure thee

A happy New Year?

What shall I wish thee?

What can be found

Bringing the sunshine

All the year round?

Where is the treasure,

Lasting and dear,

That shall insure thee

A happy New Year?

Faith that increaseth,

Walking in light;

Hope that aboundeth,

Happy and bright;

Love that is perfect,

Casting out fear;

These will insure thee

A happy New Year.
-

-CANNOT BE MADE OVER."

I New Year's Thought.

"Your house was pretty badly used

up," remarked a visitor to the flooded

district in Cincinnati to an old man

who was sitting on the broken steps

of a frame cottage, that was twisted
out of all shape.
"Yes," he replied. "Thar ain't much
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left ot the old house. The high water

done a heap of mischief."

"But you'll soon make things over

again, as good as new," continued the

first speaker.

CHRISTMAS BELLS AND NEW YEARS CALTAD

"Stranger," said the old man, in a
husky voice, "thar are some things in
this yar world that you can't make
over again. This was my house, and
so it is yet; this was my home, stran-

ger, but it will never be my home

again," and he paused, gazing sadly

about him.
"Thar are some things you can't

make as they was. When the high

water come my wife was in bed with a

fever, and the water come and come,

and all the time I thought it couldn't

come any higher; but the fust thing I

knowed, it was clear in the house.

Then I had to move her, and what

with the fright and the cold and all,

she was no sooner under a roof on

high ground than she died—my old

wife, stranger.
"Yes, she died; died 'fore Bill—Bill

was our boy—come back. He was a

good boy to his mother and me, but I

didn't understand him, and he went

off. Yes, he went off, to make his

own way in the world.

"But his mother said he would soon

come back, and she used to pray the

Lord to watch him. She said he

would surely come back, and she used

to keep his room and his things just

as he left 'em. His mother, stranger,

always fixed that room every day all

ready for him, and if he had come

back, everything would have been as

he remembered it. •
"That room to us, to his mother

and me, was wuth more than all the

world; but the high water came, and I

didn't get a chance to save a thing.

All his little boyish things were wash-

ed away; the walls cracked, and when

he comes back there will be nothing

left to tell him of home—no mother,

none of his old things and nothing to

show the love of the years that we've

waited for him. Stranger, thar are

some things you can't make over agin

as good as new."
With a dreary shake of the head that

told of a sorrow too deep for tears,
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BENNIE'S CHRISTMAS SURPRISE.

Three Christmas days had shower'd their

gifts
On curly-headed Bennie;

But then he was so very wee,
He scarce remembered any.

To-morrow morn the fourth would come,

With Christmas wreaths of holly,

And chiming bells, and Christmas trees,

And Santa Claus so jolly.

His heart was full, his deep blue eyes

With joyous wonder beaming;

When mother said the time had come

For Bennie to go dreaming.

Before she heard his evening prayer,

She told the "old, old story,"

Of the bright star, the shepherd throng,
The angels, and the glory.

Of how the wise men sought and found

The baby in the manger;

And gave their rich and pretty gifts

Unto the Holy Stranger.

Then Bennie clasped his little hands

In prayer, and said, "Now may be
Instead of sending Santa Claus,
Dear God would send a baby."

On Christmas morn the little feet

Went pattering off to mother;
And there beside her, on the bed,

Lay—Bennie's little brother!

CHRISTMAS AT KENLOCK.

St. Andrew's, vine-clad and nestline
in the prettiest of church yards, sen-

tineled by giant forest trees, was re-
ceiving its annual holiday attire of
evergreens and holly, with its bright
red berries in pleasant relief, for the

good people of St. Andrew's congrega-
tion could not indulge in the more

costly and lux'uriant hot-house flow-

ers. However, a good angel of mercy
in the shape of a friend had sent to
the rector, for the decoration of the

too holy for expression, the old man

looked again at his ruined house.

But the other's eyes were brimming

with tears, and lie did not trust him-

self to speak for many minutes.

, But the homely phrase "cannot be

made over" conveyed to my mind an-

other and a deeper meaning.

A new year is at hand. Twelve is

about to strike. Build wen, next year,

and in all years, for life and its asso-

ciations and influences "cannot be

made over." To say at the end of an

unwise life, "If I could but live my

time again, I would do differently," is

but empty breath—livenow, and when

comes to you the judgment day of

final years, you will not find your

service for God and others an expe-

rience that you wish "to be made

over."

"Think truly, and thy thoughts
Shall the world's famine feed;

speak truly, and each word of thine
Shall be a faithful seed:

Live truly, and thy life shall be
A great and noble Creed."

"Ye have the poor always with

you," said the Master, and the Christ-

mas day is yet far off when to feed the

hungry and clothethe naked will cease

to be a possible outlet for human sym-

pathy. And even short of absolute pri-

vation, there is much sorrow and pain

in the world which most of us can do

something to lighten, and which, at

this season, at least, there is a general

disposition to try to assuage.

church, an immense box of pure white

lilies, fragrant and perfect in immacu-

late beauty, and Eva Dale, the rector's

pretty daughter, had just entered with

the wreath of floral treasures, and the

energetic crowd of young workers were

rapturous over them, and wondering

who could have been so generous.

"Just the offering for the commem-
oration of the birth of our blessed

Saviour, • ' said the rector, Mr. Dale, and

various appreciative expressions were

given vent to, but there was one among

them silent and absorbed—Edith

Claire, the beauty of the village, and

_once the gayest and reigning belle of

all. Attached to the box containing

the lilies was a card bearing the ad-

dress, and the chirography was one

indelibly impressed on the memory of

Edith Claire, for it was that of one to

whom she had once given the purest,

best love of her heart, and she at once
recognized it, although there was an

attempt at disguise. Sometime since

she had put him away from her for-
ever, so she thought, but the tell-tale

blush mounted to cheek and brow, a
little voice whispered away down in
her heart that there was still a sacred
note within its bounds for Harry Wol-

cott.
"Do come, Edith, and see theselove-

ly lilies, said Eva Dale—for Edith was
apart from the crowd twining the
chancel rail with the glistening leaves
of the holly. "They are for the
fount, and it falls to you, my dear,

with your decorative genius to fill 
it,"

continued Eva, and Edith took one 
of

them lovingly, and buried her sw
eet

face in its depth, and memory wander-

ed back unbidden to the one who 
had

generously given them and who had

fitollrey.d the dearest page in her life's his-

"Aren't they exquisite, Miss Claire,

and so appropriate?" said the rector.

"And ii the kind donor could only

know our gratitude he or she would

feel fully repaid, I'm sure."

Edith felt the hot blood surge

through her veins, and knew that it

ihmadir.mantled to the roots of hergolden

"But," continued Mr. Dale, "why

these blushes, Miss Claire? Are you

the generous giver?"
"Oh, no! no!" she quickly replied;

"but entre nous; Mr. Dale, I think Mr.

Wolcott is, as he never forgets our dear

old church."
"I should not be surprised. He is

all generosity, and I was sorry we had

to have him leave our midst."

Here Edith was called away and the

conversation stopped,
"Humph!" mentally ejaculated the

rector; "they were fond of each other

once, I recall, and they parted myste-

riously, but I do hope they may some

day be reunited, as they are just suit-

ed to each other."
But smiling to himself he also won-

dered if he had fallen to match making

in his old days.
The church was all dressed, even to

a bunch of the beautiful lilies on the

pulpit stand. The choir had rehearsed

their chorals and chants,and each and

all had wandered to their respective

homes, amid Kenlock was once more

wrapt in silence, and the moon shone

bright and silvery in its radiance on

another Xmas eve.

"No explanation necessary,Mr. Wol-

cott; your offense is an unpardonable

one and I shall not require your com-

pany home, or further in the future."

"But, Edith, you do not, you can

not understand, or you could not be

so inexorable. An audience is due

me, and for 'past relations at least,"

returned Harry Wolcott.
"Those relations are severed, Mr.

Wolcott, and I bid you good after-

noon." And Edith 'Claire left him

standing alone dumbfounded, his face

flushed with emotion, and wondering

if this could be Edith Claire, his

Edith, always so calm, so amiable, so
lovely. "If she had only listened to me

all would have been well, and I wish I
had never known Miss Wynne, for she is
to blame for it all, though I should
never say so to Edith. I cannot give
my darling up in this way, she whom
I have always loved better tharezny
life. I shall try once more, and if she
says me nay I will leave old Kenlock,
for I could never bear to be near her
and yet so far apart." Thus he solilo-
quized, his head bare, and his hand on
his brow, while Edith was feigning the
gayest of the gay dancing and coquet-
ting, something wholly foreign to
her noble nature, until to-day, her
pride was piqued, and she scorned to
show it. It all came about at a pic-
nic,and Harry Wolcott was by Edith's
side, assiduous as usual in his atten-
tions, for they had been lovers for
years, and their relations were gener-
ally understood, and all had gone
smoothly until this day of days when
there appeared upon the scene a beau-
tiful girl from the city—a Miss Wynne,
who, meeting Harry Wolcott, who was
handsome, wealthy, and every bit a
gentleman, laid siege to him in fas-
cinating manner, winning smiles and
all the other artifices known to her.
He had solicited a dance, whereupon
she petulantly refused, and proposed a
stroll to the lake near by. Harry gal-

ly revered, was an unwilling listener

to a conversation near by.

"Have you noticed Harry Wolcott

to-day, he has been all devotion to
that Miss Wynne, and there iseio com-

parison between Edith and her. She

is a born coquette I can see, and will

only encourage him to discard him

at her pleasure," said Mary Grey,

somewhat given to gossip. "And,"

returned her companion, "I'm afraid

he will be silly enough to be duped by

her, as Harry was always susceptible,

you know."
Edith could hear no more, and mov-

ed away, conflicting emotions warm-

ing within her breast.

"To think that Harry, of all men,

my ideal, my love, shou,14 subject me

to such humiliating gossip, even if he

be innocent, and himsel7 to such with-

ering criticism is more than I can

bear, and I shall not even listen to

him when he comes to vindicate him-

self," and tears filled her pretty brown

eyes, but she speedily dashed them

away and joined in the gay. throng,

the admired of all.

Thus they parted, and he, alter re-

newed efforts for a reconciliation be-

ing denied, had left Ken! )(lc, and gone

to the neighboring city of B—. '

Christmas riv-Irning dawned clear

and beautiful, and St. Andrew's was

filled to its utmost. "Glory to God

on high, and on earth peace, good will

to men" had been chanted, and Edith

nad risen to sing her solo, Schubert's

"Ave Maria." As the first clear notes

of the interlude from the organ pealed

forth, she timidly ventured to scan

the faces nearest to het, and looked

straight into the eyes of Harry Wol-

cott, in his old accustomed place in his

father's pew. She became nervous,

but her voice rose sweet and birdlike

through the old church, and when she

had sung the last "Ave Maria," a

hush of admiration stole over the

throng gathered within its wall, more

expressive than outward demonstra-

tion ever given vent to.
Services over and a general greeting

exchanged by all, and Edith lingered

in the choir stall until she was alone,

4

gathered prayer and hymn book, and

turned to leave, when she saw a man-

ly form, too familiar to mistake, and

a voice very near saying in the old

winning tones: "Oh, Edith, my love,

I could not bear it longer, I have come

back to ask you once more to hear

me in self-justification, and your dear,

true heart cannot deny me. May I

accompany you home? May I be your

escort as of yore, and may I add for

all time? Tell me, darling, I have suf-

fered so long." And she looked into

his eyes, beaming and bright with an

A NEW YEAR'S CALL.

lantly assented, but mentioned hewas
afraid their jaunt would be necessarily
a short one, as he must meet other
engagements. Of course as, fate will-
ed, he was late to fill his next dance
with Edith, while she was in the mean-
time not only offended and hurt at
ouch treatment from one she so high-

expression not to be mistaken, and

said confusedly, the sexton will shut

US up, Harry, if we do not haste
n

out." So they wended their way &s

of yore, side by side from the 
little

church, and the old, old story was

never more sweetly whispered than

on that day at old Kenlock.
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