
Now Year Wishes. 

What shall I ‘wish thee ? 
Treasures of earth? 
Songs in the spring time, 

Pleasure or mirth ? 
Flowers on thy pathway, 
Skies ever clear ? 
Would this ensure thee 

A Happy New Year ? 

What shall 1 wish thee ? 

What can be found 
Bringing thee sunshine 

All the year round ? 
Where is the treasure, 

Lasting and dear, 
That shall ensure thee 

A Happy New Year? 

Faith that increaseth, 

Walking in light ; 

Happy and bright ; 

Love that is perfect, 

Casting out fear, 

Phere shall ensure thee 
A Happy New Year. 

Peace in the Saviour, 

Rest at his feet ; 

\/ Bmile of his countenance 

**" Radiant and sweet ; 
Joy in his presence, 

~Christ ever near, 

These will ensure thee 
A Happy New Year. 

Frances R. Havergal. 
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Aaron. 

A. NEw YEAR'S STORY. 

BY JOY VETREPONT. 

Aaron sat at his window on Park 

Street, watching the thick feathery 

flakes of snow fall silently to the 

ground. Sometimes the wind gave a 
ligtle breath and sent them dancing 

against each other in wild confusion, 

The trees on Boston Common become 

more and more beautiful as the snow 
hung ‘abeat their branches in a fairy 

network. 

All the afternoon Aaron had watched 
the people and the smow, Daily he 

leaned in that window, at the side next 

the State House, and looked across the 

comer, of the Common to Tremont | 
and the birds buildisg their nests; all 
summer he watched the crowd of 
people going to and from their work, 
perhaps taking a few minutes at noon 
to enjoy the greenness and bird songs, 
the blue sky and sparkling water of the 
pond; in autemn’ he watched the 
leaves ture to red and yellow and fall 
to the ground. Winter now, and he 
sometimes thought this the most beau- 
tiful season. 
Aaron knew all the people who were 

regular comers and goers,—the shop- 
girls and clerks ; the lawyers, dectors 
and writers. That is, he made up his 
mind about their several occupations, 
and he had names for most of them, 
Ooe man he liked especially. He 

was tall and fair with just a slight stoop 
in bis shoulders, and a rather sad lock 
sometimes in his face, Bot such a 
kindly, gentle face! Aaron could 
imagine allsorts of good sympathetic 
and tender things concerning him. 
One day he had seen him walking with 
4 faired-haired, blue-eyed little boy, 
who wast be his son. He could just 
imagine how firmly and lovingly he 
clasped the little one’s hand. Aaron 
felt instinctively that but for this deli- 
cate, whitedaced little child, the man 
was alone id the world. 

Aaron’s own face was white as could 
be. He ball no chance to have col or, 
for all the exercise he could take was 

m upon his crutches. Some. 
painted listle pictures or cut 

Then, besidés, be bad his books. And 
sometimes he would make up stories 
about his unknown friends. 
He bad everything clustered about 

him, His books were on a shelf which 
be could reach from his favorite seat. 
His flowers, and his drawings and 
Py 

back by scarlet cord and tassels. 
were pictures, a piano, soft gray ¥ 
covered walls, the scarlet bordering to 

the paper, and the scarlet-leaved car- 

pet. When tired of his outside world 

Aaron could look within and rest. 

The tall man with fair hair he named 
Great Heart. Then there was Jennie 

“Wren, with her curls and bright smiles 

Robin Redbreast, a boy with brown 

hair and brown eyes and red cheeks 

who was always whistling or cutting up 

capers from a sheer overflow of animal 

spirits. Gray Sparrow was a little 

woman who went blithely back and 

forth every day. 

As the darkness crept down on the 

day our story opens, Aaron drew back 

from the window and began to build 

castles in the air. To-morrow was New 

Year's day, and also his birthday, and 

he wanted so much to have a party. 

He wanted to invite Great Heart and 

his boy, and Jennie Wrep and Gray 

Sparrow and Robin Redbreast. 

His thin lips parted with a happy 

smile, and he did not know of his 

mother’s presence until she laid her 

hand on bis shoulder and said, — 

‘ What is my boy dreaming of” 

Ard then he threw his arms about her 

neck and told his thoughts. 

¢ And, mamma, he continved, ‘I 

have all these paintings and cardboard 

pictures and cone-brackets and autumn- 

leal crosses; and these anchors and 

wreaths and picture frames. And I 

could give them for New Year's gifts. 

You know, mamma, | have no one to 

give them to—bat you—and you have 

lots.’ 

daverhere webs fein balk Wife wes i 
draped off with lace curtains Jongh | 

and the school-books in her hand ; and | 

¢ But, my little] boy, I don’t know 

these people. I eaw’t ark them.’ Then 

to divert him she teld bim of the beau- 

tifalebook of engravings which would 

be his to-morrow. She brought it oat 

and watched for the smile to light his 

face. 

Aaron kissed her tenderly and said 

no more about his New Year's party. 

But long after he was iu bed he lay 

with clasped hands and prayed silently. 

His mother saw him smiling when she 

went to her pillow, and some leas 

Ta, Gin fase. Then. she baslt 

Next duy Aaron and Mrs. Gray 
decorated the room with wreaths and 

crosses of ivy and branches of ever- 

green’ Aaron had his presents for his 
imaginary friends arranged on the piano, 

and the room locked as festive as 
possible. 

* We'll play we have a New Year's 

party, anyway, he said. 

‘* Mother,” he continued, ‘do you 
think God really gives us the things 

we ask for if we say * for Christ's sake’ 

aud really: believe ? | 
‘ Yes, my love, always, it they are 

the besi things for us.’ 

‘ Mother, 1 prayed God last wight 

that I might tave Great Heart to my 

New Year's party, aod “I said *fof 
Christ's sake,’ and don’t you think God 
will think it best when He remembers 

that I never have any parties and sit 
here alone all day? 

‘ Perhaps He will, my boy, though 

I don’t see bow it can be,’ said Mrs. 
Gray. Then she went to dress for go- 
ing out. She would be back in an 
hour, 

Mrs. Gray went, and Aaron sat by 
the window as usual. He was eating 
a roey-cheeked apple, cutting it with a 
silver fruit knife which his mother had 
given him last New Year's. Just then 
a little bird came hopping along the 
window-sill, looking for crumbs, Aa- 
ron reached for a bit of cake, raised 
the window and was scattering erumbs 

through his fingers and down into the 
street. He seized his crutches and 
leaned out to lock down on the side- 
walk, though he felt sure he would 
sever see bis beautiful knife again. 
A man in a gray overcoat wad 
Just stooping to pick it up. He looked 
at the koife a moment, then up at the 
house, ar 1 there, gazing from a ‘win- 
dow, was a little pale face lit by a pair 
of dark, beseeching eyes. And the boy 
was beckoning him (6 come up. He | 

shomesl Great Heart his presents ; and 

when suddenly the door opened and 

Mrs. Gray, entered, Aaron exclaimed,— 

‘0 mamma | mamma | this is Great 

Heart. And be says be will bring bis 
little boy, if you will let him. They 

have no one to spend New Year's with 

them. And he is sequainted with Gray | 

Sparrow. and perhaps she would come: 

O mamma, may 1 ask them ?’ 
Mrs. Gray stood there wonuering, 

while Great Heart apologized and ex- 

plained. Then he np: oo his card 
Eben Hariwell. He was 8 well-known 

lawyer. 

Mrs. Gray asked hing to sit down, 

aod then followed a talk about Aaron. 

His boy, was lonely, too, Ey Mr. Hart- 

well at length. 

*1 think Mrs. Gray, BY let the 

boy's prayer be answered It would de 

the children good to kuow, each other, 

—both are lonely—and I can. bring 

Gray Sparrow with me. She is my 

cousin, Anice Dare, 1 have a fancy 

that your husband was an old school- 

friend of mine, Rexford Gray" * 

“Oh yes, returned Mrs. Gray. 

‘'ve often heard him spesk of you. 

Then the two seemed to have known 

each other for years. 

“You will bring little Carle and 

Gray Sparrow directly, only, Mrs. 

Gray blushed and laughed together— 

‘I have not provided a feast. I hadn't 

Aaron's faith) 

“I'll see to that,’ said Great Heart, 

and he did. 

So Aaron had his party, consisting 

of Great Heart, Gray Sparrow, and 
Carle. At being wmtrodoced, Gray 
Sparfow did mot seem to ‘knbw ber 
pame. - Suddenly she sat down and 

laughed ; then they all laughed, and 

that put them at theif a each 
other, 

Carle and Aaron were soon fast 
friends. Mrs, Gray played and suag ; 
tben Mr. Hartwell and @rag Sparrow 
sung duets, and Aaron Sesughy angel's 
Aaron gave 
spent 80 much time upon. 

Great Heart gave Aaron a beautiful | 
little microscope and some fine 
mens. But the best of all was. that 
Great Heart promised to take him cut 
on the Common the frst really Hine 
day. 

Aaron couldn't sleep that night for 
thinking what it would be like to be out 
under the beautiful tzees and a 
the people. ro 4 

After that bea 
night Great Heart 
called often and 
pred bours with Aarpn, 

reat Heart called, as he had 
ised, and taking Assn 8p io his. gress; | 
carried him -h on the Common. Afier 
that Great Heart took him out 
and gradually a tinge of color Fron 
into the child's pale cheeks. 
One day there came a carriage-chair 

for Aarod, and Mr. Hartwell showed 
bim how to operate it. 

Not long after that a whitr. haired 
minister called one evening, and there 
was a quiet wedding. 

Aaron s@ll hes bis old room and 
place by the window, lor Great Heart 
simply took more rooms in the house, 
He is never. lonely now, for there is 
Carle, and mamma is always at home. 
Every day he bas rides on the common 
and Le is growing stronger. Perbaps 
some day he way be able to go about 
without crutches. A great doctor, who 
come- to see him sometimes says there 
is a chance. So Aaron is perfectly 
happy.— Watchman. 
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on the sill, when lo! the kuife slipped Celebration of New Year's Day in 
the Vosges $ Mountains. 

Towards the close of the old. year in, 
the Vosges, where all the old customs 
of France seem to cling like the legend 
of the mountain and wildwood, troops 
of children parade the villages, singlog 
an old song with the well- known relraid, 
“ Au qui I" an neuf” : : 
‘When the dawn bas ushered in the 

Néw Years day, the children - 
their A —— - thal 
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the presents be had | 

ap 

parents, and each- child Sasitp ion 

The eve has been employed in erecting 

near the willage fountain, av gigantic | 

Christmas (red — & | young - pine, or | 

holly bright with scarlet berries “This; | 

with no little merry-making, is hung | 
et ribbons, colored eggs, figures of | 

orous . shepherds and coquettish | 
Sonat aot blrte 

All go fo visit the tree, and pay a 

sort of ows +e TS dig 
heaven's protecting care over the vil- 

po: go or draw water at the fountain | 

ba 

gir forming a 0g 
and glomming.»: 
allowed to look 

around ib, si 

CHRI STIE' ( LD ORGAN. 
BY. MRS. 0, F, WALTON. 

TREFFY ENTERS THE CITY. 

¢ Christie, boy, said Treffy, that 

night, when Christie had told him all 

be could remember of the sermon, and 

hud repeated to him the third verse of 

the hym#, ¢ Christie, boy, the Lord 

will haye to get me ry very fast, 

very fast indeed.’ 

OLY ‘may be not, Maser Treffy, 
said Christie, uneasily, * niny brady #0 

fast a8 you think.’ 
“The month's Suet 

said * old” 

gettiog very. n 

fnce was buried in his bands, and his 
‘bead sank lower and lower as he sat 
‘beside the fire. And at length, though 
he tridd to Keep it in, there came a sob, 
which véhched old Tridy's heart. “He 
put his band lovingly on Christie's 
bepd, and for some time neither of them 
spoke. Bat when the heart is very 
sore, silence often doés more to comfort 
then words ean do, only it must be si- 
lence which comes from a full heart, 
not from an empty one.  Treffy’s old 
heart was very full of losing, yearning 
pity for poor little Christie. 

* Christie, boy,’ he maid at length, 
‘ you wouldn't keep me outside the gate 

often, | would yon 7 

* No, agy Master Treffy,” said Chris- 
tie, * mot for the world 1 wouldn't; but 
I do. wish I was going in too.’ 

* It seems to me, Christie, boy, the 
Lord has got some work for thee to do 
for Him first. I'm a poor useless old 
man, Christie, very tottering and feeble 
so He's going to take me home; buy 
you have all your life before you, 
Christie, boy, haven't you ? 

* Yes,” said Christie with a sigh, for 
he was thinkivg what a long, long 
time it would be before he was as old 
ws Master Treffy, and before the golden 
gales would be opened to bim. 

* Wouldn't you like to do something 
for Him, Christie, boy,” said old 
Trefly, just to show you love Him 7 

‘ Ay, Master Treffy, I should, said 

“ Christie, boy,’ said old Treffy, sud- 
denly raising himself in bed, * I would 
give all I bave; yes, all Christie, even 
umn ben] know how I've 

istie, but I'd her u 
her phe utc 34, else, hy dhe - 
year of my life back again—one year 

| ==to show. Him that I Jove Him, Just 
| to think,’ be said regretfully, ‘that He |' 

lho ig pig thay did thele 8 

x | 1 would give snftbig to Mies of | 

1 who. gossip . under its A 

When AEP Rh. Wt. | 
k Fim 

But Chuistie ana not adswer. "His 

gave: His'lfe for we, and died ever such. ad 
| odteaill death for me and Pre 1th 

« beset ite i Sd | 

Amen. ; 
Then old Trefly Sool over chi i fol 

asleep. Christie sat for some time 
longer by the fire. “He bad tried to] weet 

time he had with eo me aster, | 

bis heart “lt very ad a wd 
is a very dreadful 

on have a tbe world. ok Our hear 

left, and Treffy, seemed to 

with » heavy heurt. = He’ dete 
kiprigrar Sari asa, 

how much worse his’ dear | old 
was. + It is such 8 comfort to. 
oar sotrow to those bid care 
hear. 
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gan so ws obo wt eres Sut 
her favorite tune, to attract her atten-' 
tion. A miwwte after he began to play 
he saw little Mabel coming quickly out of 
the ‘house and ranning towards him: 
She did pot smile at him as asyal, and 
she looked as if she bad been crying 
Christie thougbt,, , 

‘Oh, organ-boy,’ whhard: “don't fay 
to-day, Mamma is ill in dod. and it 
makes her head ache.’ 

Christie stopped’ at oa § re was 
just in the midst of tbe chorus of 
‘ Home, sweet, Home,’ and the organ 
gave a melancholy wail as he owddwaly | 
brought it to a conclusion. 

‘ I'm so sorry, missie,” he said. 
Mabel stood before him: in silence for 

a minute or two, and Christie looked 
down upon her véry PE, and i: 
derly . 

“Is she very bad, wit P Bg SH: 
* Yes,’ said little Mabel, ¢ J think she 

must be; papa looks so grave, and 
nurse won't let us play; and ‘I heard 
her tell cook mother would never be 
any bétter, she added, h a little 
sob, which came from the bottom of ber 
tiny heart. he? 

‘ Por little missie ;' said Christie, 
sorrowfully ; * poor. little mjssie, don’t | 
fret 80 ; oh, don’t fret so.’ , 
And as Christie stood looking down 

on the litde girl ‘a great tear rolled 

white drm. ’ 
Mabel looked up suddenly, 

mu bo gb ts 
T want to go t 

“80 do I," said Christie, 
“bat Ihe gaia won't open » me for for 

Te he cl 

Houié sweet Home, 

thle verse ; Peat Mass pi, ned 
ad pence I give uilto £ pr) hie fr dhe 

JT rs 
’ 

gos so Christie. wont. on bis saute! 

might tell listle Mabel and her por 4 wh ¢ 

of | tg ll 
» ¢ 

¢ Christie,’ she said, ‘I think mother 

hk Cc 

jumping up hastily. 
* Where's the old orgsd, 

‘ She's bere, Master Trefly, 
Christie, * all right and safe.’ 
‘Turn ber, Christie," ssid‘ 

‘play ‘ Home sweet Home'* 
* It’s the middle of the night, Master 

Trefly,’ said Christie ; * folks will nop 
der what's the matter.’ | 
But Trefly made no answer, aad 

Christie crept to his side with a light, 
and looked at his face. It was very 
altered and siravge. Trefly’s . eyes 
were shut, and there was thet Ja 
face which Christie had hever: 

and looking in at For win in 
‘ Let not your heart be troubled,” it * 
seemed to say to him. And Christie 
Sudwired alond, ¢ Lord, ‘dear 

As he turned from de. window, 

He bt rr id g th 

{ down his cheek and fell on “ber litle | opened his eyes us Christie 6 old m 

when the tune was over, he : 1 


