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The Opening Year.

Tug Old Year with its record,
Is gone for evermorv:

The New Year, full of promise,
Stands waiting at the door.

Ah! could wo live it over!
So sigh we of the past,

Live we tho new, as wish we now
That we had lived the last,

That past, its lesscus teaching,
Wath guiding light should shune,

To warn from sclf depondae,
And lead to grace diviae.

With hagh resolve, and holy,
With purpose, fitn and true,

Let us go fmth with meekneas,
Guod's will and work to do.

Then golden moments wasted,
And days all dark with sin,
Shall not so sadly colour
The year we now begin,
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SPECIAL OFFER, — DECEMBER NUMBER
#REE.

NEw subscribers to the JMethodist
Magazine for 1888 will reccive the
December number free. This is a
special Christmas number, with a
COhiistinas story by J. Jackson Wray ;
& Chris*mas sermon hy Canon Farrar;
extracts from Johz Wesley's Journal,
showing how he spent seventeen Christ-
mas days; a beautifully illustrated ar-
ticle by the late Lady Brassey, with
12 fine engravings, full of touching
Christmas memories; memorials of
John Wesley, with nine engravings of
interesting souvenirs of the founder of
Methodisin ; the British Princes at the
Antipodes, with six engravings ; a stir-
ring, patriotic paper on Canada, its
extent and resources, by D. E. Cameron,
Esq., together with numerous other
articles,

Rev. Dr. Potts on New Year's
Calling.

AT the close of his sermon in Elm
Street Church lust year, Rev, Dr. Potts
said . —* Before neat Sabbath, New
Year’s day will have come. Tt used
to Le the custom to offer wine and
liquor to callers on that day.  Itisno
longer necessary to respectabnhty to do
that now, and, indeed, as I look around
this congivgation to-mght I do not
recognize a family where the dangerous
thing will be offered on New Year's
day. T sappose 1t is the saddest ex-
pericnce of a mother when for the fivst
time in her life, and that so often on
A New Year's might, lier tiestborn boy
comes home under the intluence of
hiquor, and that mother looks lum in
the face and realizes that for the first
time in his hfe her son could be called
awdtunhard,  [ndeed,if that should be
the case uext New Year's day that
drink will hasve been offered by ladies,
Ly mothers, L > daughters, and sisters
wd wives, I wonder if any mother
liere would like to see her son thus
coming home. That young man is
stmcbody 's son, and, therefore, if any-
me 1 dus congregation has the most
distant thonght of offering the tempt-
ing wine to any persons who may call
upon them on New Year's day, I be-
scedh you as you value the sobriety of
sour own fanuly that you do not place
the tumpting glass before anyone who
calls to wish you ‘A Happy New
Year.”  He expressed the plensure he
felt at having been present this winter
at thiee public banquets in the Rossin
House condusted on temperance prin-
ciples, and expressed the hope that he
would-ln e long enough to sce the flag
of prohibition planted in every pro-
viuce of thes fuar Domunton. The day
haua goune by for smnling at or ridiculing
“temperance fanatics.” Not a public
man in Canada dared ignove the tem-
perance question, and the bright and
slorions day would come when the
prohibition of the liquor traffic would
ve the law of the land from the Atlantic
to the Pacilic.
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Gray Man's Path.

Tuis is the name of a remarkable
natural bridge crossing a deep chasin
on tho wild sea coast of the county
Antrim, Ireland. TFew would dare to
creep across that narrow rock bridging
the deep and yawning abyss beneath,
This singular freak of Nature is but
one of many no less wonderful on the
wild sea coast of Ircland. The en.
graving is one of a large number wlich
will appear in ecarly numbers of the
Methodist Magazine, in a serics of
articles on “DPicturesque Ireland,”
with numerous superb engravings of
the finest scenery in Antrim, London.
derry, Donegal, Clare, Kerry, Cork,
Kilkenny, and Dublin, including the
Lakes of Killarney, the wild west
coast, the Giants’ Causeway, Dunluce
Castle, and Dublin Bay., Secanounce-
ment on last page.

The Old and the
New Year.

As the midnight
hour drew nigh, the
Old Year stood be-
foreme. Wear) amd,
wayworn he seetned,
and in his bands
was an hour glass,
whenco the last
sands were falling,
As 1 lovked upon
his wrinkled fore
head  emories, buth  pleasant aml
mournful, came over me. 1 spoke
carnestly to him:

“ Many blessings hast thou brought
me, for which 1 gave thee thauhs.
New have they been every mornmng,
and fresh every evening. Thou hast
indeed, from my heart's garden, up-
rooted some hopes 1 planted there,
With their clustering buds they fell,
and wero never quickened agun.”

¢ Praise God for what 1 gave and
what T took away,” he said, “.and lay
up treasures in heaven, that thy heat
may be there also.  What thou callest
blighted hopes are ofttunes changed
into the fruits of 1righteousness.”

But T answeved: #Thou hast also
hidden from my sight the loved and
tho loving. Clods are strewn u, .

their faces—they reply to my call no |

more. To the homes they made fur
they return not, and the places that
once knew thiem know them no more
forever.”

Still he said : “ Give praise to God.
Your lust are with him. They bave
preceded you, None can drift beyoud
his love and care.” Then his voice
grew faint, and he murmured, “My
mission unto man is done. Ior me
the stone is rolled away from the door
of the sepulchre. T wills ater in and
slumber with all the years of the past
forever.”

And he straightened himself out to
die. As I knelt by his side I said,
“Oh, dying year, dear, dying year,
I sco a scroll beneath thy antle.
What witness shall it bear of me when
l'ime for me is done$”

Low and solemn was his voice:
“Thou shalt know when the book of
the universe is opened.”

The midnight clock tolled, and I
covered my face and mourned for his
death, for he had once been my friend.
I remembered with pain how often I
had shghted his warnings, neglected
the golden opportunities of growth he
had given me, and cast away the
precious hours he had been so gencrous
with, and I buried iy face and wept.
When I agam lifted my head, lo! the
New Year stood in tho place of the
Oud.

Smiling, he greeted me with good
wishes and words of cheer. But I
was afraid; for to me he was a
stranger ; and when I would have ro-
turned his welcome my lips trembled
and were silent.

Then he said: “Fear not. I come
from the great sourco of all good,
whenee como all good gifts.”
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Trembling, T ashed. ¢ New Year,
whither wilt theu lead wie?  Art thou
appointed to briug we joy or sorrow,
life or death 17

Looking with glowing eyes into the
untrodden future, hie veplied : 1 know
not. Neither doth the angel nearest
the throne know: only hie who sitteth
thereon. Give me your hand, and
question not.  BEnough fur thee that I
accomplish his will. I promise thee
nothing. Iullow me and be content.
Take, with a prayer for wisdow, this
winged moment. The next day may
not. be mine to give; yet if we walk
onward together, forget not that thou
art a pilgrim for eternity. 1f T bring
thee a cup of joy be thankful, and be
pitiful to those who mourn: and let all
men be unto thee as brethren. If the
dregs of bitterncss cleave unto thy
lips be not too eager to receive relief,
lest thou betray thoe weakness of thy
faith. God's perfect discipline giveth
wisdom. Therefore count those happy
who endure. When morning breaketh
in the east, gird thyself for thy duties
with a song of thanksgiving; and
when night putteth on her coronet of
stars, look over tho day just gone, and
let its failures and blunders guide theo
to better things on the murrow, so
that when I have no longer any days
or nights to give thee, and must my-
self die, thou wilt bless e s a f.iend
and a helper on the road to heaven.”

A rFoun-vEAR-oLD child, in cohversa-
tion with one older, uscd correctly the
word *imagine.” The older said sar-
castically, “You don’t know what thut
word means.” The younger replied,
“I do. It means looking at some-
thing you can't sce.”




