HOME AND SCHOOL.

-

: The Last Day of the Year,

r Tins gear is just going away,
The moments are finishing faat;
My heart, have you nothing to say
* Concerning the things thas arve past?
Now, while in my chamber alone,
Whero Ciod will be present to hear,
T} try to remember and own
The faults I've committed this year,

O Lovd, I'm ashamed to confess
How often I've broken thy day;
Perhaps I have thought of my dross,
Or wasted -the moments in play ;
And when the good minister tried
To make hittle children atend,
I was thinking of something beside—
Or wishing the serinon would end,

How often I vose from my bed

And did not remember my prayer—
Or, it & few words I have said,

My thoughts have been going elsewhere,
INl.teniper, and passion, and pride,

Have grieved my dear parents and thee,
And seldom I really tried

Obedient and gentle to be,

But, Lord, thou already hast known
Much more of my folly than I;
There is not a fault I can own
Too little for God to descry ;
Yet hear me, aud help me to feel
How wicked and weak I munt be;
And let me not try to conceal
The Iargest or smallest from thee.

The year is just going away,

The moments are finishing fast ;
Look down in thy mercy, I pray,

To pardun the sin that is past;
And as soon as snother begins,

So help me to walk in thy fear
That I may not, with follies and sins,

8o foolishly waste & New Year,

o

A Life Lesson.
BY KRXESTINE ¥. TERFLINGER.

- SHE was a pretty little elderly lady, with a white
ribbon in her button-hole; and when I firat saw
her, she sat in the midst of a group of gay young
‘girls, at & quiet little gathering in &' friend’s par-
lour. The girls seemed to be very fond of her,
and I could not wonder, for there was something
very winning about her. Her hair was almost
‘white, and made a beautiful contrast with her dark
.eyes and lashes; but what especially attracted one
“were her sweet expression and her charming smile.
i The group were engaged in an animated discus-
Jgion, and curiosity prompted me to draw near and
disten. The first words I heard were, spoken by
Florence Foster, the daughter of a wealthy man,
.and very fond of all vorts of xocial gaieties.

“Now, Mrs. Clifford,” said she, “ I don’t believe
ithere is any one in this city who is a stauncher
,advocate of temperance than I, but I cannot quite
raccept total abstinence. I think a small quantity
‘of wine will not hurt any one, but, on -the, con-
“trary, will be beneficial. If & man hae pot enough
‘moral fores to kesp within bounds, he has no one but
:himuelf to blame for it. As-to the question, *Shall
‘we have wine at our New Year's reception ' I, for
‘one say, ‘ Yes; by all means.’ - I don’t beliave any-
‘one has come to hatm through my receptions.” -

“My dear girl,” said Mrs. Clifford, I remember

swhen I thought .just as you do, and made just such_

an argument—if it can bewso called; but I hope.
‘you, will never need, to make you dbafige your
‘mind, such a terrible lesson as I received.”’:
“Oh, Mrs. Clifford, & story!” cried the girls.
#Pleasa tell it.” o )
The lady hesitated, and vesmed about %o refuse ;
then, on second thought, she said /—- B
“Yes, I will tell you; it may do you good ;” and’
without turther,p:nhoo she cominenced ; . '

“On the New Year’s Day succeeding wy eight
centh birthday, my father gave me perission to
hold my first New Year's reception. My mother
had died soveral years before this time, and I was
now to take my place as mistress of my father's
house, A fow days before the great day I received
a visit from my cousin Mary Groy, and, rejoicing
to think that I should have her company and as.
sistance, I gave her barely time to take breath
aftor her arrival before T began to givo hor » glow-
ing account of what was to be. In the midst of
this I chanced to mention wine. Instantly Mary
exclaimed :

“¢0Oh, Louise, T do lope you will not have wine|
Don't do it, dear.’

“¢Now, Mary,’ said my father, who was sitting
with us, ‘don’t put any nonsensical notions into
the child’s head. Of course she will do ns her
mother did before her. She always had wine at
her receptions.’

 Mary looked grieved, but said no more, and the
subject dropped. The next day I asked her what
dress she intended to wear.

“ ¢ Louise,” said she, ‘I don’t want to appear rude,
but I cannot take part in your veception. I cannot
countenance the use of wine in any way, I know
too much of the miseries. which often follow in the
train of tn> first glass of wine. o you must let
me stay quietly in my room on that day, unless you
change your mind in regard to that one thing.’

“¢Oh, Mary,’ said I, petulantly, ‘I wish you
were not so narrow-minded. I thought we
would have such a pleasant time together ; but, as
to not having wine, that is out of the question.
I am surely going to have it, and I don’t beliove
anything so very dreadful will come of it And
with these words I hurried away to make some
needed arrangements,

“New Year's Day dawned cold, but bright and
beautiful, and by eleven o’clock, with some girl
friends, as gay and as thoughtless as myself, I
awaited, with great imipatience, my first call,

“It is not necessary for me to describe the day
—you are all familiar with such scenes—and I
wish to speak of only one caller—his name matters
not. He came very early in the day, with an inti.
mate friend of the family—their first call, they
said. I afterwards learned that this man had
formerly drank to excess, but that for two yeurs
he had not touched intoxiqating liquors, and his
friends ha('i_hopeg that he was reformed. It hap-
pened that he and f were alone when we came to
the table. Perhaps, if-his friend had been at his
side, things might have turned out differently, but
his attention was entirely absorbed in another part
of the room. .

“1 offered this man a glass of wine. To my sur-
prise, he refused. Chagrined, I insisted—only to
meet another refusal. Each refusal made me more
determined to have my own way—I was used to
having that—and so, regardless of the fuct that I
was doing it .at the expense of good breeding, 1
used avery ndeavour to cause him to take the glass
of wine which I held out to him. In the end he
yieiced, and'-drank the wine—yes, even took n
second glass. Soon he two left, and I thought of
them no more. Quite late that evening, however,
the sttanger returned-<this time alone, and, sad to
say, very much intoxicatedi I suppose I showed
my disgust too plainly, for, as he turned to leave,
he said, bitterly, *Ob,. you. don’t like your work,
doyou?! If I had not been such a fool as to take
your wine this morning, I might have been a sober
man to-night. I hope you will have pleasant
dreams, young lady !’ and before any ons could
apeak he was gone. But hardly had the front door

closed upon him, whon there arose a commotion

outside, and in & winute a tervor-stricken servi.i
came in :

“¢0Oh, Miss Louise, the gentleman stumbled nn
fell on the staps, and they are brirging him m
Hoe is very much hurt.’

“I will nat pain you by dwelling at length on
what followed, 'The poor fellow, in falling, had
struck on the back of his head, and he never spoke
again.  The next night he died——died without oue
gleam of conseiousness.

* Can you imagine what wore my feelings ¢ ..y
that time? No, you canmnot--only God knows
Looking back now, I wonder that I lived throush
that agony of bitter remorse, When, after long
days of sulleving, I took up my life again, I was a
changed girk. I made a solemn vow that [ wowd
never in any way encourage the use of intoxicat. s
liquors for any purpose, or in any form whatever,
bue would make every effort pussible in 4he _uee
of total abstinonce. And so I have done;.but
nothing in this world can remove the bitter pain
which the remembrance of that New Year's Day
will ever bring to me.

“ Now, girls, [ must go—it is getting late. For-
give me if I have marred your pleasure with this
recital ; but if I have brought you any nearer to
my way of thinking, I count these moments well
spent.”

Then, with loving farewells, the party soparated.

I have but a word to add—it is this : Last New
Year's Day T called upon Florenco Foster. She
recoived me cordinlly ; and when I surveyed the
elegant tables, I looked in vain for the wine which
hitherto had held such a prominent place upon
them.

As Others See Us.

Tue Rev. O, H. Kelly, who was the vepresenta-
tive from the English Wesleyat. Conference to the
recent M. . General Conference in New York, in
his report to his own Conference, made the follow-
ing kindly voference to his brief visit to Canada :—

It was a great pleasure to me to take just peep
at Canada.  Of course I visited Niagara and was
struck by its wonders. The Itev. J. Ii. Lanceley,
one of our ministers—-as intelligent, brotherly and
davoted guide, philosopher, and friead ns one could
wish, and who knew the region pertectly-—showed
me all that could be seen in our time.

My visit to Toronto was made most pleasant and
instructive by the Revs. Dr, Potts, Dr. Sutherkend,
and Dr. Briggs, all real-hearted and birotherly
Methodist ministers. An English Methodiat visisor
cannot fail to be impressed with the power and
position of Methodism in the Dominién. Wao
should be thankful for it. During the three cr
four days I spent in Canada, my heart often beat
faster than usual, and a Jump came into my throat
more than onve, beeause of the outspoken; enthusi-
astic loyalty to Old England on the nart cf Cana-
diaus. They cultivato a benutifully fine feeling
toward the wmother-country, and England should
more and more cherish a strong love for her Cana.
dian sons and daughters.

The Canadian men and women ave a noble st ;
and the Canadian boys and girls, and young men
amd women, struck me as a splondid specimen of
fine-looking and finespivited youth. Iu their
schools, and awmong their volunteers that I saw,
they impressed me most favourably,

It is & pity the British do not know more sbout
their colonies, and do not understand and appre-
ciate more highly their colonial fellow-subjects.
We may well be proud of our connectiva with
them. Tuke o, few items about Canada ;—

Canada is forty times as large as Englard, Scot-
land, and Wales; fifteen times the size of the




