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Ancther Ycar.

Avotiig year in fading
Into the shrulowy past,
What it for e, my Saziour,
Phis yeur shonld Do the lase?
Conld I, with joy reealling
The hours amd moments gone,
Say [ had well employed them,
Nor o't one failute mourn?

Another yeoar is passing,
Aud T am pas<ing, too—

Pas~ing from carth und carthly scenes
To those carth never knew,

What shall 1 plead when standing
Before the *¢ Great White Throne”?
Nothing, 0 Christ, but thine own bload,

Thy righteotsness mine oW1,

Another year is dying,
And time is dying, too,
And all things here below, with him,
Aro passing outof view ;
Passing as swiftly as our thoughts
Flit throngh our minds, then flee—
Oh, realizing guc(a like these,
Whatb ought our lives to bel

Avother year is adding
To those ulready dead.

Dead ! will they never xise again?
\Where, all the actions fled,

We surely yet shall meet again,
This old year and our souls:

His deeda will greet us yet, though now
Oblivion o’er him volls.

We leave the year with Jesus
"T'o sprinkle with his blood :
Jesus, the loving One, who once
As our sin-beaver stood.
Wo leave the year with Jesus,
And thus the weight is gone
We trust the future all to him
Who all its weight hath borne.

Joln Wesley. By Rev. R. Green. London: C. H,
Kelly ; and Methodist Book Rooms, Toronto,
Montreal and Halifax. Price, 50 cents.

Jolm Wesley, His Life and His Work. By Rev.
M. LeLievre. 'ranslated from the French by
Rev. A.J. French. Bleventh thousand. Same
publishers. Price, 35 cents,

The approaching centenary of the death of the
founder of the original Methodist societics calls
attention, universally, to his life and work. Iin-
quiry is naturally made as to the best popalar lives
of Wesley in compendicus form and-of inexpensivo
price. Of course Southey’s charming work will
always bo a classio on the subjeet, and Tyerman’s
exhaustive volumes leave nothing to be desived in
fulness of detail. But the one is rather out of date,
and the other too voluminous for busy people. We
recommend, for a comprehensive view of the world-
wide movement called Methodism, Dr. Abel Stevens'
admirable «History of Methodism.” For Sunday-
schools and for busy people the choice, we think,
will lie between the two volumes mentioned above.
Mr. Green’s little book is a careful study of the
salient points of Wesley's life. 1t is plain in style,
concise, and clear. M Lelitvre’s is the outcome
of o necd of the French Methodists for a volume on
the origin of Methodism.  Iis book, deservedly
one of much merit, won & prize of a considerablo
value offered for such work. He invests his subject
with the peculiar charm and vivaeity which charac-
terizes most French writers. s narrative is con-
siderably more full than that of Mr. Green’s, and is,
moreover, the cheaper in price.  The translator has
done his part well, and preserved much of the
characteristic vivacity wnd brilliancy of the original.

It is peculiarly fitting that the people called
Methodists shiould study widely the remarkable
caveer of the greab man honoured of God in in-

HOME AND

As the century sinee his death closes,
Blane from  Salanches

century.
he looms up, like Mout
above the lesser nnantams, ag one of the most
conspicoaus figures i that century. Conadian
readers, especially, shouid study this life, beeause
the year 1381 marks two unportant eontenninls
first, the introduction of Mothodism to the provinees
of old Canada, and secondly, the death, or transia-
tion rather, of the principal ugent n the great
world movement which has made of o despised and
persecuted people the wost numerous Protestant
church in Christendom,

The Chotr Boy of York Cathedral. By Rev. A S
Twombly, D.D. Pp. 292. Price. $1.25, Con-
gregational Sunday-school and Publishing Society,
Boston and Chicago; William Briggs, Loronto.
In this book are collected five stovies, each

artistically illustrated and excellently printed. 'the

stories are quite varied, That of the title gives a

thrilling description of the burning of York Minster

by a manise, “ God's Dove " geolls of the rescue of

a little girl from an old tower in Puris, during the

siege, by means of a carrior-pigeon.  “Pittro and

Nina” nre two children who strzy into Rome and

carn their living, Pidtro by selling goat’s milk, and

Nina by her servico in the Odoscalehi palace. In

«The Best Possible Christinag” we have a fantastic

child’s dream. The longest, and in some respects

tho best, is ¢ A. Huguenot Story,” a thrilling de-
seription of the abduction of & Huguenot boy, his
lifo in and escape from a monastery, and his final
return. to friends after a bitter experience, Tach
of these stories is thoroughly interesting, and about
Christmas-time especially the book will be wanted.

The Ol:i Year.

BY MRS. MARY A. SMALL.

Tug year hag dropped her months one by one,
¢like an old mopk telling his beads,” until we ure
treading upon the verge; its hours are fast being
numbered. It hag brought to us many changes.
Many home-circles have been broken ; wany graves
made, not only in our cemoterics, but in hearts.
The old year bas added to the inhabitants of the
unscen world, and yet we love the “oLD YEAR.

As we gaze down the months we aro reminded of
Jeaving n home in which we have long lived.
When the members of the family have gathered
all the movables they linger on the threshold and
look back through every room.
chimney corner is where mother sab; in yonder
room the precious littlo ones first saw the light of
day ; and by yonder window some precious form-
lay ¢old in death. The happy bride here gave her
hand to one who promised to love and cherish until
death should come ; and from this home they went
forth strong in each other’s love to battle with life’s
stern realities. No wonder our hearts linger around.
guch memories.

And thus we linger on the threshold of the old

year. We aro ready to take our deparbure into the
new. We have gathered all that wo can carry

with us, and that is so Jittle. We look back into
avery month, and each brings to some heart dis-
tinet recolloctions. Each is dear. From them many
have gone forth to battle in the great field of lifé,,
and many have fallen. Joys and sorrews strangely
wingle in this life. I stood beside a casket. She.
who lay theve was beantiful in death. A little
time ago a pride, she was suddenly called, and her
little one will never know & mother's love, All in
one short year.

We entored upon this fast-fading year with many
resolves to make it the best year thus far of life,

angwiating the wchgions revival aof the eightwnﬂj seape where the shades vichly blead
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and viewine
it thus, even though eur hearts aehe, we woukl
leave it untouched  We turn our eyes tow ard Hiw
whe readeth the heart, and hawing befora him, re-
conseerate aurselies to his <ervice, nnd thus hope
fully step out mto the new and univied year,

T know nob what awaits me,
Gol kindly veils mino eyes,
Ang o'er vach step of my onwand way
He makes ngw.sccnes to b
And overy joy ho sendd to me,
Comes & swret and glad surprise.”
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Concentration in Prayet.

TRy is too much prayor that does not lay hold
of the thing desived too much catalogue prayer,
that simply enumerates before (od a long lst of
items in respeet to which his benevolence might
properly enongh be oxercised, but which do not en-
list the vital sympathy of the petitioncr,  Such
prayer is never prevailing, and weldom helpful.
What Cbristinns, and especially young, active
Christians, need in their devotions is more coficen-
tention. Deeply realize thio need of something, wnd
then pray for it with a singleness of spirvit which
shall uplift the whole boing and bring it, as it were,
into thoe very audience-chamber of God, If you
feol tho need of personal purity above overything
else, just lenve the progress of the kingdom, the
convorsion of the lieathen, the upbuilding of the
visible Church, and every kind of general petition
to him who knows infinitely and loves infinitely
and blesses infinitoly—lenve theso world problems
to him, and cry out of the depths of your sin-sick,
soul: “O God, my Father, help e to bo purel!
O Christ, my brothicr, help me to be pure! O
Holy Spirit, my comfortor, help mwo to be pure!”
Tot this be your prayer, and your only prayet, until
your great need is arswered.

o let it be with all your soul’s despest nbeds,
and with all the deepest nceds which you find' in
liurnanity about you. Do vot pray about the bush.
Select something; or, rather; let something gob
possession of you, and then pray for it with all
your mind and soul and strength.  One archier
places five arvows in hik cross-vow so as to be sure
of hitting the target ; but they all fall short. The
other archer puts all the streugtli of g bow into
one well-aimed shaft, and it flies swift and straight
and quivers in the contre of the mark. .
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How Long are the Days?

Tue following, showing the length of the day
in diffevent localities, is of interest. Far toward
tho north-pole the days stretch out into great
length, the same being true toward the south-pole
as well. As the days increate in length, the
nights correspondingly shorten ; and, wice versae,
the long nights are mated with short days.

In London, England, and in Bremen, Prussia,
the longest day has sixteen and one-half hours,
At Stockholm, Sweden, it is eighteen and one-haif
hours in length. At Hamburg, in Germany, and
at Dantzic, in Prussia, the longest day has seven-
teen hours. At St. Petarsburg, Russia, and at

“Pobolsk, Siberia, the longest day is nineteon hours,
ve hours. At Tornea, fin-

‘and the shortest is
Jand, June 2lst brings & diy nearly twenty-twd
hours long, and Christmas ono less than three
hours-in length. At Wardbury, Norwny, the long-
est day losts from May 21st to July 22nd without
interruption ; and in Spitzbergen, the longest day
is three and one-half months. At St. Louis the
longest day is somewhat less than fifteen hours ;
and at Montreal, Canada, it is sixteen hours; At
Chicngo and New York the days are-a little Jonger
than at St. Louis, those cities being situnted farpher
north ; while at New Orleaus, farther south, they,

but we look back with regrets. It is like a land-

are shorter.—Euxchange,
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