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1789: Ago 85. Lonàon, Thursday. "4If this is to ne the ls:
year of rny life, acceordig to somne of those, prophecies, I hope it,
will be the best. 1 -im not czirefal abotit it, but lmeartily recei-,ve
the atdvice of thc angel iii Milton--

}Htiow wefl is thiiie :liow long permit to heaven.'

1790. Ag-e 86. London, Frida-,y, Januziry 1. ,"I ,in nowv an
old mans, deca.,yedl froîn hoa-d t.o foot. My eyes arc dîm; rny.righ:
liand shiakes iiuch l; nîy iiouthi is liot and dry every morning; 1
ha-ve a lingerixîg foyer ilnsmost every da,,y; xuy lmotion -is *we.aik
and( slow. llowever, blessed bo GcKl, I dIo iiot slack 1>11 labour
I ean preai aindivuriti' stili."

1791. Age 87. Mr. Wesley tiscoftifluC( hiis .Joursîal on
October 24, 1790. Froin letteirs wvli tihe writer tis seen, ho was
writingr to Ad-arn CLauke -ibout the dziwn of 1791. lus mmndwa
cleair, althoughl his body was feobte. lis last LN;w Year's Day, it
is believed, w'as spelit à~ the cliapel-hiouse in City lioad.

So fàr ais thiese records show, it is clea-r thait John. Wesley
eondueted mie, two, or thirce religious services oii Newv Year's Daiy
for haif a century, mnd ai ssmall pamiphlet of hymuns, speciaily
etd.-pted for tlsa-,t lay, Wa ised oni thos solernn occasions.
-. Iletliodist lRecorde'r.

THEIF NEWV YEAR'S LESSON.

BY GEORGIANA CRAIK.

0 N.,Ew V teach lis faith;
The road of life is liard;

When our feet bleed, and scourging winds us scathe,
Point thou to lIiin wliose visage wsis more inarr'd

Than any inais, who saith-
"Make straiglit paths for your feet "-and t-o the opprest-
Cornle ye to Me, and I will give yen rest."

Yet hasig soise lamp-like hope
Above this unknown way,

Kind year, to give. our spirits freer scope,
And our hands strength to work while it is day.

But if that way niust siope
Tonibward, Ohi! brisîg before our fading eyes
The laitpl of life, the hope that never dies.

Friend, couie thou like a friend,
And whether brighit thy face,

Or diin with cloudls we caunot eoînprehiend-
We'fl hold out patient hands, eaeh ini his place,

And trust Thee to the end:
Knowing thou leadest onwards te those spheres
Whcire there are miither days, nor montlîx, nor yoars.


