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Inlinite joy or cidless wo'

Attend on every breath;

And yet how unconcerped we go

Upon the brink of death'"

Olh, what a strange alteration doth death m ke in

every man's condition 1 either taking him from ahouse

and lands, friends, honors and pleasures, and alil th

concerns and enjoyments of this world ; hurryng him
in a moment into the land of darkness, to drink in h

tierce wrath of Almighty God forever, or translatink
him into the presence of our Lord Jesus Christ, to

partake of his happiness, in consummate, ineffable,

and everlasting glory and joy, with obedient and hap.
py spirits

Alas What do men mean by loitering, who have

these amazing, unch.ngeable scenes before them!--

One would suppose that the very thoughts of death

and eternal judgement, should keep from sleeping,
,md 611 wvith astonishment all who are not by faith and

holiness prepared for the comfortable welcome of it.,

seeing they knov not but every day and houir may
conclude their life, and when they shut their eyes a 

night, they may never open them again but in eterni- j

ty. What solhcitous concerns should those be in for
their prectous and immortal souls, who have so much
guit to be removed, sor many evil dispositions and af-

lections to be moi tified, so many holy and virtuous
habits to attamu, and so many temptations from within
and without to c vercome ; lest deathshould come un-
expected and find them unprepared ? With what sor-
xows will the review of our past lives 611 us, if we
are thus surprised ' What bitter anguish of heart is

couched in those expressions, which a dyîng person
once uttered to a stander-by 9 crying out, ' Oh how -
have I been deceived ! Oh, that I had thought of this

mooner! Oh, that i had my time again ? How mad wJ
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