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JESUS MY DEAREST FRIBEND.
ny J.ERUNCK, 1653, M

Lt who will in theo rjoice,
Ob, thou fair and wondmus carth !

Ever unguish’d gorrow's voice, ,
Pierces throngh thy seeming mirth .

T.et thy vaind-tihts be given

Unto them who tave not heaven ;

My desiro s fined on thee,

Jesus, dearest fur to mo !

Weary souls with toil out-worn,
Drooping ' «th tho Jonyg hot light,

Wish that soon the cotning momn
Blight bo quenched umiin in night,

That their tous sght tind a close

In nsoft and deep reposo

I but yish to rest in thee,

Jesus, dearest far to tuo!

Qtherg dare the treacherons wave, *’
Tidden rock and shifting wind—

Btorm and dangr let theta brave,
Earthly gooti or wealth to findl ;

Faith shall wing my upwand flight

Xar above yon starry height,

*Till 1 find myself with thee,

Jesus, dearest fricnd to mo!

My attmd'érenow T iAld,
fany « tinw again shall say,

Would to God that T were dead,

Would that in my grave I lay ¢
Rest wero mine, und swoet my lot,”
IWhero tha body hindercth not,

+ And tle soul can ever be,

Jusug dearest Lord, with thee !

ot AL .

Cvine, O Death! thou twin of sleep,
ead mo hence, I pray theo come,

PE” my rudder, throvgh tho deep,

“Qnido my vessel safely home;

Thy approach who will may fiy,

7Twers 2 joy to o to die,

For death opes tho gate to thee,

Jesus, dearest fricud to me!

Would that I tedlay might leave,
This my carthly prison lere,

And my crown of joy reccive,
Waiting me in yon bright spheret

In that honie of joy, where diwell

1losts of angels, would Itell

1low the Godhead shines in thece,

Jesus, dearest Jond to meo!

But not yet tho gates of gold,

1 may sce, nor cuter in,
Nor the heavenly tields behold ;

But must sit, aud mourning spin
Life’s dark thread on carth Lelow ;
Let my thoughts then houtly go
Whither, I mysclf would be,
Jesus, dearest Lord, with thee.

—Iyra Germanica.

Jaclinfous stifgsccllanp.
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TIME AND ETERNITY.

ErervThIsG on earth receives the mark of Time.
Xothing can escape it. No monumcr:l. cnn.bo
reared, no edifice, no structuro, upon which Timo
will not Jay Lis potent arm and impress upon it his
ipdelible stamp ; and tho efforts made by man to
counteract tho progress is only a variation of the
gamo power that Time asserts over eversthing un~
der the sun.  Thus it is that the proudest and the

most indestroctiblo of human works are no proof J

against it.  What it doce not actually corrodo or
dissolve. it covers or conceals, as it to bury out of
yiow, and is over adding layer upon lager to hido
or defaco the works of man. No structure cag,bo
reared, no instrument, no machinery, Bu wulk of
art or industry, completed, without sume of the
same cfforts or.labour tg preserve that was necessu-
ry to produce it. The massivo pyramid, the colos-
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toples and palucos for gods and for kings, have
everywhers been mora or lery covered with the rude

1 materials of Time, ever at work to hide, obscuro,

or bury that whizlrhasa not huwl tho samo caro for

its preservation as for it crection.  Thero is not a

singlo production of man but what suffors by neg-

leat.  The very materials that gcem ¢o bid defianco

to decay still hav o their hostily clements, that are

slowtly, perhaps, but etill effectually at work. Gold

iteelf will luso its lustre under the senrching proba.

4ios of Time, and the dismuad will luse e Leilliane

ey if allowed to bu forgotten, whera thy aceumnnla

tions of matter and the inerustations of timoe way

‘again be gatliered arouud it. The monuments of

Ligyption skill and ancient power once doubtless

sgemed calenlated to outlive the overflowing of the

Nile, aud to riso with the same lofty pride that their

clevgtion and vastness scemed to pomise; but the

hand of Lime hus been crumbling as well as coating

them over and over again, aver since their erection.

By tho one process, they have often beon clad in

the dust and the monld of ages ; by the other, thoy

lie mingled in the rublish and ruins that form their

grave.  Indeed, thare is nothing that escapes the

incrustations of ""ime. Tho proud wonument, whe-

ther brass ot bronzd, iron or stone, from the mo.

ment it takes its station-on the solid carth, the work

of decay and dissolution begins. The winds and

tho waters of heaven may indeed sweep awgy the

rough coating of carthly dust from tho column, tho

statue, or-tho monumental edifice, and thus perform

a servico tc save the Jabour of man from the neg.

lect of appearance. But theso same clements that

serve o proteot in one view aro proparing dissola-
tion in another. The things of Tiizo can never ro-

main unchanged. Some mutation, somne modiﬁca-4
tion, some corruption, some dissolving clement, 1s

overyvghero-ab work, Time is gissolvieg 15_;);?!\ *°
“does not hide, and it is burying and taking from

our view what it does not dissolve. It i3 gathering
its spoils where it does not reduce them, and wheu
it distolves it only stores them up for the gencral
destrudtion.

Oh, what a monitor is Time ! What mighty voice
is that which issues from the survey of universal
change ! No day like its departed brotherd, no.
year like any that are past, no century that ean form
a parallel with its predecessors.  All new, all un-
tried, all dark, as ws advance, and yet all known,
and zll tight ! Nothing new under the sun, and
yet all new, with every step we advance into the
future! Whot mystery is this in the midst of which
wo livo and move?  Mysterious our origin, myste-
rious our dliration, mysterious and jncessant chan-
ges, our interminable transition from day to day,
nay from one moment to the next. We scaree be-
gin when we begin the end,—we scarcely rise be-
fore we begin to sink ; we scarcely bLegin to live, ere
wo begin to die. Death is everywhere written on the
works of man. Ve need not go to the solemn ceme-
tery. whero we visit tho silent city of tho dead,—we
need not go to the sculptured tomb or fix our eycs
upod the monumental urn, the stately column, or
the marble »lub that records the names or the virtues
of departed worth,—ab ! wo have the menuments of
death everywhere around us.  No step we take but
what is a memento of tho irrevocable past. Time bas
ceverywhere left tho indelible impress of hisdeep and
terrible track, and everywhere bas crected a solemn
monitor that points the traveller to the days that'are
gore, ond holds out tho doubtful programme of the
future as he points the warning finger to the skies
Ohb, what a monitar is Time! What a monitor of
the past, what a prophet of the future ! Ounward he

gges, anld sweeps tho universc in steps more rapd
' thau the vclocity of light, and leaves naugit behind

that has not felt the pressure of his step, the scathing
blast or eoothing fan of his wings, the power of
his arm, or the poteney of his scythe. Timo himeelf
is in loaguo with death, and the one is only thero to
perform the commands of tho other.

Andhcre, all glory to God, for light in our dark-
ness,—ere 18 onoe stato of existence, and only one,
whero Timo bas no power and Time has no place.
There ifts mmutativns and vicissitudes cannot como.—
There, ia that region of unchanging peace, the varied
drawma o these sullunary scenes give way fo ever

growing Llessedness , where, amid the infinitude of

sal sphivx, (ke torering obelick, and the spacious

glories, the ralvativn is cnc.  God Himself is the
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glory that illumines that weild, and, as the Lord of”
L'ime, g0 1fo is tho Creator; und when Ho onco ad-
iits us to Iis presenco there, eurth, with its appen-
dages, pusses away, and ** ‘Fine shiall bo no more,””
—\. Y. Churchman, .;.
DIVINE CONEOLATION.

It i3 amazing what vigour of character divino con- ¢
solation imparts to the human swal.  In thoso happy -
moments wo can say with David, * Bless the Lord,
O my svul. and all that is widin me Lless his boly.s
nura, Bless tha Lond, and forget not all his bene-
fits ; who forgivell. all thine iniyuitivs ; who healath ~
all thy discases ; who req emeth thy life from des-
truction ; who crownath they with loving kindness
and tender mor :ies ; who satisticth thy mouth with **
good things ; o hiat thy youth is rencwed like tho
eaglo’s.”—1’. ciii. In such a frame of wmind, all
religious duties are practicable, anu eoll seligious
blessings are within our reach ; cue appetites nnd{;’;&
passions are liko the surfuce of the weaceful luke, *
when not a ripplo is scen apor its fuce, and thopv?
whola body of the wator is s clexr ns tho vaulted
gky, iLike Sampson undur his Nuzorite inspirations,
our atm becoines omnipotent, and every encmy of
our souls is chased away, aud fines beforo us as the
dust bouro the wind : ar like the blessed Apostle
Paplaws can say, ** Who shal! separate us from tho
lova ' ist 77 Shall tribulation, or distress, or
pcmu.""ution. ar famine, or n:kedness, or peril, or
swardf  Nay, in all theso things wo are more thon
yeonquerors through I'm that loved us.  ¥or Iam
pcmunqr:d that neither death, nor life, nor angels,
nor priucipalitics, nor powers, nor things present,
not thiugs to come, nor height, nor depth, nor any
cther creature, shall bo able to separato us from.the
love of God wh ch isin Cbrist Jesus .our Lord.” &
Rom. siii. 85. . .

" The most cdifsing parts of the sacred “volumo ar ¥ -
the devotional compositions of inspired and holy men:
and in which we seo the agency of God aud man
united, and producing virtue and happiness in this
world, in preparing them for greater happiness in
that which is to come. We have a fine example in
the following words :—*¢ O God, thou art my God ;
early will I seck thee < my soul thirsteth for thee, my
flesh longeth for theo in a dry and thirsty Jand
where 1o water jg; to sce thy power and thy glory,
so as I have seen thee in the sanetuary.  Because
thy loving Lindness is better than life, my lips shall
praise thee.  Thus wili I bless thee while I live: I
will lift up my hands in thy name. My soul shall
be sutisfied ag with marrow and fatness; and my
mouth shall praise thee with joyful lips; when T
remember thee upon my bed, and meditate on theo
in the night watches. Because thou hast been my
help, therefore in the shadow of thy wings will
rejoice. 3y soul followeth hard after thee ; thy
right hand upholdeth me.””  P's. )xiii.

Never is a human being so truly honorable as
when he is bolding communion with God ;—never
are the buman fuculties so happily employed as in
secking the favor of the Deity 5 never is the huwan
character <o highly clerated as when wo are aspiring
to the blessing of eternal life ; and never is human
ageney so mighty as when it is sustoined by the
consolations of the Ioly Ghost :—and never is a
nan so like the Son of God, as when he takes su-
preme delight in God, and God vouchsafes to come
and dwell within his heart by the power of the Holy
Ghost. This, and this only, is religion ! This,
and this only, can bring us into fellowship with Ged,
and make us meet for that inheritance which is in-
corruptible, and undefiled, and which fadeth not
away. This, and this oply, clevates man above a
bruto ; and this duly accredits bim as being an un-
doubted heir of everlasting life.—2rivate Ponder-
tngs, 1bid.
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Tovg 10 Cunist.—Not only tho flowers unfold
thgir petals to receive the light ; the heart of a man
also lias o power of expansion. It is lovo which
opens it, and cxpands it, so that the rays of the
spirituel Christian, in the work of sclf-examination, .
need not dircet Lis attention to many- puints ; all is
included in the daily question © How is it with my
lovo to Christ? That luve to bim is of grcat import-
ance, we must conclude, tince he in truth, requires
of us an affection for his own person such asuo cno



