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study tho lives of men who loft an impress on
their age, and endeavor to ‘walle in thoir foot-
steps ; for,
« Lives of great men all remind us
We can make our lives sublime;

And, departing, leave behind us
Y'ootprints on the sands of time.”

There are grand opportunities open to all. The
oxample of those who overcame the same ob-
stacles which we have to encounter, who walked
bravely, fearlossly on in the path of right and
duty, who succoeded in their undertakings, and
camo forth victorious in life’s battle, should be
an encouragoment to those who falter, and an
incentive to-the faint-hearted to make groeater
oxcrtions,” ‘There are many unscen dangers in
the path ;" but as the beacon light points out to
tho mariner the hidden rocks and reefs, so greal
men by their lives and toenchings point out to
us the dangers we must avoid if we would guide
our frail bark safely over lifo’s troubled sea to
tho haven of everlasting rest. -

It is good for tho man absorbed in the eares
of business, whoso mind is engrossed by the
multifarious duties of his station, whose heart is
bont upon. tho accumulation of wealth to turn
for a time from the hard, dusty road, and follow
ihe footprints of a little child who, in its inno-
cont glee, loves to wander over the broad green
mendows jowelled with wild flowors, and along
tho banks of the purling broolk where the blush-
ing rose, with keen delight, bursts its tiny petals
to diffuso sweet fragrance on the summer air.
It is good for tho student to ask himself as he
stands by the couch of the dying year, if he has
walked faithfully in the path of knowledge,—if
ho has culled on the way, rvich, ripe blossoms to
adorn his mind,—or, if he has walked blindly,
heodlessly on, having no aim, no destination, his
footsteps oftentimes entangled in the briars and
thorns by the wayside. Very many go astray
for want of proper diroction. How many littie
foot, now, alas! wandering about in our large
citios, straying into devious paths, and lost

. amidst thoe labyrinths of sin, might be diverted
from their orring ways and directed in tho
paths of usefulness and duty!

T'he Christian loves to mark the footprints of
the aints, who walked, in humility and sclf-
denial, the narrow path which leuds to eternal
bappiness.  With feclings of veneration, he
marks the sad, yot glorious journcys of the
martyrs, whose footprints were stained by their
own lile-blood. - While the whole Christian
world vejoicos in this happy season of Christmas,
and while we, in silent adoration, gaze upon the
erib whore tiny feet peep forth from the cover-
ing—insufficiont to keop away the cold of winter,

" wo can not but think of the sorrowful journoy
those foct must travel, cve, tired and exhausted,
thoy wend thoir way Lo the hill of Calviwry. For
the Infunt born on Christmas morn long ago,
camo from the glory of His heavenly home to
naark out the path for us, that, by walking in
His footsteps, wo might guin eternal life.

THE RUINS OF TIME.
G.W.B. S .

When we contemplate wbat magnificent and
firm struactures existed in past ages, when the
kings and princes of old onjoyed themselves in
thoir boautiful abodes, the thought naturally
comes to us, where now aro those works. of art ?
Where aré the palaces and templos of the ancient
Groels, Romans and Egyptians? They bave
fallen noblo victims to the destroying hand of
Time; Timo, that powerful mastor, has caught
them in his armsg, as it wore, and crushed them
out of exietence. -

Lot us transport ourselves in imagination back
to the time when the emyporors of Rome weve in
their glory; whon Rome held hor proud head
above all other nations, and triumphantly pro-
claimed horself the mistress of the world, What
splendor do wo see thero displayed ; what gran-
deursurrounded the rulers on every side ; Whag
lasting monuments wore then raised in honor
of thoir exploits; what magnificent templos
were dedicaled to thoir false gods! Where now
are these wonderful monuments—those master-
pieces of architecture—where are thoy ? The

- echo of an unknown voice floats gent,ly to my

ear conveying the intelligonce that they are all
gone, gone forever; they made an excellent
repast upon which ravenous T'ime has long since
feasted. '

Let us imagine how picturesque a domicile in
some far distant land must look, over which fleet
Time has driven his dostructive chaviot, where
the remaining stately pillars, under the sorene
light of the moon, cast dark and gloomy shadows,
Thero stand the fragments of the wall which
often rosounded with the joyous shout of: the
child, but now they are forsaken; there thoy .
stand, alone, tho remnantsof what was, but will
nevor boagain ; thero they stand confirming the
saying that all things must mounlder and decay.
Tho placid stream in tho distance meanders along
with ils accustomed stiliness, and in its depths
are reflected myriads of shining stars, No more
shall its sbores ccho with the joyous peal of
laughtor, for the inhabitwnts of that once stable
mansion have long since been summoned to
their Muaker—thoy, too, have fallen by the sword
of mighty Time. In fact, the whole scene, by itg
loncliness and wild appearanco, cannot fail o
inspire us with fear, and at the same time :fill
our souls with trunsports of joy in contemplation
of its sublimity. : L

Therc is something in ihe ruins of time upon
which we cannot but deeply meditate, for, un-
doubtedly, in all respocts, they roesemble:the'life
of man. Tho ercction of the structure corres-
ponds to our boyhood days, duving which time
our frame gradually devclops and-our minds‘are
stored with everything nocessary-for our. posi-
tionin life. Bul in after yoars the structure
begins to lose its former firmuess, - tho walls
crumble, the stones decay, uatil, finally, it be-
comes a perfect ruin. So with man, old age scon
comos upon-him, his foeble limbs tottér under
him, his sight and memory fuil; ‘until g -final



