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preparation?  The all-merciful Disposer has
doubtless wise and gracious ends to serve by
keeping uein ignorance of a dats which is to
Himself fixed and certain ; and who can ques-
tion that one of these ends is to persuade us
to be always ready, and*to spend cvery day as
if it wes our last?

7 'TI. Both seasons furthor agres in being
singnlarly eventful in their fssues,

* How big with important eousequances is the
birth of a child! Common &nd femiliar as it
is, it is really, asone has remarked, & greater
event than the creation of & sus. Think what
hes happened when a child is born into the
world. A conecious being has begun to'live
—an immortal spirit has been added to the
intelligent universe— croature has come into
being which shall survive yonder orb of dey!
The sun, confessedly gloriocs as it ig, is but &
mass of passive, unconscious matter : it cannot
think, it knows not its own splendour, it feels
1ot its own heat, and ere long it will bo cx-
tinguished. But tkat feeblo bebe, which has
just come weeping into the world, is endowed
with mind, is cupablo of right and wrong, io
accountable to God, ie destined to suffer or to
enjoy throughout endlees duration. You can-
not tell, indeed, what preciso lot awaits the
infant stranger; you cannot toll whether hie
new-found being is to prove o blessing to him,
or only a curse; & dark m{mry yot hangs over
the uutravelled path before him.  But this
very mystery servesto heighten the interest™
and arxiety with which you regard him. And
as you gaze on his yet unexpressive eounte-
nance, and meditate on bis yet undeveloped
history, the conviction grows upon you, that e
more solemn and suggestive spectacle than o
new-born infant the sun docs not shine upon
in all its circuit,

But is death a less cventfol cricio ¢ Asarred-
ly no. To-day yon ses & men walking in tho
majesty of his strength, with the bleom of
health on his cheek and the beam of intalli-
gence in his eye; and, hehold, to.momow ho
is & piece of cold insensate clay, which requires
to be borne from his house snd buried out of
gight—a trophy of the spoiler Death! Now
your eye rgats on somo greet one of tho earth,
so far exafed in ranlt and riches above his
fellows, s0 surroandsd with sdmiring depend-
ants, o capable of meking thoussnds happy,
that you might Geem him a god in this lower
world, or at least of another lineage and nobler
dostiny than ordinary mortals ;—you look afain
and he is laid in his coffln, stripped ofall his
disﬁne%ns. with the doom written on his
ghastly brow, “Dust to_dust, ashes to ashes;”
—agnother trophy of the levelier Death! You
visit a family’om* eceasion! of some domestic
festive’, when all its members, far amd near,

- and how altered is the sceno!
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are collected, end all, from honry grandsire to
lisping grandchild, unite in & happy interchange
of home affections. It is a lovely sight—a
sight which earth may well be proud o?, and
which even heaven may stoop down well
pleased to see. Xou return & few wecks after,
) .al The grand-
sire's chairis vacent; or the lisping babe has
faded like o gathered lily ; or, in place of the
blooming maiden who filled the house with
merry gleo, there is only a white-shronded
corpse.!  Ttis now the house of mourning ; and
the stifled sobs which break its gloomy stillness
suffice to 1.1 what s cruel sunderer of family
bondsis Death.

Nor ate these the wholo of the issnes of death.
Like birth, death ushers into & new existence
and how cventful that afier-existenco! Even
were death nothing more than a dissolution of
t}ye body, and a sunderance of the ties which
bind to earthly friends and earthly hopes, it
would bo impossible to regard it as other than
amost affecting catastrophe. But death is im-
measurably more. It is the birth-time of a
fature ceaseless existence ; it is the portal to
eternity. Instead of being an isolated moment
unconnected with'the remembered past, and
unrelated to the expected future, the “ time to
die” is the very crisisof being—the consumma-
tion either of the threatening. He that believeth
not shall be damned,” or the promise ‘He that
believeth shall have everlasting life.” Then
probation ends and retribution begins. Then the
immortal spirit is either churmed away as by
celestial music to its heavenly home, or hur-
ried in utter dismay to its “own place” in
Tophet.  This hour our brother shall be with
us here on earth, alive, hke ourselves, to all

. the interests ofthe present world, feeling the

same wants, looking upon the same scenes of
earth and sky, and asking, with us, anxious
but unanswered questions about the eternal fo-
ture. ‘The unext hour death comes, and in 8
moment he ig in the midst of yon dread reali-
ties—cognisant of them ell, arsazed at them all,
and established in his “lot” for ever! O! could
we but have for & moment the veil withdvawn
which shrouds the mystery of deathb—conil we
but pass for a moment, either with the dring
believer into the ineffable light and felcity of
the Saviouw’s presence, or with the dying sinner
into the black darknessin which he vanishes—
weshould pever again let go the conviction,
that of all eventful moments the most awfully
eventful is the “ timo to die.”

" IV. Psssing from points of resemblancs to

ints of contrast, I remark that the < time to

e born” and the « time to die’* present a ccn-
trass in the feelings which they respectively ee-

casion. .
Thefoclings nsually excited by the birthof



