REFLRCTIONS ON

Amid the rapids of time, there are few oljects
a man observes with less care and distiuctaess than
himself.  To one standing on the snure, the current
appears to pass by with inconceivable swiftness, but
to one who is himself ghding down the stream, the
face of this vast extent of waters is unruffled, and all
around him is a dead calm. 1t is only by louking
towards the shore, by discerning here and there a
distant landmark, by casting his e¢yc back upon the
scenery that is retiring from his view, that he secs he
is going forward. And lhow fast! The tall pine
that stands alone on the mountain’s brow, casts its
shade fardown the valley; whilethe huge promonto-
ry throws its shadow alinest mmmeasurably on the
plain bLelow. It is but a few years, and 1 was
greeting lif’s opening day.  But yesterday, 1
thought mysclf approaching its mendian.  To-day
1 look for those mieridian splendors, and they are ci-
ther wholly vanished, or just descending behind
the evening cloud. I cannot expect to weather
out thestorms of this tempestuous clime much longer
A few more bitlows on these dangerous scas, perhaps
a few days of fuir weather, is the most Ican look for,
beforc Lam cither shipwrecked, or seach my desired
haven.

Why fly these years so rapidly 3 Itis in anticipa~
tion ratlier than retraspect, that men put tvo lugh an
estimate upon carthly things. 1 have been wander-
ing to-day in the grave-yard. I have trodiden sofily
on the place of my fathers' sepulchres.  I'have been
playing with the willow and the cypress that weep
over their dust.  ‘The gencrations of nen dicell hare.
Yes, here they are.  Those whom I Liave loved, and
still love, and hape to love, are here.  T%c faskion of
this world passctk awcay. The fur fabsic of carthly
good is built upon the samd. It rocks and fulls un-
der the first stroke of the tempest.  Man, at ks best
estale is allugether vanidy. Itis well thatit is so.
Were it otherwise, we should put far off the evil day,
and live as if wc flattered vursclves with immortalty
on the carth. When the Duke of Venmice shewed
Charles the Fifth the treasury of St. Murk, and the
glory of his princely palace, instead of admiring than,
he remarked, * These are the things that make men so
loath t0 dic.”

On what rapid wings has this last year sped its
course! IJow surcand centain an approximation to
the close of tlus canthly existence!  Every year adds
to what is past and leates less to come.  WRat s yoar
bfcT I asceen as a capaur thatl appearclh for a lil-
Ue time, and then vanisketk arcay.  What is it, when
compared with the amount of labour to be accom-
plished, and  the magnitude of the interests at stake ?
What is it, compared wita the facility with which
wmay be interrupted, and thic ten thousand causes of
deeay and dissolution 1t is destined 1o cncounter?
What is it, when compared with the cver enduring
existence to which it is an introduction 7 How fu.
gitive? how fril ! landly has the weary traveller
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laid himself down to rest, when he is suminoned
away to pursue his journey, or alld tw lus ever
lasting hume.  We spead our yeass as a tale that is
tald.  The flying cloud, the cvanescent vapuur, the
arrow just propdid fiom the stang, the withering
the fluwer whose beauty scarcdy bLluems
ere it is faddd, and  whose fragrauce s scarcely jer-
ceptible ere it is gone, are apt similitudes of the 1 fe
of man,

Qrass,

1 am hut a wanderer, a pilgrim, a snjourncr on the
cartii.  Though cvery thing is cheerful about me, I
feel to-day exiled and alone. A thousand recollee-
tions crowd upon my mind to remind me ofthe past,
to premonish me of the future, and to lead me 1o some
just conceptions of the present.  ‘Fhis world is not
wy home. L have made it my restine place too long.
I hear a voice to-day, in accents sweet as angels use,
whispering to my lonely heart, Arisc, and depart
hence, for this is not yonur rest! 1 am away frem
my Father's house. I have felt vexations and trials,
I have cxperienced disappointments and lusses. [
have known the alienation of canthly fricnds. 1 am
not astranger to dejected hopes. 1 know something
of conflicts within. But now and then I have =
glimpse of the distant and promised inheritance,
which more than compensates me fur all, It is o
gricf of hieart 10 1 that T have no ceduring pouivn
beneath the sun. Tam but a passing traveller hieve.
Iwould fuin feel like one who is jassing from pl.c:
to place, and goang from object to ol ject, with his ve
fiad on sone long-wislud for wbude beyond, while
every suceessive scene brings ine muarcr to the cid of
my course, and all thase cantliy vicissizales codear o
me the hopes of that final rest. To live hiere, o -
aver happaily, howaver usefully, hawever well, st
not bomy wltimate olject. 1 was Lom for cterniiy.
Nay, Lam the tenant of cteanity cven now.  Taaie
Ielongs to cternity. It is a sort of ix%hmus, or rathe
or a dinde gulpk, with given demareations, sat off and
Lounded by lincs of ignorance; but it mingles with
the Loundless feod—it belongs to cternity sl
A great change indeed awnits us. We must drop
this tabernacle and zo into a world of spirits.  But
we shall bz in the swac duraton. I anust Jive for
cternity.

In entering on another year, T know not from what
unexpected quarter, or a2 what an unguarded hour,
difiicultics and  dangers may come. O that I could
cngoy mere of the fovenr of Gud, more of the jrescice
of the Saviour, more of the scaling of the cver blisse
ol Spirit! O for wore of a calm, approving con-
scienee, and miore of the delightful influence of iz
peace-speabing Wowd of Jesus Chirist!  From same
cause or athier, L begin this year with o teembling
heart. I fear T any lose my way. U am afraid lest
I should turn aside from the stenight path; Test §
wmay repose in the bower of indolence and ease; Iest
L may sleep on enchanted ground; lest T should he

cnsnared, if ot destroyed by an unhallowed curiosi-



