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the end of my life is to giorify Goci should I flot ask myself,-in what
respect have I fulfilled the design of God, my Maker? What good
have I donc, during the years of niy, life that arc past 1 las my tinie
been taken up in coutemplating the loving-kindness of the Lord; and
in doing his wilI 1 Or have iny days been fcw and cvii ; ail devotedl
to the woridl and the fleslîi ?Alas! Fcw a. my years have been, thcy
have been abundan tiy sufficient to show that by nature man goes astray
froin birth after vanity. flow nurnerous, how great have been xny
privileges ; but 0! how littie improvement havc I mrade! Notwith-
standing ail my opportunities, 1 scm to L-now no more than if born
yesterday. 0! Lord teach mc so to ninber iny days, that iny hcart
may be applied unto wisdom. Ilelp me to, live the period aliotted to,
me, in thy fear, in rightcousness and hioliness of the truth. May my
knowiedge of thy character, and mny love to thece, bc increased day by
day. And may the knowiedge of' thy character teach me to, honor thec,
to obey thee, to, adore thee, to imitate thee, so that 1 may be perfectiy
eonformed to the image of the ever-blessed Jesus, wbo was undefled
ani separate from sinners. And when my life draws to a close, grant
that my last end may be peace. B3e thou my strength in dcath and my
portion for evermore, and through tlic ages of eternity be aseribed to
thee Salvation, Glory, and Immortal Praise, by ail the ransomcd from
among, the ruined sons of Adam. Amen. y

So writes our brother in the flesli and in the Lord a few monthis over
twenty jears ago. The other itemi is put down in verse, under the
words, Tuesday Evcning, 24th October, 1843, thus:

I now have lived twice ten and three full years;
Spent Wise or vaini-ill, weii-thcse years have passcd:

Filled up withjoys or melancholy fears,
With vice or virtue,--now their mould is cast.

Ihipiessive thoughit: refleetion k-een:- truth sad;
Harsh lessons Time here visibly engraves!

It came-'tis gone-it sped--twas haste-it had
Noresting-place ;-restcss as ocean waves.

And Time, once fled, Ah ! doos it e'er returu?
Ask not, 'tis vain :-bring backi preeeding years ?-!

Eiarth to the skies may flit, the waters bumn,
But Tirne, once gone, no, ne'er again appears.

Hlow sure, -how swift it flies-and yet-how slow!
Memory looks back and thinks its birth afar:

Another thought makes but a fleeting show
0f ail the past, borne by a strcaming car.

Haste, then, O ask, solemu, in grave research,
What bas been ail nxy life since iife's first dawn ?

O could 1 with full eyes higli upwvard percli
To see where, I have been-strayn-ed---or drawn!
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