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" moving.

- that runs through the fingers and has no stay—

THE CHURCHAMAN'S FRIEND.

perishing vanilies, that shine like falling stars

tor the twinkling of a moment, and disappear. |

But there is another life, saith Aryicury Gop.
The Old Year is but 2 memory, and the New
One but a dream indeed, if there be nothing
morg than this workl, But /s there nothing |
more! ‘The Old Year and the Now Year— -
winter and summer—tho sun and the moon— -
day and night—what are they all?  Nothing; :

it they bo for this world only. But are they -

for this worll only? - Pathways they are, and .
roads which lead onwards to the “many man- |
sions.”  Step ascents which jou are climbing

Liere, but gain the suminit, and you will see the |
A dream here—a reality :

Promised Land.
there. Death and sorro v here—toil aud trou-
ble here; but not all in sain, if we are but
gaining the everlasting hills,

~ Ring cheerily on then, yo Wew Yeur's bells.
Ring cheerily on.  Faint not, neither murmur
ye. Gobp's ways aro not as mau’s ways.

His °

Judgments are like the gieat deep; thou canst |

not see their end-——thou dost not know their

and the brave, are taken from the evil to come.
‘The old are left for the lrial of their laith, and
the proof of their stedfnstness, Ring cheerily

The young and the lusty, the good : tliere, with his face marked Ly deep thought,.

on, ye New Years belis. “Ring cheerily on. .

The Old Year is buwied in death--the Now
One is a reswrection «f fife. Tresh hopes.
Freoh joys.  Fresh bearts,
AN s new.  Fuint vot,

Orphan hours, the year is dead;
Come and sigh—come znd weep—
Merry hours, smile instead,
For the year is but asleep.
Sec it smiles, as it i3 sleeping,
Mocking your untimely weeping.

Aa an earthguake rocis a corse
To its coffin in the clay,
So white Winter, that yough nurse,
Rocks the death-cold year to-day ;.
e  folemn hours! wail aloud
Yor your mother in her shroud.

As the wild air stirs and sways

The tree-swung cradle of a child,
So the breath of these rude days

Rogks the year :—be ca'm nnd mild -
Trembling hours, she will arise
With new love within her eves.
January gray is here;

Like a sexton by ber grave,
February bears the bier; .
" March with grief deth howl and rave:
And April weeps ;—but, O, yo hours,
Follow with May's fairest flowers.

Yest It is not all January. There is May.
There is June after this long wintcr, There
are joys in heaven afler this long emth. ~This
is but a part.  Gird up yoursclves fur the Laltle,
ve living. Sleep gently on, ye dead.  Seep
on, and Lo at rest. Micerere Jrsu.  Bleep.—
Nd Clanrek Porch.

The past is gone. -

we have detailed.

l._.
l Church Matters at Clackington in 18765.

CHAPTER XVII.

Tre remaining days of the Bishep’s visit to
Clackington were equally well speat with those

He visited the houses of .

many of tho bumbler members of the church, :

and by his unaffected kindness and sineerity of
wanmner won their kind regard.
He gave cspecial attention to the portion of

; the town which was growing up in the neigh-

borhood of the Station and the workshops of the
Railway Company, and the more he examined
it the more clearly he saw the wisdom and libe-
rality of Mr. Crampion and Mr. Jackson in se-
curing the portion of Jand for church purposes
which the former had peinted out to him.

He seemed hardly able to keep away from
the plot in question. He walked round it and
over it; stepping out a space here and another

but with few words upon his lips.
“We should commence operations hero at
onee,” he at length observed rather suddenly to

our friend Crampton, one evening afier e had
again gouo over the ground;” a month’s work
heveafter will not make up for a day lost now.”
“ At once, my lord,” echoed €ramptow, with -
some suiprise. “I am sure I should only be too -
glad if such a thing weig possible; but 1 hardly ‘
_ see bow it could be managed.” :
« 1t will require some energy, self-devial and
faith on the part of those who can be brouglt to
see theimportance of the undertaking,” answered |
the Bishop; “but sugh Cluistinn digpositiops
are not, thank God, altogether lacking amengst

wonders can be wrought under their ivfluence.”

« But how do you mean to proceed?” asked
Crampton. “I was not aware that you had as
yet broached the maiter to Mr. Slowton.”

« 1 bave nol done so, at least dirgetly, but he
must be in some degree preparved for the pro-
position which I mean to lay before bim. I
cannot Lring myself to think that he will make
any orposition to the idea of being relieved
from the fertible responsibility of being held
answerable for the spititual necessities of theso
to whom he is unable to minister.”

Crampton shook his head doubtfully. * But

" us; weshall see that with the Divine blessing
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. suppeke you succeed,” he observed, *‘in over-
©coming Mr. Slowten’s oppoesition, what step



