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. I Joux, 111.2.~Beloved. now are ye sons of

God, and it doth not yet appear whatwe shall be ;

hut we g)ow that when he shall appear, we shall
be like Him ; for we shall see Him as Heis.

I ANIONG the works of God, all of them vast

and surpassing, there is, perhaps, when we

think of it, none more wonderful, than these |
ever active and and strangely discursive souls |
within us. Looking only, for the moment, at

the rapidity of its movements, is there, on the |
earth, nay, is there in the visible heavens
themselves, with their swift.y circling orbs,
anything that equals, or even approaches it
Jn this respect ? The transit of light, from
-oue place 1o another, however remote, is so
sudden, as in ordinary circumstances to seem
quite instantaneous, and we might suppose
that no sooner has the morning sun, at a dis-
tance of ninety-five miilions of miles fiom us,
risen above the horizon, than his rays are
stteaming over our fields and lighting up our
dwellings. It is not so, however, and means
have been found for surveying the path of
these rays, and calculating the raté at which
they traverse it; the result is that light darts
ur is projected at a velocity of two hundred
thousand miles in a second. This is almost
incomprehensible, and yet, great as is the
speed of light, it is not comparable to the ra-
mdity of thought. I wish to rise to the plan-
¢t Saturn, which, when nearest, is more than
eight hundred millions of miles away ; and in-
stantly I am there. I.desire to mount up to
the heaven of the fixed stars, so remotz as to

have set caleulation at defiance ; and the very !
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“1p 1 ronrGET THEE, O JERUSALEM! LET MY RIGHT HAND FORGET ITS CUNNING.”—F’s 137, ¢. 3.

desire carries me instantly thither., I would
traverse the twelve great constellations of the
Zodiac ; the sun takes an entire year to pass
through them ; and I have accomplished the

journey, before I can utter the words to relate

1t.  Nor is the soul fatigued by these prodigi-
ous and rapid excursions. On its course,
there is nothing to resist or impedeit. Ifind
myself at my journey’s cnd, without having
had oceasion to describe the path; Ihave on-
Iy to wish it, and I am, by means of thought,
in heaven, without having quitted the earth.

Strangers to our attention, perhaps, such
things may be; but they are most fami.l~r to
our experience. For those busy, res''ess
thoughts of ours are for ever on the w ng.
From place to place,—from one subject to
another,—from past ages to present or tc fu-
ture, they fly with an unconstrained ard an
unconscious freedom. Nay, they di-regard
timeand spacealtogether; these have no more

relation to the movements of the s-ul, thanif
they did not exist at all; and alust i)aradise,
a crucified Redeemer, and an eternal rest in

heaven are togetheras present o the thoughts,
as if they had not been separated by long eras
of guilt, aud discipline, and misety. One
ordnance proves and illustrates all this, At
the table, you had Calvary before you, with
its bleeding Lamb ; then, as your mind wan-
dered away back, slong the fading line of
Christian promise, il the line was lostin the
obscure intimation of Eder. Now, the text
calls you to think of the present, of your rela-
tion to God, as His sons; aud it bids you al-
80, to enter the everlasting gates, and consid-
er what you shall be there. ~ Strange, that a
ceremonial of such rude simplicity should vet.



