more seen among us—fled.  Some one had
aaid of —— that he frequented the Meeling
Ilouse at A.; and others said of

THE CHURCHMAN'S FRIEND.

t

that he -

was just as bad as evor—daily at the public- |

house, drinking himself drank; and I remem-
bered of
was rejected by a good waster after repeated
trinls, because she fell back and back into evil
habits of the worst of sins. And all this the
year now dead bad scen, and much more. Oh!
disappointed hopes—frail, fleeting glimpses of
what might be.  Why sing ye so meirily ye
false bells? It is all but mockery. Al in vuin
——all in vain, Toil and trouble—all in vain.
The 0ld Year is but @ memory, and the New
Year but a dream.

Then my thoughts weut wandering on again. !
. joined at Gon's Altar in Holy Maninge: I saw

Where is Dobson, the aged farmer full of years,
How many of these joyous peals has ke heard ?
Full fourscore and five now. Yes. Alive and
well, Lo still clings on in life,
gery at the lodge, down by Jackson’s gate, she
also—numbering even ninety winters—she also
drags life along, though sorely tried. And
there is George Hislop at the Union, bed ridden,

that she had gone to service, and |
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harmonious now were the New Year's bells)—1
saw o vouthful, gentle, holy spirit passing away
as a flower of the fiold; and gono far, far into
the distant land of Paradise—while lying Ly

her sido an infant was lef—a living child, the

mother fled.

1 saw two little babes, the dear ones of a
young mother—bher first—her only ones;——
twin children of a father who had gone before.
[ saw them gently piving away in her armns,
and laid softly, with hands intertwining with

each other, in thelr little grave ;~—flowers strew- -
ed around, aud the holy sign upon their breast .

—cmblems of their vivgin innocencs and of

. their salvation.

'

And old Mar- .

I saw a youthful maiden in her first fresh
love, betrothod; and in her unsaspecling joy,

the bridal paity go forth in their glad festivity,
and laughter and mirth filled their heart«. But
I saw the beloved one go forth within 2 month
for his country’s cause, clad in the arms of a

“warrior. 1 followed him from plain to plain-—

and with many sad infirmities—still he brings -

his burthen to another year. Do the bells ring
merrily for Aim? And old Flanigan —- half
Irish, half Seotchi—begging his bread from
house to house—a privileged old soldier, to
whom not one in the parish but gives a erust or
a penny: he too works on—begs on—tells his
old stories of old battles, and lives for another
year.

And one there is—a sad relic of fallen -

fortunes—gentle by birth, and once of houor

ameng men—unow a cast-away. IHe crawls from
room to room, and crutches scarco support a

I heard the loud ery of fcading on of soldiers
in the shout of battle, and I saw him slain—
stain ruthlessly in the battle-ficld.  Theu I hur-
ried swiftly back from the bilter scene, and I
saw the widowed bride failing and pining hour
by Lour, until she lsy a corpse beside her hus-
band.

And this is life, thought I Ilow strangu
and incongruous it is! Why do fathers carry

on their days from year to year, and the chil-

dren fall? ~ Why do they, whose life is a very
burthen of pain, still suffer on; and they, whosa

- joyous happy howrs of youth would give pro-

'

tottering weakly frame, paralytic and half-dead. !

But oniy in the body—the mind lives, and,
dwelling on past scenes of sin, he pines away
in conscience-stricken fear—hardly  daring to
look up to Gop. Threescore and ten have done

their work for him, and yet he lives—lives on *

but for misery and an Impending judgment,

" and sorrow.

which in a disbelieving heart he would deny: °

did not reason whisper Lhere is @ Gop., Well.
These all still alive!  Aged—paralytie—poor
—bed-ridden—miserable— drageing out into

- another year an existence which they woukl

fain lay down were it but Gov's will. TWhat
do they hear thus again these merry joyous
Lells?  No joy to them. M

. No joy to them.—~dAll in vain. T.il and trou-

ble. TLhe Old Year is but a memory, the
New One but ¢ dream. }

Then I turned and looked another wav., I
left the sinful, the aged, and the wiserable, and
beheld on the other side a vast plain of memory
studded all over with strange dark spots. They
were of a somowhat different hus—Dbut still
dark spots—and full of tears. I saw in the

mise of long life and health, suddenly pass
away into the cold grave? It is a disjoiuting
of the natwal order, that the old should live
and the young die. One would say with Da-

vid, “'Wherefore hast. Thou made all men tor -

naught.”  Ah! false and faithless New Year
beils. 7t is all vain, 7ot and trouble. Death
Be silent and sound no more.
The Old Year is bul a mamory, and the New
One but a dream.

® A preay!® said a voice, whispering wently
round about tme—a MEMorY F—Yes: verly, ull

" is but a dream—all is but a memory, «s far as

Sadpess and sorrow. !

memory of the past yoar—(liow strangely in-

this world is concerned. Buu is that all that
we have to think of 2 What are all these sounls
that have perished 2 what ave all these souls
that still live struggling on?  Visions—shadowa
—phantoms——it’ is be all.  They have come.
They have gone. They are born.  They die.
They lay held on this and on that.  The ob-
jects which they grasp, melt away and elude
them. They giope about ina vain aitempt
for a few years and die, and are no more heard
of, Glory—-the battle fieldl—coronets—— mitres
—crowns — royalties — kingdoms — empires §
what ave they all but a memory and a dream?
—fleeting shadows without subsiance — sard
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