tion of the-seasons, but hy the relations which the
event beass in importance to all that hus happened to
ts since. 'I'e hun o ho has thought, or done, or sut
fered much. the level days ot his childhood seem at
an immeasarable distance, far uil'as the day of chiv-
alry or the hine of sosestns . ‘There are some re-
collections of sty vrerjondring vastness, that their
objects seem ever wear, ther size reduees all inter-
medtate events, o Lotan g, wird ey peer upon us
hke “a forhed 1o ntain, oo blue promontory,” which
being far off1s yo wi b THow dufleront from these

appears som. seonsicerable cecurranes of more ve- )
cent date, whick a fiosh of thought redeems for a .
moment fiom loue oiinvion, which 1s seen amidst '
the dim confusion of Lail forgotten things, hke a bt
tle rock Hizheed up by a chanze gleam of sunshine
afar offin the wig Lty warist 1s vuly because the
mind s formed fov ctorny that it feels the shortuees
of its carthly scrounn.

THE PRESENT, PAST AND FUTURE.

.. Bt

“The present! is but a drop from the sea

In the mighty depths of ctermty.

I love 1t not—it taheth vis birth

Too near the dull and common earth.

Its worn wath our wants, and steeped with our cares,
The dreariest asfect of hife it wears

Its griefs are so tresiy its wrongs are so near,

That its evils of gicut shape appear

The curse othe ~erpent, the sweat of the hrow,
Lie heavy oa all things surrounding us nuw.
Filled with iepining, and envy, and sinfe,

What 1s ihe present—tlhie actual of life ?

The actual ! itisasthe clay to the soul,

The workinz-day portion of life’s wondrous whole !
IHow much it needeth the Lot and the air

T'o breathe their own beirg, the beautiful there!
Like the soil that asks for the 1ain from the sky.
Aud thesoft west wind that zoes wanderiug Ly,
E'er the wonderful world within will arise,

And rcjoice in the smile of the <ummer’s coft eyes.
The present—the actual—were they gur all—

‘Too heavy our buslen, 100 hopeie:s o ¢ thrall,
Butheaven, tint spreadeth o'er all ats Blue cope,
Hath given us wemorr, hath given us hope !

And redeemeth the Jot which the present hath cast,
By the fame of the future. the dream ofthe past.
The future! aly, there hath the spirit its home,

In its distance is wntien the glerious 10 come.

The great ones of carth Lved but half fur their day ;
‘The grave wus thewr altar, the far-off thcir way.
Step by step hath the mind its high empire w'on;
We live in the sunslaae of what it hath done.”

No sophistry can avail in denying the power of
a good ora l{nd conscience. It is, indeed pecaliar-
ly modified in various nations and in individuals,
but it exisis every where, an internal physical law
in man, which should always be given its due
weiglt and regarded as a law of nature,

PRESENT, PAST AND FUTURE, ON PASSION.

ON PASSION.

Grave divines, areat statesmen, and deep philoso-
phers, are put out of their way by very little things s
nay, disereet, wo: 1y people, without avy p.etensions
but 10 goud nature and common sense, reavily surren-
der the harpiness «ftherr whole hves sconer than give
hich they have commntied them-

up an opmion W
as the mere turn of

sclves, though . hikielihood 1t w
a feathier, which s e they should taken the argument.

Is it that we de-pisc hitle things; that we are not
prepased for shetn; that they take usin our careless,
unzuarded momes t<, and teaze us out ot our ordinary
paticnce by their petty incessant, nscet warfare, buz-
2. about and suzing us like hnats 5 +0 that we can
udither get rd of wor grapple wads them, whereas we
colleerali our forutude and resolution to meet esvils of
greater magmivde 2 Orisitthatthereis a certainstream
of irritability that 1s coniinually fretiing upen the
witeels of iite, which finds sutlicient food to play with
w siraws and feathers, wiile great cbjeets are too
much for 1, citlier choke it up, or divert fis cause jnto
serious and thought!/ul interest ?

Occ is always more veaed at losing ngame by a
single card, than if one has never had a «lance of win-
ninz. The will here has a shight” imaginary obstacle
o surmount o attain its end, it should appear it had
only an «xceedingly trithing effort to make for this pur-
pose, that st was absolutely in its power (had ot known)
it was so casy : this haunts their minds and will not let
them rest, notwithstanding the absurdity of the reason-
ing.

The will ac.s in proporiion to its fancied power; now
in httle or indiflerent matterthere seems no reason why
it should not have its own wayg, and therefore a disap-
pointment veves it the more. - Jt giows angry accord-
ing to the innignificance of the occasion, aud frets it
self to death wbout an object, merely because from it
very futility there can be supposed to be no real
dificulty in the v.av of its attainment, nor any thing
more required for s purpose than a determination of
the vl The being brulked of this throws the mind
off its Lalanee—ond as nothing but an act of voluntary
power still seeins necessary to get rid of every impedi-
went, we indulze our viulcnce;?eand more, and
Licighten our impatieice by dc-greegk, <0a sort of frenzy.
The cbiect 15 tiie same as it was but we are no longer
aswe were. The blood i~ heated, the museles are
strainel, the feelings are wound up toa pitch of ago-
ny wiih the vain stife: The temrer is tried to the ut-
most it willbear,  "The more contempuible the object
or tl.e ulstruciions in the way o 1, the more are we
provoked at heiny hindercd by them: it lecks like
witcheraft: we fancy there is a spell upon us, so that
we are hampered by straws and entangled in cob-webs.
We believe that there is a fatality abcut our atfairs. It
is evidently done on purpose to plague us. A& Demcn
is at our clbow, to torment and defeat us in every thing,
even in the smatlest tkings. We sce him sitting and



