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HOEVER hag entered into the venvrabls rank of the
men of sixty years of age; and looks back on the two
genorations ovoer which his lifu has extetided, may well regard
himsclf as having now 1eached the last stage of his journoy.
He will hardly commetico any new onterptise, or entor on any
fresh undeortaking. Living only on that it has alrealdy gained,
tho soul will scarcely reskon on any farther real iucrease of
its spiritual capital. It will rather live in the memoties of
the past than dream away the bricf tine now vemaining in
hopes for which, at loast herd o1t this sile, there is o longer
any anchor-ground,  Well is it for him who is able, with the
peace of old” Simeon—a peace altogether different from that
which the world kuows, aud which it seeks to build on the
deeeitful foundation of & cousciousness of perzonal merit—to
lovk forward into the futurc, ds well as back into the past |
Perhaps this retrospect will not only fill his soul with songs of
joy, but will also hell him fast at many places which he will
he constrained anew o wator with the hot tears of repentance,
But he will always raise himsrolf up and take courage again,
and fecl s just sorrow give place to equally well-founded joy
over the everlasting truth that ¢ if our heart condomn us, God
is greater than our heart, and knoweth all things.”

TIME.

’I‘O a thougiitful man, there is something strangely myste-

rious inthe onward flow of that viewless duration which
we call time.  We living creatures seem to be a mere company
of travellers, on & hurrying train.  \We converse, we sing, we
play, we eat, we drink, we amuse oursclves, or grow weary.
And all this neither hastens nor hinders.  We sweep forward
through thic midnight and the noon,

Oux practical habit is to measure time by motion, Theicis
no possible connection between these two ; for the hours float
by a8 swiftly for a slceping, innocent child, as for a galley.
slave, the one perfectly still and unconscious, the other har-
rassed and hated, stringing his sinews to toil every moment.
These both grow old just as fast together. But nature bas
set us the example; or, at any rate, given us the hint, making
Jprophecies of penduluws in the annual and divroal revolutions
of the planet * ron whose surface we dwell.  That secms to be
the way in wiach we have Leen taught to force activity into
registers. The standard of unchanging value in coin among
all nations is derived from the worth of one able-bodied man’s
labotir from sunrise to sunset.

We are conscious very rarely, how much we are controlled
by the ceascless pressurc of moments aud days, Like a stafl
in a tiream, seeking to float upright, but resistlessly bending
to the current, becauso it is more rapid at the surfaco, so we
tind ourselves leanivg forward as we drift, inclining our heads
to outrace the hours as they hurry us everon. We are posi.
tively manufactured over in taste, sensibility, and views, by
the silent rush around us, so that twice or thrice in asingle
life, we undergo an entire revolution. Time dues all that;
not abruptly, or wo should resiat. Those who dwell near the
scashore, often remark how all the trees point their scant
houghs inland, before the unseen wind. But they are not so
apt tn notice how we all, wherever wo live, bend our topmost
branclies of purpose with a slait before the ifresistible pressure
of time censtantly urging its way. —Christian I1%ekly.

Although the Almighty Maker has throughout
Discriminated each from each by strokes
Aud touches of His hand, with so much art
Diversitied, that two were never found
T'wins at all points--yet this obtaius in all,
That all discern a beauty in Liis works,
Auid all can taste them.
For the tryibg hour we nced a living Saviour. For the time
of joy we need his company.
Sorrow and distress follow clore on the heels of wilfulness,
and the wilful sin is hard to pardon. .
_Tell the world you hav¥e no troubles, O cliild of God ! and
bave them not! Let Jesns havethiein all, and carry them
Hl}nne;lf aloiié, For the sorrows of the world fai outweigh
thine own, while tliy Lord conld say, ‘I8 it niothing to you,
all ye that pass by 7 Dehold and zee if there is aby sorfow
like unto My sortow, which is dono unto Me.”—Lam, i. 12,

BLOWN FROM A GUN.

BY SERGEANT LAVERACK. )

1ILIS stationed ab Fort Attock, which is situated on

rocky eminence, and almnost sarrounded by ravines,

aud 1eaching down to the Indus, on the bauks of which it has

stood for nearly 300 years frownieg upoen invading forces who

have endenvoured to croes the deep and rapid stream, to

invade the fertile plains beyond, a dreadful accident

happened to a poor tellow of my iegiment by the name of
Morris. »

My regiment being an * .nbry one, we had not been in.
structed in big-gnun drill  out as there was a paucity ol
artillery at this place, a party of my comrades recoived in.
struction in this art, f0 as to be able to act as artillerymen in
the case of nocessity, And on the occasion to which I now
rofer, the general commanding the division oi the army in
the Peshawur Valley, dir Siduey Cutton, i.(. 8., was coming
to inspect us, and a salute of thirteen gurs =as being fired by
my comrades in honour of his visit, and 1 distinctly remember
hearing two rounds fired ab regular iutervals, aud then athird
dizcharge followed too rapidly, and it struck ms  that an
accident had happened, and o it proved to be. While Morria
was ramming home the third charge of powder, it appears
that he had but imperfectly spanged out the chamber of the
gun, oc perhaps it was honeycimbed and soms portion of the
wadding which was still burning iunited the powder, and
there was an explosion, the pour fellow being blown some dis-
tance from the muzzle of the gun ; Luth his hauds and arms
were broken and shivercd iuto splinters; tho facé, and
especially the left side of the nesk, was much burht ; the
hair was burnt off the fore part of bis head, and his clothes,
which were sot on firo, had to be extinguished with water.
The poor mangled fellow was picked up by kind and loving
hands, and at once taken to the huspital, which was close by,
and everything donoe for bim that was possible. It was_dis-
covered that hia clhiest was the most scrionsy injured; as
he groaned very heavily and spit much blood. After his
arms werce amputated I talked with him, and tried to point him
to Jesus, and then knelt down aud prayed with him, but I
was afraild there was net much hope. e lingered on for two
days and then expired,

The general, who had a warm and generous heart; sent a
inessage to the poor man to say *‘ how sorry he was that the
accident had happenced.” It was very kind of him to think of
the poor fellow ; there are peopls who nre so wrapped up
in self, that they have no time to think of or care for others ;
whether the world is lost or saved i3 nathing to them, and is
was kind of Sir Sidney to think of poor Morris 3 it was Kinder
still to send a messaye to him hoping that it might cheer bim
somewhat tn remember he was not forgotfen ; but it would
have been Linder still if he had communicated the meseage
personally. ‘

Ah ! my dear, dear brother, thou att wounded aund bruiséd
by the fall,left by the anémy, naked and dymng, butthé * Good
Samatitan ” comes to pour into thybruised soul the consolation
of His grace. Not inetely to send a mesienger to say how
sorry He is that thou art in this dreadful plight, but Ie conies.
He comes in tho fulness of His love, not ocly to speak loving
words coriting from His lieart gushing with syinpathiy for thee;
but to bind up aud heal thy sotl of its fearful maladies, Art
thoit **groaning heivily”? arf thoun ¢ liiigering on”? and
thinkest thot art “*forgotten” by thy Saviour and thy God?
Never. No penitent’s groin was ever unheard, or uhansweéred.
Hark ! 'tis the Vuice of inercy speaking to thes, ’tis the foot:
step of the blessed Jesus, coming to thee. s right hand is
put beneath thee, His loving arms press thes to tis bosom;
whence the critnsom tide flows right into thy wounded
heart, restoting thee to health and strength agaiii: Hang
theu upon His worde, cling to I8 cross, rest in His finished
work, triist in His blecding mercy, and although cvery bouc
were broken, every joiut dislocated, every sinew shrivelled;
every miiscly powerless, every fibte diseased, every sense
deadencd, every hope blasted, cvery joy withered; every
aveniie closed, every feature blackéned and defaced, evéty
shrad of dclf consumed, and even forsaken by every earthly
friend, thou shalt find in Hix a sure refuge, where thy
heart can safely rust until the storms of life be overpast, His
words will clieer thee. His blecding mercy wil lpity thie,
His finished work will atone for thee, His cross will save thee,



