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...We have familiar experience of the order, the constancy, the perpetual
renovation of the material world which surrounds us. Frail and transitory
as is every part of it, restless and migratory as are its elements, still
it sbides. It is bound together by a law of permanence, and though it is
ever dying, it is ever coming to 1life again. Dissolution does but give
birth to fresh modes of organization, and one death is the parent of a
thousand lives. fach hour, as it comes, is but a testimony how fleeting,
yet how secure, how certain, is the great whole. It is like an image on
the waters, which is ever the same, though the waters ever flow. The sun
sinks to rise again; the day is swallowed up in the gloom of night, to be
born out of it, as fresh as if it had never been quenched. Spring passes
into summer, and through summer and autumn into winter, only the more
surely, by its own ultimate return, to triumph over that grave towards
which it resolutely hastened from its first hour. We mourn the blossoms
of May because they are to wither; but we know that May is one day to have
its revenge upon November, by the revolubion of that solemn circle which
never stops - which iteaches us in our height of hope, ever to be sober,
and in our depth of desolation, never to despair.




