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I am always pleased to hear brother
Joseph Young speak, because, as the In-
dian says, "he talks good talk;" and I al-
ways like to hear people talk good talk,
and things that are calculated to make
one feel pleasant and comfortable.

A passage of Scripture which he
quoted attracted my attention. It is one
of the sayings of David—"What is man,
that thou art mindful of him? and the
son of man, that thou visitest him?"

In one point of view, man appears
very poor, weak, and imbecile, and very
insignificant: in another point of view,
he appears wise, intelligent, strong, hon-
orable, and exalted. It is just in the
way that you look at a man that you
are led to form your opinions concern-
ing him. In one respect, he appears, as
it were, as the grass of the field, which
today is, and tomorrow is cast into the
oven. He is changeable in his opin-
ions, in his thoughts, reflections, and
actions. He is idle, vain, and vision-
ary, without being governed by any cor-
rect principle. He comes into existence,

as it were, like a butterfly, flutters
around for a little while, dies, and is no
more. In another point of view, we look
at him as emanating from the Gods—
as a God in embryo—as an eternal be-
ing who had an existence before he came
here, and who will exist after his mor-
tal remains are mingled and associated
with dust, from whence he came, and
from whence he will be resurrected and
partake of that happiness for which he is
destined, or receive the reward of his evil
deeds, according to circumstances.

If we look at the position of man
as he has been and as he is, what is
he, whether we regard the most power-
ful and mighty, or the most humble—
whether as emperors, warriors, states-
men, philosophers, as rich or poor,
we find he has passed away, and to
us is sleeping in oblivion. Where
are some of those great and mighty
men that made the earth tremble—at
whose nod and beck, and at the crook
of whose finger nations quaked with
fear? They have returned to dust,
and ashes and worms prey upon their


