
Scrapiana.

« When I look upon the tombs of the great,” says Addison, 
“ every emotion of envy dies in me ; when I read the epitap s o 
the beautiful, every inordinate desire goes out ; when I meet with 
the grief of parents upon a tombstone, my heart melts with com
passion ; when I see the tombs of the parents themselves I consider 
the vanity of grieving for those whom we must quickly follow. 
When I see kings lying by those who deposed them, when 
consider rival wits placed side by side, or the holy men that 

the world with their contests and disputes, I reflect with 
and astonishment on the little competitions, factions, and.

When I read the several dates of the tombs,
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divided
sorrow
debates of mankind. . , , ,
of some that died yesterday, and some six hundred years ago., 
consider that great day when we shall all of us be contemporary , 
and make our appearance together.” Thus perpetual is the hymn 
of death, thus ubiquitous its memorials—attesting not only an 
inevitable destiny, but a universal sentiment ; under whateve 
name,—(rod's Acre, Pantheon, Campo Santo, Valhalla, Pottei s 
Field Greenwood, or Mount Auburn,—the last resti g-place oi
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the body, the last earthly shrine ot human love, iame, uu ° '
claims—by the pious instinct which originates, the holy rite» 
which consecrate, the blessed hopes which glorify it—respec -,
protection, and sanctity.

OBIIT,
MONTREALE, DIE TERTIO ANTE NONAS MARTIAS

^lexancUr $iu (Savrb.
VIR ERAT INGENIO EXCULTO,

ET “MARITIMI MENSTRUl” PAGINIS 

SCRIPTOR ADMIRATUS.
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