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that God who3e eternal temple wre rnust enter
througit the grave.

But there arc graves of anotixer kind. Isnfot
each mnan's heart a grave, wherein lies buried
miaay a sad and mouraful memory 1 Many
briglit and glorious forrns fill our youtlxful
hoarts, making a'll around us seemn glad and
nierry with their presence. As in tixe health-
fui ehild of half-a-dozen years we sec no symp-
toms of decay and death, so we deemn that thiese
visions and hopes of our youth wvill last for-
ever. But time, ns its years roll on, spares
themn not. One b-j one they fade, they die;
and in our hearts they make their tomb, cl-
lin- them with the chili of death. And oftea
what panas of fearful ngony are there, ere they
thus sink te rest in that eold slecp! Wlien
somne fond affection, that the heart hath cher-
ished as its dcarest, holiest treasure, is blight-
cd, scorned, bctrayed-all the bright drparns
and visions of a whole life chancd te a dread
desolation,-long and bitter are the sufIerings
of that hecart, ere the spirit that had so beau-
tiful, so glorious, so lovcd a form, candi.
And, oh! wlhen their grave is in the hicart,
what a dreary blank and void ail around it
scemi1

Over our churchyard graves the green grass
grows, and many a flower of beauty to deck
the pillows of the dead, and breathe, a perfumne
around tlieir resting place. And arc there no
flowers of the heuart that bloon< over the graves
of buried hopes and loves? Sweet and holy
flowers are there of gcntle and beautiful
thoiights,-thoughits that spriug frorn the chas-
tened heart, as wvater fromn the stricken rock,-
thougrhts that shed their oîvn sud swcc.ncss
over mnany a poet's page, thoughts t'nat have
borne wvitl tlîem nîany a hecart from this poor
earth, to the hicaven that ever shed a brighit-
ness over the darkened spirit. And as the
flowers in our churchyard, sem te vvhisper of
life even at the grave, so do these funeral fiow-
crs also tell that those affections and earnest
longings of the soul, though lost te, us fora lit-
tie time, will eue day live again; that thougb
thcy are nowv in a slcep froni which there is ne
carthly awaking. Èhuy w11 rise ragain, and in
a form more pure, more holy, and mxore licav-
cnly.

1 will nover bclicve that those carthly chl-
dren of a heavenly love wcre forned, but te
perisîx. Flowers wec they fromn henven, and
thougîx iii the sinful soil of our heuarts thcy
withercd and died, whcn ive are borne jute
their own warin climate, bcneuth thicir eîvn
sunny sky, and tlic dry ground of our seuls is

watercd by the blood of rcdeeming niercy, tlhen
wili those flowers agnin revive, and blossoni,
and spi-cad abroati their green branches, nnd
becar glorious fruit,-the fruit of love, nnd peace,
and consolation.

And thiere are tee in oýir arts- less gIoomy
and mournal in thecir na ture --graves of thought.
Is there net buried there muny a lovcly and
gentie thouglit, that lias corne, surely, frein a
botter world, to shed a momentary ray of joy
and brighltness on Our spirits? They have
passed through our rnds se quickly that wo
have scarce knoivn them; for in the rude sin-
fulness of our nature, thecy found ne home or
resting-place for thieir own pure essences; and
se they died alrnost cre thcy ivere born. But
in our hecarts have thcy nmade thecir graves, and
over their sepulchres also have sprung ffow-
ers-flow.ers that have given promise of their
rising. For in that day iwhcn the graves siill
bc opcned, and the fetters of dcath broken,-
îvhcn our bodies shahl arise froi fixe boath-
sonie bcd of corruption, clothed in a glorious
immortziity,-then aise shall there ho an
awvakeuing of the hcanrt, aud from the deptlîs in
wvhich they lie buried, shall bc calledl forth
each dreani and vision that liatlî haunféd the
spirit, and cvery thought shall bearraigned-a
fcarful array-beforc the tribunal of theJuclge,
And thon shahl tiiose on whom, the blood hath
been sprinkltai be changcd, even as our bodies
shall bc changed ; and, those deurly loved
guests of our hiuarts, which died in this cold
stranger world, shall arise, clothcd in the beau-
ty of a heavenly immortaiity, te, enter Cao
hiome whencc they came. And then, in our
own land, tlîey shall forni for us the paradise
of îvhich thcy could oaly teach us te dreamn
here; wvhi1e cadli thought of beauty, whese
brightness Nvas dimmed and hidden in the~
dark murky ntmosphere of Our seuls, shait
there shîine forth as a glorious jewel te cleck
our brows.

ITpon the grave of the murderer thera rests a
curse; neflowers will blooniover it Se tere
is no curse thnt can fail upenI Our heurts a
dire, as the curse of secret siriful thoughts.-
They li'c tlîcre mnouldcring and roiting, convert-
ing ail around theic into loathsomencss and
corruption ; casting a withering bhight over our
whole seuls, se that ne green thing or flewer
of beauty nay bloom there; ail is a glomty,
drenry wvuste. 3Mcn sec net upon curth tho
corruption that lies rankling bocath tlhc sur-
face; thecy kcnov flot wliat it is that send s a
man forth umeng bis fellow~ nîn uutlovingand

*unloecd, a curse wherevcr he gees. But for


