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TI'he state of mind which iinmediately ensues from the loss
of a friend or endeared relutive, has never perhaps been fully
estimated either in the pulpitor in the study,  One mistake
prevails universally—a supposition that it is tor our own loss
and damoge that we shed these burning tears. ¢ Consider,”
cry those who mean to console us, *that you have many
blessings left behind, which ought to make this bereavement
seem of the less acconnt.”  Alas, it is not for ourselves that
we grieve—it is for the deads  Absurd as the fecling may
be, we melt in overpowering sympathy with those who are
now beyond all pain and sorrow—we compassionate them
for the awful calumity which has befallen them—we grudge
to sce ourselves so happy as still to possess life and health,
and the power of enjoying this too dear world, while they
have been so signally unfortunate as to lose all—and, though
religion may busy itself to point out the probability of an
improvement in their state, s1ill it is for the disaster of death,
which we have seen our friend encounter, with all its har-
rowing circumstances, that we chiefly weep,  Perfucet reason
may condenn this conduct ; but it is so natural, and at the
came time connected with so many of the better aflections,
and so useful, we are persuaded, in palliating the horrors of
death, that we cannot wish it to be otheewise.  ‘Fhe expect-
ution that our decease will be beheld with a kind sympathy
by some who are destined to survive us, is not what ought
to be our chicf support against the terrors of that erisis 3 but
it may tend materially to soothe Jife in itsdecline, and even-
tually t6 cheer the gloomy hour itseli—and who, sitce such
is the case, could wish it to be precluded 2

Of this fecling of sympathy for the deccased, the tender
recollection of them at a later period is just a continuation,
We cease to regret so deeply the actual calamity of death s
the agonising distresses of the seene revisit us less frequently
in our sleeping and waking hours; the fierce wud raging
grief fudes gradually away.  Then, however, dawns the
moonlight of a gentler sorrow.  We start in the midst of a
cheering domestic seene, an regret that fe is not here to
participate in it.  The thought suddenly strikes us, in the
busy marts of the world, that all this is what he once formed
a part of, but will mingle in no more—it is still the same,
but that Ae is not of it.”  We sit in the solitude of twilight
chambers, 2md, Jooking forth upon the stars, as they one by
one step out upon the threshold of night, seflect that he but
as yesterday could behold them, and speculate upon their
nature and purposes, as we do now—Dbut since then has been
huddled away into oblivion, while they continue shining on
and ou with the majestic continuity of inanimate existences,
‘I'he idea of his re-appearing as usual before our eyes, will
for months—perhaps, in some cases, for years—intrude at
times upon the imagination; and still, when rcason comes
in to dash tlic vision, the regretful fecling will avise—he
comes not, he camot come again.  ‘This habit, however,
lingers long, and is Joath to part. Even after it has been
banished from our daily thoughts, it will cling to the dreams
of night—and thus, as it were by a refractive power of the
intcllcet, is the image of the departed kept up before us,
We sce him enter, and take his usual place; we hear him
speak 3 we address i, and are replied to; we do not ye-
member that he isdead, but yct thereis something not earth-
Iy about him—the glimmering palior of a dream—and his
speech and deportment are not like those which character-
ised hiim in lite. The vision at length depatts, and, though
it leaves tears and terror behind, how fondly do we wish
that it had staid! Often in this mnanner dous the bereaved
mother strain her lost child once more to her beating bosom.
Nature in this case finds unusual difficulty in forgetting the
lost one. The infantisa part of themothier’s very existence
—is connected by ties which none but hersclf can fecl or
comprehend; and when she sends it away to the grave, she
does something which her reason will hardly convince her to
beareality One who had suffered this dreadful calamity,

and just at that period in the life of the infant when in ge-
neral it is most endeured to the parents, used to relate thae
for a long period she saw lier child once more almost every
night,  Somectimes the endeared vision was presented to her
in one way, and sometimes in another; but on all oceusions
i the infant appeared to be alive.  In one particular instance,
lshc conceived that she was led to see the grave in a lonely
churchyard. It was one of many such little mounds which
filled the place, and beside which stoud many other mothers,
jin the same situation with herselfs  Presently, the graves
1 were all opened, and the children came forth to play. She
aud the other mothess surveyed the scene with pleasure in-
expressible; but yet, in all their sports, the infants did not
Lappear to b naturally alive, nor did the mothers seem to un-
i derstand that life was there, or that they had regained their
lost treasures. It was only a pageant, vouchsatid to satisfy
so far the yearnings of afftetion; the seene was still a
churchyard, and in the same place they knew it would end.
Accordingly, when the proper time had come, cach mother
took her own child, wrapped it tenduly in its sepulehiral at-
tire, and with her own hands replaced it in the grave; after
which, they all slowly and aournfully withdrew.  ‘The
dreamer then awoke, as she usually did atter sueh visions, in
tears,

‘T'h2 preservation of the mewories of Jost friends is not
only a good exercise for the aflictions, and the source of a
pleasing hope to all who are yet to die, but it is caleulated
to have a soothing and refining efitet upon those who rea-
sonably indulge it.  Our departed friends always appear to
us in the light of beings removed to a purer existence and a
higher state of intelligence, so as to be enabled to see and
judge correetly of all our thoughts and actions.  If we bear
them any respeet, we will hesitate, under this ideal censor-
ship, to do things which are unworthy of' us, and for which,
perhaps, the present world has no punishment. We will
try, on the contrary, to be as pure in thought and deed as
possible, in order that we may b~ the more pleasing to those
who, we conceive, are altogether pure, and whose esteem we
naturally desire to conciliate,  In themidst, too, of the bus-
tle and shoek of the present life, when little interests aund
petty jealousies are rearing themselves like serpents in our
hearts, how salutary to reflect that all the advantages wecan
now seck either to gain or to defend, are but trash and dross
in the estimnation of these from whom we Jately parted, and
in no long time will be the same in our own.  Are we pro-
vided with a large share of such goods as this world has to
give, then will we controul our appreciation of them, by re-
flecting ol how little account they will be when we have re-
joined those friends in another world.  Are we poor, and
injured, and friendless, then will the recollection of our de-
parted friends tend to cheer us, by presenting the idea of
their superiority to all such evils—a superiority soon to be
our own.

EDUCATION.

A child is born—now take the genm, and make it
A bud of moral beauty. Lt the dews

Of knowledge, and the light of virtue, wake it

In richest fragrance and in purest hues;

\When passion’s gust, and sorrow’s tempest shake it,
The shelter of affection ne'er refuse,

For soon the gathering hand of death will break it
From its weak stem of life—and it shall lose

All power to charm ; but if that lovely flower
Hath swell'd one pleasure, or subdued one pain,

O who shall sy that it has lived in vain,
However fugitive its breathing hour ?

For virtue leaves its sweets wherever tasted,

And scattered truth is never, never wasted.



