
A CJhKETER ON!AVE8,

hearts thetf½Unk' ti-ir ttmb; chiing ther *th the
chita cf dçth. And often what pangs of fearful
agony are there, ere they thus sink to rest in that
co4 éleop ! When some fond affection, that the
heart hath cherished as its dearest, holiest treasure,
is blighted,scorned, betrayed-all the brightdreams
and visions of a whole life changed to a dread deso-
alion,-long and bitter are the suflerings of that

heart, ere the spirit that had so beautiful, se glori-
ou*, sou oved a form, can die. And, oh ! when
their grave is in the heart, what a dreary blank and
void do;# ail around it eeem!

Q.ysr pur churchyard graves the green grass
gr9w.P.and many a flower of beauty to detk. the
pillown f the dead, and breathe a perfume around
their re ging placer And are there no flowers of
the, ea&at that l logm over t4le graves of buried hopes

aq4iovA? Sweet anq holy Igowers are there of
goe4a4n41eautifu} th1oughts,-thllughts thet sprifag
frekçee hwatejued heart, as ater from the strick-
emUirc;-rhoughs th*t shed their owvn sad sweet-

nesu çer many a. poet's page, thoughts that have

borpe with therm many a heart from this poor earth,
to the heaven that ever shed a brightlness over the

da*ued spirit. And as the A,>vers in our church-
ya. seem te whisper of life even at the grave., so
,do .ktsç uneral o wers also tell that those affections

and carnest longings of the soul, though lost to us
for a litte time, will one4ay live gain ; that tho.mgh
they are now in a sleep froua which there is no earth-

ly awaking,Jhay wiil risc again, and in a form more
pure, more holy, and more lteawenily.

I will never believe that those earthly children

of a heavenly love were formed but to perish.

Fl-oers were they froni heaven, and though in the

sinful soit of our hearts they withered and died,
when we are borne into their own warmn climate,
beneath their own sunny sky, and the dry ground of

our souls is watered by the blood of redeeming
mercy, then will those dowers again revive, and
blossom, and spread abroad their green branehes,
and bear glorions fruit,-the fruit of love, and
peace, and consolation.

And there are too in our hearts-less gloomy and
anournful in their nature-graves of thought. Is
there not buried there maey a lovely and gentle
thought,that.has come, surely, from a better world,
to shed a momentary ray of joy and brightsss on

Our spirits ? They have passed through our minds
so quickly that we have scarce knovn them; for
in the rude sinfulness of our nature, they found no
home or resting.piace for their own pure essences ;
and so they died almost ere they were born. But

in our hearts have tbey rade their graves, and over
thoir sepulchres also have sprung flowers-gowers

that have given promise of their rising. For in
th 4av when the graves shall be opened, and the
fetters « 'o ath broken,-¢vhen our odies shal irise

from the loathsome bed or coruptioin, cloihed ti

a glorious immortati-tyà-thdui aise shall ther
be an awaksning of the heast, an4 from the depths
in which they lie buried, shall be calied forth each
dream and vision that hath haunted the spirit,
and every thought shall be arraigned-a fearful
array-before the tribunal of the Judge. And
then shall those on whom the blood hath beeu sprin-
kled be changed, even as our bodies shail be chang.
cd ; and these dearly loved guests of our hearts,
which died in liis cold stranger world, shail arise,
clothed in the beauty of a heavenly immortality, to
enter the home whenee they came. And then, in
our own land, they shall form for us the paradise of
which they could only teach us to dream here ;
while each thought of beauty, wbose brightness
was dimmed and hidden in the dak murky atmos-
phere of our souls, shall there shine forth as a glo-
riousjewel to deck Oúr brows.

Upon the grave ofthe murderer there resta a eurse
no flowers vili bloom over It. Su there in no curse
that can rail upon our hearte oe dire, as the curse of
secret sinful thoughts. They lie there mouldeting
and rotting, converting ail around themé into ltrath-
someness and corruption ; easting a withering blight
over our whole souls, su that no green thing or
Ilower of beauty may bloom there ; ail is a gloomy,
dreary wa-te. Men see not upon earth the corrup-
tion that lies rankling beneath the surface ; they
know not what it is that sends a man forth among
his fellow men unloving and unloved, a curse where-
ever he goes. But for such an önè théW shàU diso

be an avakening ; and When hesàtiali stkiá' before
his Judge, frdm his heart shail be calied up ai these
black thoughts, that shall stand fearfully forth, as
the mark, the brand upon his vesture, of a cursed
immortality.

Oh, then, as we kneel upon the grave, and pray
that our death may be " the déath cf the righteous,
and our last end like his," let us strive and pray
against thoufg*t sins,'Iest they make their graves in
our hearts, and blight our spirits with their curse.
Let us pray that, during our earthly life, our inner
end unseen world may be peopled by spirits fromt
the heaven, that may frst brighten our existence
here, and afterwards bear up our seuls on their an-
gel wings to their own blessed home

MAN CREATED TO BE USEFUL TO HIs FELLOW
MEN.

THERE is no man, but God hath put many excel-

lent things into his possession to be used., improed,
and managed by him for the common good and inte-

terest ; for men are made for society and nutual

fellowship. We are not born for ourselves ahone,
but every other man hath some right and interest in

us, and as no man can live happily in this wortd
without the help and assistance of others, so neither
is any man exempt or privileged from being in his
place somne way beneficial to others.-Dr. Cdlizmy's
Sermons.


