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AL GIAPTER ON GUANE S.

As mon jouraeying aiong, through the toil-
srne paths of lifo, pcrixaps therc is nothing
wixich bas se much powoer in hinding thomr te-
goîbor by iluoso links te wvhieh WvC Oe se
inuch ofeour cartliy bappininss, as the know-
ledgo of the fate tixat will, oîxe day or othor, fali
upon us ail. If ihore wero in our lifo ail the
chances and changes wvIicix it ni preont pen-
sesses, oxcopt the cortaiuty ef uts spcody ter-
mination, mon weîtid caro litile te, connoci
thoînscives by nny streng tics witlx tixose freoxt
wixom, ero long, îixey wveuld ho alniosi sure te
bc separatcd. But r.ow, knowiîag ilîcir sîay in
titis worid wiII be but for a shert timne, anxd
knowingy alse that thoir stay will ho tcrinated
by the saine dark andi glorny grave, they clinx-
se cai otixier, axxd forîn iliose ties ef poblic
seciery and private afl*2ction, by which thcy'
may boni admiixister suppert, cemifort, and
consolation te cacli os1xer, duriig dicir brie
pilgrimage.

It is te ihese institutions 0, socicty, spring-
ing fromn a sense of compaxionsxip in serretv,
that WC owe most of our budiiy comforts.-
But in these coid forms and corenxonies wc
shouid fiud but lititO cornfort fer our ixearts.-
Man, pesscssing, a seul, spiritual aud unreartb-
iy in ils nature, can find happiness only iii a
feliowship wvitli beings aise spiritual. And
many are the spirits frini the unscen werid
that haunt our rninds, as we journey on our
carîhiy course hxolding a stiatige and mysierui-
oeus commuinion witx Our litarts, and causuîug
us se live an iuward auxd unsenu life, ivithout
wii our ouîward life wouid hc ooer indecd.
Many and varieus are tho forrns in whîcx tlxcy
array themnelves. Soxne cerne befere us ini
vestures of giory, filling oîîr licarts wf!î1x ii
and ixoly thougiîs, as thcy wluisper se us'
strange îidings ef tixe world wlxcnce- tlioy hxave
cerne. Soune cerne, the spirits of dcpartod
ages, calling Up pasi scenies, and bringring cx-
amples of tîxese vhto xavç; iived and died bc-
fore. Otîxers contc, txc spirits of futurity,
bringing, te our iiuinds' oye pictures of loveiy
sunny scenies, in wixiclx WC fondly hope WC
may somnesimos play our part; or bearinfg a
dark-er or a more giuomy foriti, as they east a
shadow over our -..irits, txc dimt forcbodings
of corning serrow. Otixors are shere,

Xe'That liaunt the stops of the lnne and forsaken,
And the echees of heours tîxat are gene they

awaken;
Whea the ioved one is ronc anîd ail would be

drear

To theheort in its ioneliness, thon corne thoy
near;

They gathor the fleovers, the bluobell or rose,
Or thcy scorn net the moanest flower that

grows.
And they weave themn ie a mnagiecehain,--
Though the flowvers may withor, tixo speil doth

remain,
And ivhon they bind up thecheart that's in pain
And awakcn txc spirit te gladncss again,
Thon ai around it ilhcy breathe through the

trocs,
And whispor a voice on the magie breeze;
A voice stili and goutte, which, yet can revent
That iarne to the heart that its sadacas ean

ihLal."

0f ai these spirits, so many and se various
in their nature, thoro is net ouxe so constantly
wiîh us as t'le spirit of the grave. la our gay-
est scentes, wvhon ail is brightness and mirth
and hoalth around, that gaunt spirit raises his
sh&-oudcd formn amion- us. When we are in
thc thirong,, of life, hie is with us. Whcn we
look upon the face of nature, in every chanc
and cvcry change around, WC sSe the imprens
of that spirit's forin. The wild wvind, as it
scaîttrs tho bcaves on their autumnal tomb,
seis te whisper bisame lf ie gaze on tht
lovoicst prospect that this wvorid can afford,
we sec in the midst thereof a grave.

But this spirit, as bo wanders with us in bi's
daily wvalks, bath cast a vcil ovor the fcarful-
ncsq of his aspect, ne that wc look uipon hhln
with un unfcaring eyo: we drcnd net his prt-
sence.

ilis it net wondcrful, tho darkest day
0f ail the days of lif,-thie hardest wreneh
That tries the coward scnse,-should mx it-

soif
lIn ill our gentlost and most joyous morils
A net unwvclcomc visitant? that thought,
lit lier cluaint wandorings may net rcacbi a
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0f Iavish beauty, but the spectre formi
ilocts lier wvith grooting, and site given horseif
To ixis mystcrieus converse?1"

fi is wve1I te go te t- "eid kirk-yard," and
ivander rimong uic graves, te commune %viîl
doati lu is own demains; tosethonobloand
thie serf lie sidc txy side ; the masser and th£
slave. Nowlicre de wo sec a fairer view of
mon ihan in their graves, for their faixits lie
huried wviîi îlxemr. "Man wars itot with tlic
dead. It is a trait ef ixuran nature for wlxicli
I love it." And îs it flot wvcil te, pans by the
graves on our way te worship in the temple of


