
spoke niui shone .lirough this now fixed and lightless countenance, that

felt and acted through those senseless immoveable organs—whose va-

cant harmony and lingcrinnr consistence render the circumstance of so

severe a disj ensntion only more distinctly visible, yet mon; terribly

mysterious. Ilaththat living principle too suflered? Hath it submit-

ted to similar ruin—ccnsrd to act, to exist? or hath it merely changed

its tenement; and taking up a new rtsidencc, is it now exempt from

toil and woe; from imy further or rci)eated ilissolutinn? Or doth '*

continue in a cold and cheerless separation—hovering over the remains

of its former t mpanion, waiting and longing fi)r a liappy reunioi/*

riut the ravnges of death are not thus restrained. His domii.ion

is unbounded. He rules in every clime--in every generation. Decay

is the portion of all thai is material—the lot of its inheritance. The

animate and inanimate creation idike receive its impr(;ss. The tender

|jlaiit—the creeping vine, uiUs before it. So dotii the stately oak -the

cedar of Lebanon—the iiKaucst insect that creeps along, and the strong

lion, king of beasts, fall together beneath its indiscriminaie stroke.

The fleet deer ciumot escape^ it ; the lofly eagle; cannot soar beyond its

reach. It comes too in duo season to the human race—mortality k

written on the brow of every child of man; its terrors are graven on

his heart, and sooner or later, by disease or accident, in the feebleness

of infancy or decrepitude of age, or perchance in the full vigor of

manhood, Death, which levels all distinctions, will smite us, even us,

and mingle the ashes of our now erect and healthful frames with the

clods of the soil—with the dust of the beasts which perish!

But this is not all. Tlie mere ph} sical circumstances of death, even

when combined with its commonness, are not half so affecting as its

uncertainty. Then; is nothing sure about it, but that i^ will come:

the when and tl liow

—

its time and manner are all unknown, and so

in general are tb.e consciiucnces of death. The dead, proverbially,

tell no tnles; they will not return at our call. And would one rise from

the dead to disclose to us the secrets of his dark and silent prison-house,

it is improbable that we should l)r;lieve him. It is then this secrecy and

uncertaintv which oi)nvcss us. Thev give to dea h the character of a

gloomy and malicious tyrant, who refines upon cruelty, and repiccs

more in the suspense than in iho destruction of his victims. Ilis very

whisper graies harsh thunder in our ears and shakes the firmest nerves

at the dread of his approach. Oh! how aptly is he called the King of

Tenors! \Vra|,pe,i in a nianilc of nbr-cnrity, nothing is visible of him
f
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