
- So;rroz foi the Dead. W

op)et-thiis afflictioni we cheî'isli and brood over in solitude Ilhere
is the ino.flîer tlîat would wvillingly forget the infant that jierislied like
a blosson front lier arms, thougli every recollection is a pang.

Weeis the child that ivould willingly forget -the niost tender
parents, thoýjogli to remenîber be but to lamet? Wlîo, eveii ini the
lîour of agony, wotild forget tie frieîîd over whonî lie imourus ?
*Wlio, ev.eji wven the tomnb is closed tipou. the renains of her lie most
Ioved, atid lie feéels bis lieart, asit were, cruslied iii the closing of its
portal, wo.uld accept consolation that was-to be bougbt by ft»'getful-
ness ? *No ! the love which. survives Uic toinb is one of the noblest
attributes of the soul ! If it bas its woes, it bas likewise its delights;
ani iviien the overwvlelmninr burst of grief is calaied into the gentie
tear of recoliection ; when the su. 1den. angish. and. tlie conivulsive
agiony oveî the present ruins of ail that ive inost loved is softened
awvay into penlsive meditation on ail. thiat it was in, the days of its
Ioveliness-who would root out sucli a sorrow from the Iieart ?
Tiiougl it may sonietinies throw a passing eloud even over the briglat
hour of gaiety, or sliread a deeper sadness over tlue hour of gtoom
yet %vlio woîid- exchauge it evex for the songr of pleasure, or tie
burst of revelry ! No ! there is a voice from the toib sw.eeter thani
song,! There i s a recollection of the dead, to- whieli we turai even.
froni thbe chgyins of the living. Oh the grave 1 tlhe grave ! It
buries every error-covers every defet-ex ting-uisiies every resen t-
nient. From its p)eaceful bosoni spring- none but fond regret and
tender recolections. Who e oan look down upon Uhc gave, even o
ani einmy, anid not feel a Compunetuous tlirob that ever lie shouhi
have wvarred witlî the poor hlidful of ecartx that lies moulderiii-
before Iim!i

But. the grave of those Nve -'edwh ta. place for mieditation i.
Then it is.tliat we cifl up in) long reviev tlie whoie lîistory of virtue
and gQîi4enxss, jiî(1 tie thousaîid endearnments lavislied upon us,,
alniost uîiheeded; iii tie dgiily intercourse of intiinacy ! tlieîî it is
that w&e dwe.11 upon the tenderiîess, the solemal, awvful tenderness of
the parj.ing scenî-thû lied of death, witIu ail its stified griefs, its
lxoiseless atjeii¶laî%cQ, its%.i i te, wvatcliful assid uities-the iast tcstim oz
nies ofexpirimîg love-thie lèchle, filutterilig>thirillitlîg, O 1,ow tthrillinig
pressure of the lu-teist fond look, of the gaizînz eye, tufruiiig
111,oi iýs, even frQîni the tiîreshoid of existence- tlîè faint, falterinu'
accets> tS igli in~ deathi to get one more assu rance of allécticît!

Aue, to go to t1ýçgravc of hburied love andi ilieditate 1 Tiiere seulie the.
açco.un!t vi tii thy conscience 1br cvery p.ast. hetnelit uîîreqýied- ever-y
pist eîidearmnt tiniegxardled,. of Lihat departed beinig Nybo eau iiever-
nleyer retui to lie soottied by thy conti* itioîî .!

If thon art a.0ffld ', aîîd liast ever added a sor-rowv to .tie soul, or a
fiirrowv to. ue silyercd browv of an ailèectiouate parenlt-if thou art a
husbaid, and hast e.vercamîsed the-fonçl -bosonx.tlîat vcn.tuu:ed its %viiole
liappiness .111 thy asto doubt unle în1o1DnCet of t1xy kindnless, or Uuy
trutli-if t1011. art aù iid, 'end hast cv-r wyron-edj Îiu tiiolrt, or~


