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open—this affliction we cherish and brood over in solitude  Where
is the mother that would willingly forget the infant that perished like
2 blossom from her arms, though every recollection is a pang.
Where is the child that would willingly forget the most tender
parents, though to remember be but to lament? Who, even in the
hour of agony, would forget the friend over whom he mourns?
‘Who, even when the tomb is closed upon the remains of her he most
loved, and he feels his heart, as.it were, crushed in the elosing of its
portal, would accept consolation that wasto be bought by forgetful-
ness? No ! the love which survives the tomb is one of the noblest
attributes of thesoul ! Ifit has its woes, it bas likewise its delights ;
and when the overwhelming burst of grief is calmed into the gentle
tear of recollection ; when the sudden angujish and the convulsive
agony over the present ruins of all that we most loved is softened
away into pensive meditation on all that it was in the days of its
loveliness—who would root out such a sorrow from the heart?
Though it may sometimes throw a passing eloud even over the bright
hour of gaiety, or spread a deeper sadness over the hour of gloom ;
yet who would exchange it cven for the song of pleasure, or the
burst of revelry ! No ! there isa voice from the tomb sweeter than
song ! Thereis a recollection of the dead, to which we turn even
from the charms of the living. Oh the grave! the grave! 1t
buries every error—covers every defect—extinguishes every resent-
ment. From its peaceful bosom spring none but fond regret and
tender recollections,  Who can look down upon the grave, even of
an enemy, and not feel a compunctuous throb that ever he should
have warred with the poor handful of eprth that lies mouldering
before him!

But the grave of those we loved—what.a. place for meditation §
Then it is.that we call up in long review the whole history ol virtue
and gentfeness, and the thousand endearments lavished upon us,
almost unheeded; in the daily intercourse of intumacy ! then itis
that we dwell upon the tenderness, the solemn, awful tenderness of
the parting scenc—the bed of death, with all its stiffied griefs, its
noiseless attenganee, its.mute, watchful assiduities—the last testimo-
nies of expiring love—the fecble, fluttering, thrilling, O how thrilling ¢
pressure of the hand—the last foud look of the gazing eye, turning
. upon us, even from the threshold of existence—the fzint, falering
accents, struggling in death to get one more-assurance of aflection !

Aye, to go Lo thegrave of buried love and meditate ! "There setile the
account with thy conscience for every past,benelit unrequited—every
past endearment unregarded,. of that departed being who can never—
never return to be soothed by thy-contrition !

If thou art achild, and hast ever added a soirow to zhe soul, or a
furrow to thesilyercd brow of aun affectionate parent—if thou wrt a
husband, and hast evercansed thefond bosom thut ventured its whole
happiness.in thy arms, to doubt vne moment of thy kindness or thy
truth—if thou art a friend, and hast ever wronged; in thought, or



