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MEDITATION S.

The ision of Feall.

Ox reading again Brysni's Thanatopsts after
the lapse of years, I am more than ever im-
pressed with its sepulchral gloom, through
which there glecams no ray of hope or conso-
lation, no firc of immortality. A chill eomes
over me a8 I ask—Js this all that Thiloso-
phy, decked in the gorgeous attire of Poe-
try, can do to cheer the gpirit in view of
death ?

The 1ast fow lines of the poem will be im-
mortal, becauss that little word frust-—though
“the poet does not intimate the object of that
trugt—awakens in the devout mind associa-
tiong of faith and hope in Hun whoe conguer-



B MEDITATIONS,

ed death ; because by that little loop-hole the
Christian may pour somewhat of his own
light through the dark portal which the poet
has reared for the mansion of the dead, thue
transforming the huge frowning figures that
beset the entrance dnto pillars that support
the magsive srch while Faith and Iope pas
safely under,

What comfort is there in the thought that
1 shall lie down in the same bed with patri-
archs and kings and warriors, and all the pest
generations of men; that the winds, the
streama, the forest-leaves, the ever-rolling
ocean shall sigh my requicm; and that all
the living in their countless generations shall
follow me, until the desolated globe shall
swing silent and dark, a crowded sepulcher?
What comfort is there in the thought that
death is the common, the universal fate of
men? Nay, does not this add rather to its
gloom? I can have no sympathy with o
poem that offers such sentiments as the sum
of #a consolation in view of death. I turn



THE VISION OF DEATH. ]

from it as from the embrace of an iceberg.
_Qigantic it may be, and flashes of various
colored light may shoot from its surface—but
it is cold, deathly cold.

Death in itself is & gloomy event. It must
be go. It was meant fo be so. Nothing can
relisve it but faith in Christ and immortality.
A grreater poet than Bryant has deseribed the
grave as a land of darkness, as darkness itself ;
and of the shadow of death, without any order,
and where the Eght ©= as darkmess.

Such was the view which a good man had
of the grave, four thoosand years ago, If i=
the only view possible where Christianity is
unknown. And after all the light and
warmth which Ohristianity hes ghed around
it, the grave e etill & cold, dark place. It
bas no attractions; it can have none. We
may spread the rich turf over it; we may
adorn it with flowers which the hand and
the tear of affection shall keep always in
bloom ; we may sarround it with shrubbery,
to screen it from storms, and to seclude it
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from the noiay, carcless world ; the sunbeams
may eteal softly over 1t; the birds may build
their nests in the willow that bends at its
head, and may warble their sweet noles on
the balmy air; fountaing may be murmuring
near, and streams may go babbling by ; the
evergreen may rolieve even the cheerlesmness
of winter; but it is still the grave,—the cold,
dark, silent grave. Faith may not fear if;
Ilope may leap over it into -the land of
brightness and of joy immortal; eare, toil,
suffering, disappointment may render death
to the inconsiderate & welcome relief; or the
soul that pauts after the fullness of God may
long for the dissolution of its earthly taberne-
cle ;—but none of all these things can make
the grave inviting.

The grave, indeed, is another place simce
Jesus slept there; but only because He rose
again. The light comes not from the grave,
but from the resurrection and from heaven
beyond. The Christian does not look upon
death and the grave with so much of dread



