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. "PREFACE.

Ir “ of making many books there is no end,” it is
some consolation to an author, that the generation of
readers never dies; and a still greater one to readers,
that they can make their own selections from a contin-
ually enlarging field. Among the chartered elements
of freedom in this noble country are the pen and the
press. Men may think what they please, and write
what they think, so that they invade no prerogative
of God, violate no dictates of a sound conscience, and
trespass on no rights of their fellow-men. At the same
time they should maintain a manly intimacy with truth,
and cherish a warm congeniality with the spirit of hu-
manity and progressive knowledge. The contents of
the following pages are not hasty effusions, the results
of the random impulse of the moment, or the amuse-
ment of an idle hour, or the dreams of a vagrant ima-
gination. Such as they are, they have been well con-
sidered, being the fruits of mature reflection. Less
than this, a due and decent respect for the public would
forbid. Less than this, the proper respect of an author
for himself would not allow. ‘

This volume is miscellaneous ; sketching a scene
here, drawing a portrait there ; now endeavoring to in-
spire a love of truth and beauty by drawing from the
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resources of Nature and Revelation ; now appealing to
facts in individual and general history to illustrate prin-
ciples. Domestic life and love ever reflecting a charm
on our common humanity ; the sweet and impressive
lessons of the revolving seasons; the light, the loveli-
ness, and the loftiness of poetry, as emanating from the
master-spirits of their respective generations; the sub-
lime heroism of men who, in the exercise of a calm faith
and burning devotion, have commanded the homage of
the good, and received the approving smile of Heaven ;—
these are among the leading themes of contemplation
in this book. N

Our religious literature is in its formation state.
I would contribute a stone to what is yet to be a beau-
tiful structure. One flower may I be permitted to plant
in this growing garden; to deposit one gem in our
home cabinet, destined yet to compare well with the
rich collections of other nations. There should be more
patriotism in our literature. This mighty sentiment
has immense moral power to sustain us as a nation.
‘We must contend also for a national literature that shall
be ancillary, not antagonistic to the spirit of Christian-
ity. While we admire and revere the men of genius, -
the heroic and the devoted spirits of other days, we
should not forget our own capabilities. A noble field
have we to cultivate. Let none be ashamed to work in
it. The learned astronomer demonstrates the laws of
the universe; the humble pilot guides his bark; the
industrious mechanic plies his tools. Each fills his
sphere. 'With us so let it be. Let us be content with “a
Jit audience, though few.” In the language of Black-
wood : “ And why not sing for a small audience as well
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as for a great? It is not every Colin that can pipe that
can now expect to draw the whole country-side to listen
to him. What if he can please only a quiet domestic
gathering, his neighbors or his clan? We are not of
those who would tell Colin to lay down his pipe: weé
might whisper in his ear to mind his sheep as well, and
not to break his heart, or disturb his peace, because
some sixty persons, and not six thousand, are grateful
for his minstrelsy.”

ALEXANDRIA, VA, DEcEMBER, 1851,
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GLEANINGS AND GROUPINGS.

II
@honghts on Home.

T1’ns is a sweet word. Who is not charmed with its
music? Who hath not felt the potent magic of its
spell ¢

By Home I do not mean the house, the parlor, the
fireside, the carpet, or the chairs. They are inert, ma-
terial things, which derive all their interest from the
idea of the Home which is their locality. Home is
something more ethereal, less tangible, not easily de-
scribed, yet strongly conceived—the source of some of
the deepest emotions of the soul, grasping the heart-
strings with such a sweet and tender force, as subdues
all within the range of its influence.

Home is the palace of the husband and the father.
He is the monarch of that little empire, wearing a
crown that is the gift of Heaven, swaying a scepter put
into his hands by the Father of all, acknowledging no
superior, fearing no rival, and dreading no usurper.
In him dwells Love—the ruling spirit of home. She
that was the fond bride of his youthful heart, is the
affectionate wife of his maturer years.

The star that smiled on their bridal eve has never

1%
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set. Its rays still shed a serene lustre on the horizon
of home. There, too, is the additional ornament of
home—the circle of children, beautifully represented by
the Spirit of inspiration as ¢ olive-plants round about
the table.” We have been such. There was our cra-
dle. That cradle was rocked by a hand ever open to
supply our wants; watched by an eye ever awake to
the approach of danger. Many a live-long night has
that eye refused to be closed for thy sake, reader, when
thou, a helpless child, wast indebted to a mother’s love,
sanctified by Heaven’s blessing, for a prolonged exist-
ence through a sickly infancy. Hast thou ever grieved
that fond heart? No tears can be too freely—toe® sin-
cerely shed for such an offense against the sweet chari-
ties of home. If there was joy in the parlor at thy
birth, oh, never let it be turned into sorrow by any
violation of the sacred laws of home.

‘We who had our happy birth, like most of the human
race, in the country, can recall many tender and pleas-
ant associations of home. There is earnest poetry in
this part of our life. We remember with delight the
freshness of the early morn; the tuneful and sprightly
walk among the dewy fields; the cool repose amid the
sequestered shades of the grove, vocal with the music
of Nature’s inimitable warblers ; the * tinkling spring,”
where we slaked our thirst with the pellucid waters, as
they came from the hand of the Mighty One—the
bleating of the flocks, the lowing of the herds, the hum-
ming of the bees, the cry of the whippowil, the mel-
ancholy, monotonous song of the night-bird, relieved
only by the deep base of that single note, which he ut-
tered as he plunged from his lofty hight into a lower
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region of atmosphere—these are among our recollec-
tions of home. And they come softened and sobered
throngh the medium of the past, but without losing
their power to touch the heart, and still endear that
word Aome.

There, too, perhaps, we saw a father die; having at-
tained to a patriarchal age, he bowed himself on his
bed, saying, “Behold I die, but God shall be with you,”
and was gathered to his people. Nor can the memory
ever forget that mother in her meek and quiet old age,
walking through many a peaceful year on the verge of
heaven, breathing its atmosphere, inhaling its fragrance,
reflecting its light and holy beauty, till at length she
left the sweet home of earth for her Father’s home in
heaven.

“8o gently dies the wave upon the shore.”

Home, too, is the scene of the gay and joyous bridal.
When the lovely daughter, affianced to the youth of
her heart, stands up to take the irrevocable pledge,
what an interesting moment! I saw, not long since,
such a one. She stood unconscious of the blended
charm which innocence and beauty threw around her
face and person; her soft, smooth, polished forehead
was circled with a wreath of flowers; her robe was of
purest white, and in her hand was held a bouquet
of variegated roses. Beside her stood the happy man,
for whom she was to be

“ A guardian angel o'er his life presiding,
Doubling his pleasures and his cares dividing.”

As I pronounced the words that mads them one,

adding the nuptial benediction, a tear fell from the eye
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of the bride on the wreath in her hand! It was a
tribute to “ home, sweet home.” Not that she loved
father and mother less, but husband more. That piece
of music, “ The Bride’s Farewell,” plunges deeper into
the fountain of emotion in the soul than any other
combination of thought and song to which I ever list-
ened. Was the bride ever found who was equal to its
performance on the day of her espousals—or rather in
the hour of her departure from her long-loved home,
when the time had arrived to bid farewell to father,
mother, brother, and sister? Perhaps in looking at the
picture of domestic life, as exhibited in such circum-
stances, we should not omit to notice some of the least
prominent traits and coloring, for they never escape
the keen and practiced eye of the true poet. Thus
Rogers, in his graphic and natural poem of Human
Life, in which he snatches so many graces “beyond
the reach of art,” does not, in describing the wedding
scene, forget the younger portion of the family, even
the little daughter, so often the gem and the joy of
home:: :

“Then are they blest indeed, and swift the hours,

Till her young sisters wreathe her hair in flowers,

Kindling her beauty ; while, unseen, the least

Twitches her robe, then runs behind the rest—
Known by her laugh, that will not be suppressed.”

But even this picture must be shaded. If the Cradle
be one of the things of home, so is the coffin! The
bridal robe is, alas! too often succeeded by the funeral
pall. “Six years ago,” heard I the minister of God
say at the funeral of a young and lovely member of a
friend’s family, *“she who lies there stood here to take
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the marriage vows. She is now the bride of death.”
Striking thought! How short the passage from the
home of love and felicity to the grave! A few years
since I sat amid a domestic circle of father, mother,
three sons, and a daughter. It was the home of
hospitality. Where are they now? The solemn church-
yard will tell. They bave all sunk into the long, dream-
less repose of the grave. Silent are those halls that
once echoed to the cheerful sound of their voices. They
have gone to their “long home.” And we follow. In
the fine language of Paul, it becomes those who have
wives, to be as though they had none, and those that
weep, as though they wept not, and those that rejoice,
as though they rejoiced not;’—Ilet us add, and those
who have a home, to be as though they had none, for
“the fashion of this world passeth away !”

I1.
@hings Essential to a Happp Home.

THE first home on earth was a paradise. It was the
beautiful creation of an infinitely wise God—of *“ Him
who is wonderful in counsel, and excellent in work-
ing.” It was a spot over which the genius of poetry
has shed its softest lustre, especially on the page of
Milton, whose conceptions seem to ascend to the very
borders of inspiration while he communes with the
past, and gathers immortality for the future. In that
garden home of the first of our race grew

« Flowers of all hue, and without thorn the rose.”
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In that single line of comprehensive beauty lies a page
of description. It may be considered as embracing the
physical, moral, and spiritual perfection of that holy
and blessed home.

In sketching individual prerogative and character,
the same master of human philosophy, who taught *in
numbers,” says :

“For in their looks divine
The image of their glorious Maker shone,
Truth, wisdom, sanctitude severe and pure
(Severe, but in true filial freedom placed),
‘Whence true authority in men; though both
Not equal, as their sex not equal seemed;
For contemplation he, and valor formed,
For softness she, and sweet attractive grace:
He for God only, she for God in him!”

This is truth and nature. The sense of man approves
the picture. Angels beheld it with joy and songs of
praise. The morning stars smiled in beauty on the
scene of domestic bliss which the fourth book of Para-
dise Lost has placed beyond further description. If
imagination has thrown her warm coloring over the
scene, she has violated no sentiment of propriety, no
oracle of the sacred canon. The intellect with which
she was associated formed noble conceptions of the po-
MEsTIC CONSTITUTION. “ HE for Gop only,” chiefly, sub-
limely, devotedly! 'There was the chief end of man
indissolubly connected with the basis of that constitu-
tion. In him was vested the “true authority.” His
soul was formed for profound contemplations. The ar-
cana of nature were to be revealed to him, and he was
to be the principal author of progress from age to age.
His mind was to be the chief agent in demonstrating
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the sublime laws impressed by the Creator on univer-
sal matter, and to him was destined to belong the moral
grandeur of those discoveries, which have often created
and always illustrated the epochs of time, and changed
the face of the world. How simple the language, how
sublime the idea, “made in the image of God!”—in
his intellectual and spiritual image.

This is the patent of his nobility. A king may reign
in the plenitude of his power to-day. To-morrow he
may be discrowned and dethroned, his scepter tossed
into the sea, his throne dashed to pieces in the streets,
his regal robes trampled in the dust, and himself a
fugitive from his own dominions. This “hath been,
and shall be.”

But who shall take the crown from the monarch of
the family? Who hath a right to his scepter? Who
shall dare usurp his prerogatives &—who interfere with
that ¢“true authority? Who shall claim that * truth,
wisdom, sanctitude severe and pure,” which God has
assigned to him? Not one.

Here, then, are the attributes and prerogatives of the
father of the family, and hence his weighty oBLiGA-
TioNs. In their nature they are untransferable, as much
8o as any other moral obligation. He might as well
attempt to transfer the duty of protection or of provi-
ston to another arm, as that of government and n-
struction. Many pleasant things are said and sung
about the tenderness of a mother’s love, and the soft
and persuasive tones of her voice, as the most potent of
all influences for the development of filial love and
duty, and I would not speak lightly of these elemental
contributions to the beauty or the comfort of our mor-
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tal existence, but I do not find that God has conferred
any exclusive prerogative on the mother, or attached
to her any special obligation. If there be any pre-
ponderance of duty, it seems to inhere in the father.
Thus God says, not of Sarah, but of Abraham, I know
him, that ke will command his children and household
after him, and they shall keep the way of the Lord.”
So the avenging judgments of heaven fell on the house
of Eli, because “his sons made themselves vile, and /e
restrained them not.” In the one case parental obliga-
tion was discharged, in the other it was neglected by
the father, and these fathers were accordingly com-
mended or condemned. The true and primeval author-
ity is with the man, who was “made for God,” while
the woman was made for him, ¢ forasmuch as he is the
image and glory of God, but the woman is the glory
of the man.” ¢Neither was the man created for the
woman, but the woman for the man.,” Not that he
should lord it over her with a despotism as despicable
ag the soul that is insensible to the delicacy of the ten-
der sex; for as good old Matthew Henry says, she was
taken “ not out of his head to top him, not out of his
feet to be trampled on by him, but out of his side to be
equal with him, under his arm to be protected, and
near his heart to be beloved.” If this be a little fanci-
ful, it is quite beautiful, and not a little instructive.

It does not impair or impugn the authority of him,
who is the “head of the wife, even as Christ is the head
of the Church.” A mighty argument in a short phrase.
Let the husband and father study that phrase. It is
vital with the seeds of apt and holy instruction. Let
him open his soul to the force of that argument. It will
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teach him to construe his marital and paternal author-
ity as most effectually to fulfill the ends of the family
constitution. Here we have, not the beaw ¢deal of the
heavenly art, but the living model, the actual standard
of perfection, exalted far above all principalities and
powers, yet invested with humanity, that the partakers
of that nature may neither be overpowered nor repelled
in their efforts to be conformed to the divine image.
Christ our exemplar!

The husband and father, then, is bound by an inevi-
table obligation to vindicate his authority before the
family, 1. By acquainting kimself with all the duties
of that sacred relation. If a man, appointed to an
office in the State, neglects to acquaint himself with
the duties of that office, and the State thereby suffers
injury, he encounters the public reprobation, and lays
himself open to impeachment. Now the family con-
stitution lies at the foundation of all the forms of civil
and Christian society. To be willingly ignorant, then,
of the right mode of administering it, is to incur a high
degree of criminality. '

2. The paternal authority is to be perpetuated by the
maintenance of @ wholesome example. The example of
the father is the mold into which the character of the
son will naturally be delivered. How exact should it
be! We should be content with nothing short of that
resolution, “I will walk within my house with a per-
fect heart.” »

8. Authority should be tempered with tenderness, but
not anmihilated by indulgence. *“ As a father pitieth
his children.” By that tender trait is the disposition
of God himself illustrated. It may and ought to exist .
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even in the bosom of sterner mold. “ And ye, fathers,
provoke not your children to wrath, but bring them up
in the nurture and admonition of the Lord.” The cares
and vexations incident to the pursuits of men too often
produce an irritable state of mind, that disqualifies
them from rightly discharging parental duty. How
can these tender plants withstand the storm of passion
that sometimes bursts on their heads?  Fathers,
provoke not your children, lest they be discouraged.”
Correct them, but not in anger.

4. The best instruction s the best government. Hap-
Py is he who is accustomed to say, as he gathers round
him the dear ones who constitute the home circle:
¢ Hear, ye children, the instruction of a father, and at-
tend to know understanding—for I was my father’s
son, tender and only beloved in the sight of my mo-
ther. He TaveET me also”—He did not shift the re-
sponsibility from himself to my mother, but was will-
ing to share it with her. Fathers, go and do like-
wise.

5. One of the noblest auxiliaries of parental duty is
Praver. Even for poor Ishmael the father of the
faithful prayed. ¢ Oh that Ishmael might live before

"thee!” How then did he wrestle for Isaac before and
after his birth: how when, in view of the approaching
sacrifice on Moriah, he sought the solitude of the for-
est, and, taking the lad with him, fervently prayed to
God! How did Jacob wrestle with the angel of the
covenant for his dear children in the hour of appre-
hended danger, even until the breaking of the day.
Oh, how some of our pious and devoted fathers in the
ministry and in the churches have agonized at the
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eternal throne, until salvation was poured upon their
families !

6. Authority should be so exercised as fo secure ha-
bitual obedience. Then will obedience to God be more
easily rendered. In proportion to the deeper deference
naturally paid by children to the authority of a father,
is the paternal responsibility increased. Were it prop-
er, I could refer to living instances of distingumished
parental success in bringing up children for God. Hap-
Py that missionary father, whose sons in beautiful suc-
cession are entering the ministry, and even the mis-
sionary field!

I1I.
@he Everlasting Home.

I wavE written of the home of the living and of the
dead. But there is still another—the everlasting home.
The former will cease to be. This never. It has en-
gaged the thoughts of the great and the good in past
times. Let it not be neglected by us. Not revelation
only, but the course of nature teaches us, that we have
“here no continuing city, but we seek one to come.”
‘We now dwell in tents or tabernacles. True, men build
houses to last long. They, however, do not expect to
continue so long, much less to survive them. But *the
house not made with hands” !—that is the real and per-
manent house. Pause, ye busy men in the great marts
of trade and commerce, and spend a few minutes with
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me. Which way? Most of you probably have a home,
which you love. So is it generally, my readers. It is
said that in every thing there is a lesson. The world,
too, is full of analogies. Types and symbols have been
a favorite mode of teaching with Infinite Wisdom. Is
there not something typical in Home? What are its
visible realities

The FATHER is the most conspicuous object there. A
cluster of little dependent heings surrounds him. His
smile lights up their joy. His frown spreads fear over
the circle. This is a type. The best of all fathers pre-
sides in the everlasting home. His smile awakens the
rapture of sainted bosoms. His frown—never does the
‘shadow of a shade pass over that countenance.

Happy is the family that is blessed with a kind ELDER
BROTHER. In his manly affection and cordial protection
they of the household confide. Even his mother leans
on him, who was cradled on her bosom. But in that
exalted home of redeemed spirits there is an Erper
BroraEr who is not ashamed to call the meanest of the
sanctified “his brethren.” That same eye that wept
over the miseries of humanity watches over the sleeping
dust of every member of the family, and shall se all
safely arriving at length at their eternal home.

An inward view of home shows a circle of cHILDREN
of different ages and capacities, all the objects of paren-
tal love. If there is a weak and suffering one there, so
much the more is it loved; so much the more does it
evoke the mysterious tenderness of parental affection.
Look into heaven, the final, everlasting home of the
children of God. Are they not all the children of one
Father? The first-born Son and Elder Brother died in
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circumstances of peculiar agony to make that home a
happy one to all the rest of the family. How happy
must it be! Because it is so holy.

‘We see sERVANTS within the precincts of home. It is
honorable to serve well. Christ called himself the ser-
vant of men. Who will be the servant in ¢ the house
not made with hands”? Ax~eELs—in the beautiful liv-
ery of holiness. 'What radiant splendors will hold the
ravished eyes of all that shall be permitted to behold
that scene! “ Are they not ministering servants, sent
forth to minister to them who shall be heirs of salva-
tion” ¢

There are some families in which you will hear music
from all the members. There sits the daughter, just
budding into womanhood, gracefully touching the keys
of the piano. Her brother discourses sweet music on
the rich-toned flute. Another brother is skilled on an-
other instrument. A sister lends the enchanting notes
of her treble voice. Another in counter. A second
brother sustains the performance by a voice of deep-
toned base. What an addition to the charm of home is
all this! That family need not wander abroad for
sources of true happiness. But what is this to the
music of heaveL—of the  famsily named in heaven”—
where all will sing, and it will be the music of the
heart! Read John’s descriptions of these heavenly
scenes and sounds in the book of Revelation, ch. xiv.
and xix.

Again, contemplate the rurNITURE, which is an ap-
pendage of home. In how costly a manner are some
houses furnished! DBut that may be an evidence of
pride or vanity. Not so in that other mansion. That
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“pavement of sapphire”—those ‘“walls of jasper”—
those *“ precious stones”—it is the effort of language to
express that which is inexpressible. Then what a table
will be spread there! It is called ¢ the marriage of the
Lamb.” Again are the capabilities of language tasked
in the description, until they stagger under the burden.
Rev. xix. 6, 7.

Have you had death in your family ¢ Has the shad-
ow of the grim messenger darkened your doors? His
presence is unknown in the everlasting home. Has the
disobedience of a child imbittered the domestic cup?
All will be obedient there. Has the rod of affliction
rested upon your little circle? It is a stranger in the
house of the blessed. Is there a short passage from the
fireside to the grave? There is no such passage from
the gate of heaven. Are there long absences of your
loved ones here? They shall go no more out there.
‘Whereas, the pious family on earth only worshiped
morning and evening, there they shall never cease their
worship and their praise. Time will have expired.
The life of eternity will commence. Then shall we
begin to understand the meaning of the word Home.
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R [V,
Mother, Dear Mother.

A moMmE and a mother, such as are contemplated in
the constitution of God, are among our- greatest earthly
blessings, not to say important necessities. Of this
truth, they who have enjoyed the double blessing need
no demonstration. There are, indeed, orphans in the
world—alas, many ! and there are wanderers. There
are those who have a home without a mother, and those
who have a mother without a home; and, strange to say,
there are those who have both homes and a mother,
without having either in any becoming sense of the
terms. Of this class was a very conspicuous poet, the
light of whose genius shed its first extraordinary bright-
ness on the opening years of this our eventful century,
and who to the artificial eminence of noble birth super-
added the higher dignity and honor of great intellect-
nal powers, the immediate stamp of God on the soul
of man. Before that signet we always bow with pecu-
liar deference. I scarcely need to mention the name
of Byron, that child of genius and of song, that para-
dox of humanity, in whose brief life is embraced an
age of instruction. The Muses and the Graces might
have gathered round his cradle, and exulted at his
birth, but the spirit of heaven-born piety was not there.
No maternal prayer shed its benign, its consecrating
influence over his helpless infancy. That gentle, effect-
nal government, which springs from the firmness and
earnestness of a sanctified maternal heart, was never
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administered to his opening faculties. Having been
once angrily reprimanded by his mother for soiling a
new frock in which he had just been dressed, he flew
into one of his “silent rages,” seized" the frock with
both his hands, rent it from top to bottom, and stood in
sullen silence, setting at defiance his mother and her
wrath. That was the time for the solemn, sovereign,
decisive exercise of that parental government even unto
the severity of the wholesome rod, which God has es-
tablished, and guarded with suitable sanctions ; but it
was fatally withheld, or rashly and capriciously, nay,
violently administered, as when, at a subsequent period
of his unblest childhood, ¢ pokers and tongs were the
missiles which Mrs. Byron preferred, and which she
more than once sent resounding after her fugitive son.
In the present instance, he was just in time to avoid a
blow aimed at him with the former of these weapons,
and to make a hasty eseape to the house of a friend in
the neighborhood !”* He fled from the fury of his
mother, and took refuge in the haunts of London at the
perilous age of eighteen. Thence writing to a friend,
he calls her “my amiable Alecto!” A dreary morning,
indeed, to his troubled life. An only son, the only heir
of his house, in after years, when writing to his moth-
er, he addressed her “ Dear Madam.” Cold and con-
strained indeed was the hand that wrote, like the heart
that dictated that compellation. Yet when adversity
had, in some measure, softened the asperity of his tem-
per, and the talismanic power of distance and exile in
a foreign land had created a longing even for his home,
he rises to.the expression, *“Dear Mother,” as if the

* Moore’s Life.

T e N NNl | B
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filial principle would assert its authority, and claim the
right of exercising itself on its natural object. And
when the deeper influence of the grave came upon his
proud and sullen spirit, it wrought a still further tri-
umph over the prejudices of his childhood and the
bitterness of his misanthropy. ¢ My poor mother died
yesterday,” writes he to a friend, “and I am on my
way from town to attend her to the family vault. I
heard one day of her illness, and next of her death.
* % Tnow feel the truth of Mr. Gray’s observation,
that we can only have one mother. Peace be with
her.” Ah! had she been a pious, praying, teaching
mother, how she would have shaped that splendid
mind to do a noble service to humanity, and to bring
honor and glory to its bountiful Creator! How mourn-
ful that such exalted gifts should have been so pros-
tituted ; that the genius which could ascend to such
heights. of poetic grandeur, and which could so sound
the crystal depths of beauty, and explore the fountains
of imaginative thought, should have been, not only
“unconsecrate to God,” but desecrated to the service
of Satan! Byron had no home; or if the name of
one, it was without its endearing sanctities, without its
enduring felicities. “To be happy at home,” says
Johnson, “is the ultimate result of all ambition, the
end to which every enterprise and labor tends.” If
this be a little too generic in its terms, it has an ex-
tensive application.
2
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V.
@he Familp—Its DMifterent Asperts.

BeavtFuL constitution! How manifestly marked by
the Divine impress! “Gop setteth the solitary in
families.” Atheism would break up the happy organi-
zation. Religion approves and sanctifies it. The ori-
ginal home of the family was Parapmse. Holiness
breathed its harmony over the scene. The sun shone
for a brief space over a pure and guiltless pair. Not
even the apostasy could destroy the immortal arrange-
ment of the infinitely wise and benevolent God, or ex-
tinguish the sacred flame of domestic affection. It sur-
vives the ruins of the fall. It kindles into a more in-
tense lustre at the very gates of the grave. Behold the
grief of those affectionate children, whose MorrER is
consigned to the tomb. This precious heritage of man
—the family—is even enriched and ennobled by an
influence from the cross of Him in whom “all the
Jamilies of the earth are blessed.” What, then, are
some of the aspects of interest and beauty in which
this constitution of God may be contemplated ¢

We may view it as a little EmpirE, the sovereignty
of which is vested in the Father, and is derived from
the fountain of all authority. It is indeed absolute, but
lest the bosom of its possessor should grow rigid with
the spirit of tyranny, paternal gffection is planted there,
to exert its benignant influence with all the steadiness
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of an operative law, and keep in check the severer ten-
dencies of the sterner sex. And lest this should not
suffice, a softer bosom is at hand, ever ready to shed its
gentle influence upon the authoritative government
which it acknowledges. Responsibility being the in-
separable concomitant of authority and power, and
these being in an important sense absolute, how great,
how complete that responsibility which presses upon
the head of this government! Even when its weight
is divided, how heavily it rests upon conscientious
parents! How much more upon the widowed mother,
whom death has bereaved of the strong arm on which
she leaned for support, and the warm heart that beat re-
sponsive to her every affection! To this divinely consti-
tuted authority, unreserved obedience becomes a matter
of filial obligation, that the ends of the family govern-
ment may be answered. And that the obedience may
be made easy, whether considered as exacted by the
parent, or rendered by the child, the earliest years are
appropriated to the formation of the habit; and how
much of that precious, golden season is committed to
the care and culture of the mother! Then have the
statesmen, the warriors, the philosophers, or the divines
been created. “The child is father to the man.” Even
at that early period have the destinies of nations been
shaped and determined within the limits of this little
empire, of which thou, Mother, art the queen regnant.
Hence,

The family is & Nursery. ¢ Christian families are
the nurseries of the Church on earth, as the Church is
the nursery of the family in heaven.” The idea is de-
rived from a material process in nature, to which both
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animals and plants are subjected. When we speak
of nourishing, protecting, bringing to maturity the
elements of our moral existence, the allusions are fig-
urative, but perfectly intelligible, as well as impressive.
The nursery, though most retired from public observa-
tion, is the most important place we occupy. It is the
birthplace of the body and the mind. There, in the
retirement of home, the intellectual powers are con-
structed. A train of associations commences, which
extends itself through the whole of our future exist-
ence. Habitudes are formed, which mold the char-
acter of the future man. Impressions are engraven
upon the ductile mind, which the tide of time will
never obliterate. Then and there the seeds are sown
which produce the harvest of life. Whether that har-
vest be of wheat or tares, holy angels wait and watch
to behold! Mental philosophers have held that our
character is formed and fixed ere our sixth year has
expired. The opinion is of sufficient importance to
arrest attention ; for even if not strictly and universally
‘true, it indicates an important truth. For the illustra-
tion of its truth, we might advert to individual exam-
ples. The history of the men of genius and power
abounds with them. The stamp was received in the
nursery. If we enter the walks of poetry, that depart-
ment of human genius which exercises so potent an
influence over the moral sensibilities, and through them
over the actions of mankind, we shall find records of
maternal influence brilliant and suggestive, striking
and instructive. CoweEe, for instance, with his own
peculiar skill, embalms his recollections of the sanctity
of home in such a way as to leave a fragrant impression
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on the mind that feels the smallest congeniality with
“home-born delights.”

“ My mother! when I learned that thou wert dead,
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed §”

Those were tears that flowed from the inmost fountains
of the soul. Each one might represent a pearl of in-
estimable value, and were they strung together, might
convey some faint idea of the worth of such maternal
affection, as blessed the tender boyhood of the poet of
the sEART and the HOME, whose strains so sweetly har-
monize with the associations of domestic life, and spread
the charms of a pure-.and beautiful poesy over all its
interior scenery. How different was Byron’s estimate
of his mother! To him the reminiscences of the nur-
sery seem to have been painful and oppressive. Hear
him on the death of his mother: ¢ Some curse hangs
over me and mine. My mother lies. a corpse in this
house. One of my best friends is drowned in a ditch.
What can I say, or think, or do?’ Nothing, poor
comfortless child of infidelity and despair, for

“ No mother’s tender care
Shielded your infant innocence with prayer.”

His splendid genius, prolific on so many other themes,
never deigned a filial tribute to the remembrances of
home. A few occasional scornful words of prose suf-
fice to express his feelings toward her, who, in a par-
oxysm of passion, could hurl the tongs or the stool at her
erring son. Hence the wretchedness of his own home,
Jrom which, reversing the order of those who. seek
true happiness, he fled, to become a wanderer and an
adventurer. While genius, talent, taste, and superior
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intellectual beauty were developed in him, the moral
sense, the spirit of veneration, was sadly deficient. His
pilgrimage through life was like one of his own dark
and troubled dreams. Constrained by his remorseful
feelings, he would sometimes resort to confession for
relief, though it were confession without repentance.

“The thorns which I have reaped are of the tree

I planted ; they have torn me, and I bleed.
I should have known what fruit would spring from such a seed”

The family is a Scmoor. The parent is the natural
teacher. A good, devoted, praying mother is the best
teacher in the world. The parental appointment is
from God.—Deut. vi. 7. The mother of Dwight, sup-
plying the lack occasioned by his father’s immersion
in business, diligently instructed her little Timothy in
all right knowledge, and what a gift did Mary Dwight
bestow on the Church of God! ¢ Her school-room was
the nursery,” says his biographer, and “a great pro-
portion of the instruction which he received before he
arrived at the age of six years, was at home with his
mother.” Happy child, and happy, too, the child who
can not only say: “I was tender, and only beloved in
the sight of my mother,” but can add: she “¢aught
me also, and said unto me, Let thy heart retain my
words : keep my commandments and live.”. Happy
the father who can say to his children: “ Hear, ye
children, the instruction of a father, and attend to know
understanding.” Speak not of wealth, of rich legacies,
of ample estates, of abundant profits. Z%¢s merchan-
dise is better than that of silver and gold. It is the
wealth of knowledge, the legacy of wisdom, the inher-
itance of truth and righteousness. Oh, what prayer
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and pains-taking are necessary on the part of parents
to do that great work of Epucatron, a work of which i
may be truly said, that its comprehensiveness is seldom
comprehended! Education entire—of the body—the
mind—the imagination—the judgment—the moral fac-
ulties—the principles—the mEART, Which is the seat
and source of all that constitutes the final immortality
of our being. Wide and sad is the neglect of this
duty. How many thousands in this land are trained
to a career of guilt and shame! It is by patient, re-
peated, long-continued strokes on the marble, that the
sculptor eliminates at length the beautiful statue that
seems almost to live and breathe. Consummate art
and industry alone can reach the point of impressive
excellence. The parent is the sculptor of souls. Every
stroke is for immortality.

VI.
@he Sabbath and the Familp.

TaAT wWas a happy thought of one of our great Ameri-
can divines to apply to the expression, Laws of Nature,
that more scriptural and descriptive expression, Ordi-
nances of Heaven. Some of these ordinances are ap-
plicable to the material, others to the moral world.
Among the former may be reckoned the laws of gravi-
tation and ascension; among the latter are compre-
hended all those laws or ordinances which relate to the
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moral being of the intelligent creatures of God. Ina
world composed of beings whose nature is compounded
of body and spirit, the ordinance of the family constitu-
tion is a necessary law. Equally necessary to the well-
being of man is the ordinance of the SassaTn. It was
“made for man.” Here, then, we have two institutions,
both necessary and beautiful, having their origin in the
bosom of God ; their synchronism with Creation itself;
their objects parallel through all time; their period the
end of all things earthly. On each of these ordinances
is stamped the image of divine wisdom and benevo-
lence ; admirable means, adapted to a worthy and glo-
rious end: love endeavoring to train the soul for a
higher and holier sphere. In the well-ordered, sancti-
fied family of earth we behold a type of the “whole
family in heaven,” of which God is the adored Father,
and all beatified saints the affectionate and adoring
children—united together by the golden bond of love,
and bound to the mediatorial throne by the ties of an
imperishable faith. In the institution of the Sabbath,
and especially in its holy observance, we contemplate a
current type of the rest that remaineth for the people of
God, and of the holy employments of heaven. Thus,
even the sweetness, the beauty, the blessedness of the
celestial state, are drawn down into the shadowy vale
of our mortal existence by the heart of faith, which loves
to antedate the triumphs of glory, and honor the pledges
of a covenanting God in advance, by opening the soul
to that fullness of joy which springs from his presence.
The foundation of all true happiness, whether of earth
or heaven, is laid in the knowledge of God. For as the
higher life of the soul is the main thing to be sought—
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the interior spiritual existence being the chief proposal
of heaven in its scheme for the redemption of man, it
becomes our first duty to study the Eternal, to acquire
‘“that which may be known of God,” though Infinity
has unfathomable depths, not to be sounded by our line.
“This is life eternal, to know thee, the only true God,
and Jesus Christ, whom thou hast sent.” The business
of a candidate for eternity is to be “increasing in the
knowledge of God.” Here he is met by the institution
of the Sabbath, which shed its benignant light on the
morning of creation, hallowing Paradise itself, and in-
spiring into the bosom of man a certain gladdening hope
of the future. So, also, it meets every child of mortal-
ity, in lands blessed with the light of Christianity, at
the threshold of his existence, and offers to conduct him
to glory. This, indeed, is the blessed light which

¢Streams from the depths of ages on mankind.”

‘What multitudes of the just and holy, now radiant in
other spheres, have rejoiced to walk in that light! «I,”
saith Jehovah, “ gave them my Sabbaths, to be a sign
between me and them, that they might kxow that I am .
the Lord that sanctify them.”—Ezek. xx.12. Again, we
hear the heavenly injunction, uttered with imposing
solemnity : “ HarLow my Sabbaths, and they shall be,
a sign between me and you, that ye may xnow that I
am the Lord your God.” But how could this command
be obeyed without the kindred institution of the family,
which is the constituted school of virtue, piety, and prep-
aration for heaven? Little do we appreciate our mer-
cies; we,to whom the Sabbath is a birthright ; on whose
cradled infancy it shed its precious, primal blessings;
g%
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whose ears first caught these soft accents from maternal
lips, echoing the voice of God: “ Remember the Sab-
bath-day to keep it holy,” followed by that other admo-
nition: ¢ Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy
youth.,” We were thus watched, instructed, prayed for,
wept over, that we might know God; and knowing,
love him with all our heart, and mind, and might.

This was in the bosom of the family, and chiefly on
the Sabbath. What tender recollections arise in the
mind of one born to such an inheritance as this! How
can we forget the authoritative paternal injunctions;
the scarcely less powerful example of meek-eyed piety,
as expressed in maternal deportment; the morning de- -
votions ; the early lessons; the sacred stillness of the
day diffusing & mysterious charmn over all; then, at the
appointed hour, the church-going bell ringing out its
cheerful tones, to call us to the house of God, or, per-
chance, giving forth its solemn toll for the dead |* These
are impressive reminiscences, linking the Sabbath and
the family in sweet and cordial union, while they re-
mind us of the sanctity of the one and the preciousness
of the other. 'Who would seek to impair the moral force
of such a union? Infidelity attempted it, and drenched
a nation in blood. Atheism sealed and sanctioned it
with a deeper curse, and the gates of hell flew open to
receive its victims. Never was that law, “settled in
heaven forever,” “Evil shall sLay the wicked,” more
fearfully executed than on the regicides, the fratricides,
and parricides of France, who, in that long paroxysm

* The old church-bell had this inscription :

“I to the church the living call,
And to the grave I summon all.”
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of voluntary insanity, at the close of the last century,
sought to abolish the Sabbath, and to divorce the very
rite of marriage itself fromm the humanity which it
guarded. What a train of woes unutterable followed
that explosion of human depravity! The vibrations of
that tremendous shock are felt to this hour. ¢That ab-
rogation of the Sabbath,” says Chancellor 'Walworth,
“was accompanied by a general corruption of morals,
and even by the breaking up of the conjugal relation,
under a law allowing an unlimited divorce, at the mere
will of the parties; when, as the Abbé Grégoire states,
upward of twenty thousand divorces were registered in
%he short space of eighteen months, and those in the
city of Paris were nearly equal to the number of mar-
riages.”

Now, see the Pilgrim Puritans, keeping the Sabbath
in the very sight of the shore, on which they would not
land until the sacred hours were passed. And so they
taught their families. And thus a conservative influ-
ence acted and reacted between these two institutions,
consolidating the interests of society on an impregnable
basis, and opening the way for the introduction of those
higher blessings which are linked with the eternal des-
tiny of the soul.

The Sabbath and the family! Beautiful conjunction !
Through these graciously instituted means the very
spirit of Heaven is conducted down to earth, and dif-
fused through the domestic circle. The father of the
family is offered the pledge of one day of rest, that he
may devote his energies to training that family for heav-
en. The business of the nation pauses. The doors of
the legislative halls are closed. The courts cease to try
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cases. The visible wheels of government are arrested.
Public offices are shut. Places of business are deserted.
Common law pronounces the Sunday a non dies as to
all civil purposes, thus confessing that it must be en-
tirely devoted to God. A weight of care is at once
lifted off the mind of him whom not even a creditor
can then approach, except the greatest Creditor of all,
God. Numerous facilities are presented for doing a
great family work on that spiritual day, preparatory to
the union and communion of the family of the ¢ first-
born,” who shall enjoy the eternal Sabbath in glory.
The children’s secular studies are laid aside. The Bible
succeeds. The feet of visitors are supposed not now t&
intrude. (Alas! for their frequent violations of the
sanctity of the day.) A peculiar and impressive still-
ness pervades the house. It is the QUIETUDE oF THE SAB-
BATH. It is the highest consecration of a happy home.
Morning prayers and praise ascend to God from the do-
mestic altar. Burns, the poet, confesses to the ineradi-
cable impression made on his young heart by the ordi-
nance of family worship. Its reminiscences inspired
him to compose one of the finest specimens of that
poetry which has given his name such exalted celeb-
rity. Family worship in a cottage may be described
in a single line:

“The saint, the father, and the husband prays.”

Oh, New England !—land of the rock, the stream, the
storm ; of wooded hills and laughing valleys; of tower-
ing mountains and crystal lakes, mirroring in their
soft bosoms those beauties that surround them in rich
profusion |—keep thy Sabbaths, love them, cherish
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them, and give them, along with the numerous off-
shoots of thy prolific family tree, to the emigrant hosts
that are peopling that broad land toward the setting
sun. And when he dips his disk on the first day of the
week in the deep waters of the Pacific, let his retiring
rays be to them the parting sign of a well-spent Sab-
bath. The family in its purity, and the Sabbath in its
sanctity, shall, under the benediction of the Holy Para-
clete, be the salvation of the land. We need more con-
scientious fathers, and wives that will be as guardian
angels over their husbands, to keep them in the right
way. A conductor informed his wife that he had been
requested to go with the rail-cars on Sunday. She re-
plied: “IT take it for granted you do not intend to go.”
“If not,” he rejoined, “I may lose my place. I have
no other employment ; the times are hard, and I have
a family to support.” His wife said: “I know it; but
I hope you will not forget, that if @ man connot sup-
port a family by keeping the Sabbath, ke certainly can-
not support them by breaking 4¢.” Nobly said, thou
woman of faith and courage! “I think so myself,” re-
plied her husband, carried away by the fervor of his
wife : ¢ that was what I wanted, to see whether we think
alike.” He informed his employer that he should be
sorry to lose his situation, but that he could not go with
the mail on the Sabbath; that he must attend public
worship, and go with his children to the Sabbath-school.
This was his firm determination. The consequences he
left with God. The result was, so honest and conscien-
tious a man was retained, and he rose to a higher pros-
perity than would have accompanied the desecration
of the Sabbath.
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A young man, an acquaintance of the writer, was
offered a handsome situation in a business house in New
Orleans, if he would do Sabbath work. He declined,
though without employment. A merchant hearing of
the circumstance, said: ¢ That is the man for me,” and
employed him at higher wages.

Two of the first lawyers in the country came to a
friend of mine on a Saturday, and said: “ We want you
to print these briefs, so that we can have them on Mon-
day morning.” “I cannot do it, gentlemen.” ‘ Why ¢’
“ Because,” he replied, “it would require Sunday work,
and that I never allow to be done in my establishment.”
“ But,” said the advocates of the law, “it is a case of
necessity, and if you will not do it, we must look else-
where.” “Very well, gentlemen,” he replied, “that is
your own responsibility ; but you must excuse me from
doing your work on the Sabbath.”

Men that are accustomed to implicit deference can-
not well bear opposition to their opinions and designs,
and they retired somewhat irritated. But they ever
afterward gave him their custom. Such is the secret
respect inspired by a resolute adherence to principle.
From the State of New York a gentleman writes to Dr.
Edwards: “ About thirty years ago, in a farming dis-
trict in a neighboring county, were about ten families,
with good farms and good prospects. But they fol-
lowed their worldly business on the Sabbath, and brought
up their children in the same way. A few days ago an
aged relative, who has just visited the district, and who,
thirty years ago, bought a farm there, on which his
brother now resides, informed me that all those families
have gone to destruction, and many of their descendants
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are vagabonds. His brother, a Sabbath-keeper, has
been greatly blessed in his estate and in his family, all
his children being pious and prosperous.” Oh, the in-
estimable blessing of the Sabbath to the family! The
wealth of California is not to be laid in the balance
against it. The glory of a nation is but shame without
it. “In every Christian household,” says Chalmers,
‘it will be found that the discipline of a well-ordered
Sabbath is never forgotten amid the old lessons of a
Christian education ; and we appeal to every individual
who now hears us, and who carries in his bosom the re-
membrance of a father’y worth and a father’s piety, if|
on the coming round of the seventh day, an air of pecu-
liar sacredness did not spread itself over that mansion
where he drew his first breath, and was taught to repeate
his infant hymn, and lisp his infant prayer.”

“The Sabbath was made for man,” to rest his body,
to invigorate his intellect, to chasten his imagination, to
give a wholesome exercise to his memory, to bow his
will, to soften his heart ; in a word, to sanctify the whole
physical, intellectual, and moral man, and train the soul
into a perfect congeniality with celestial thoughts and
glories. Man needs it as a husband, to accomplish the
design of God in investing him with that tender rela-
tion. Man needs it as a father, in order to fulfill the
golemn obligations under which he lies to his children.
‘Woman needs it as a wife, to fill up the measure of her
fidelity to her husband. Woman needs it as a mother,
that she may avail herself of its mighty auxiliary influ-
ences in fitting her children for usefulness on earth, and
" for happiness in heaven. Over all the conditions and
relations of domestic life, the moral sunlight of the Sab
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bath sheds its hallowed, halcyon influence, to cheer our
hearts, lighten our burdens, and elevate our anticipa-
tions to a state of sinless perfection and endless frui-
tion. Man, as a laboring being, toiling for his family,
must have the weekly rest, or break down under the
burden. Man, as invested with earthly power, conduct-
ing the operations and engrossed with the cares of gov-
ernment, needs the Sabbath to preserve him from be-
coming a wreck. ¢ Oh, what a blessed day,” said Wil-
berforce, “is the Sabbath, interposed between the waves
of worldly business, like the divine path of the Israelites
through Jordan! I can trulygleclare that the Sabbath
has been to me INVALUABLE.”

“What became of poor Romilly,” he adds, *who

ewould not consent to give up Sunday consultations #”
He lost his reason, and terminated his own life. “Poor
Castlereagh,” observed the same statesman, “he was
certainly deranged, the effect probably of continued
wear of mind. The strong impression on my mind is,
.that it is the effect of the non-observance of the Sabbath,
both as to abstracting from politics, and from the con-
stant recurring of the same reflections.”

Not to himself alone does the violation of the law of
God by a father bring sorrow and ruin. His family,
dearer to him than himself, must inevitably suffer from
the same cause. Father, mother, do you teach and train
your children to keep the Sabbath holy? Alas! Iseem
even now to hear the sobs of a mother, lamenting her

- lost child, her darling boy, who, unrestrained by paren-
tal authority, had wandered away from home on the
Sabbath, and fallen into the river, whence he was taken
a breathless corpse, and brought home to that mother.
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Not by the most impassioned kisses can that breath be
restored. That voice will never again speak on earth.
Never will that ear again hear the injunction, “Re-
member the Sabbath-day to keep it holy.” It is sealed
in death!

VII.
Mp First AfMiction.

I map heard often of the grief of parents at the
loss of children. I thought I sympathized with the
afflicted, and so I did to a certain extent. I never
could see a fond mother bend over the dead form of
her beloved child without desiring to weep with her—
but, ah! with that grief a stranger intermeddleth not.
To me there was always something affecting in the
deep and solemn dignity of death, and in the speech-
less eloquence of the grave. Living for the most part
of my youth within the sound of the sweet village bell
of New England, nothing could be more solemn than
its knell, when tolling at the occasional burial of an
inhabitant. But, oh, how different the sound when it
was for my child! Little Mary had wound her silvery
cords round and round my heart. From the time of her
birth she gradually insinuated herself into the bosom
of parental affection, until no child seemed so tender,
50 lovely, so triumphant over a father’s heart. How
mysterious the growth of attachment! It is the work
of God, that he may fulfill his purpose! What a chaos
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of disjecta membra would the world present without it!
So little Mary lived for me, and I—too much for her.
At table she sat next me—abroad she walked with me
—at church she sat by my side—at night she lay in
my bosom—she loved me with the pure simplicity of
a child, and with the enthusiastic ardor of a daughter;
yes, a daughter. Let no father impatiently long for
sons. He may please himself with the ideas of bold-
ness and masculine energy, and moral or martial
achievement, but ten to one he will meet with little
else than forwardness, recklessness, imperiousness, in-
gratitude. ¢ Father, give me the portion that falleth
to me,” was the imperious demand of the profligate
prodigal, who had been indulged from his childhood.
This case is the representative of thousands. The
painter that drew that portrait, painted for all posterity.
But the daughter—she clings, like the rose-leaf around
the stem, to the parent home, and the paternal heart;
she watches the approving smile, and deprecates the
slightest shade on the brow; she wanders not on for-
bidden pleasure-grounds; wrings not the hearts at
home with her doubtful midnight absence ; wrecks not
the hopes to which early promise had given birth, nor
paralyzes the soul that dotes upon this its chosen ob-
ject. Wherever the son may wander in search of for-
tune or pleasure, there is the daughter, within the sa-
cred temple of home, the vestal virgin of its innermost
sanctuary, keeping alive the flame of domestic affec-
tion, and blessing that existence of which she is her-
self a part. As my youngest cherub threw her arms
around my neck, and breathed into my ear, ¢ Dear
Jather,” could I have imagined that very night would
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witness her little form struggling with a fierce disease ?
But so it was. A, father! fond, doting father! you
think that child is yours. A few rosy summers have
passed over its head. Its cheeks are in full bloom—
her eye, gay with childhood’s innocent joys, looks
cheerily and confidingly into your own delighted face
—her step bounds over the garden path, and in her
little hand she brings you a bunch of flowers. This is
happiness too exquisite for Death to permit. It was
mine. In one month it was mine. In the next it was all
buried in the depths of the grave that opened to receive
the precious form of my Mary. I then learned a les-
son, of which I had not before a suitable conception,
that I do not own any thing in the creation of God. I
had closed the dying eyes of a beloved mother—and
much I loved her—no child could love more—but a
lingering consumption, after detaining her a long time
in view of the promised land, at length let her go with
joy to take full possession. I had buried a beloved
sister, who, under a similar course of protracted dis-
cipline, was ripened for her heavenly rest ; but tA<s was
my first affliction.

Every parent understands me. Every father knows
I speak the truth. There is not on earth a tie so pecu-
liar, so mysterious, so inexpressible. Ten thousand in-
finitely minute fibers are sundered at that bold stroke
of Death. The breaking of*a million of arteries would
not cause such a flow. The actual loss is not, indeed,
like that of losing a conjugal partner, but the feeling,
the emotion, the complexity of grief, is too intense to
be surpassed. A part of both of yourselves dies! the
pledge of your affection—the joy of your soul—the
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concentrating point of your united love is snatched
away, and an appalling vacancy is created in the soul.
The strength of a parent’s love is seen in its appro-
priate evidence, while life lasts—in the anxious look—
the eager inquiry—the restlessness of the heart—the
assiduity of attention—the sleepless vigilance. Oh,
how the Mother watched over that child! Every
power, faculty, and appetite of the system seemed to
pay its tribute to thie impending danger. When nature
was exhausted, the mother would lie on the bed in a
vain effort to sleep ; her soft and suppressed groans re-
echoing through the silence of midnight the afflicting
groans of the little sufferer. To see a child, whose
powers of moral agency have not yet been developed, or
who can have no suitable sense of responsibility, writh-
ing under the scourge of a relentless disease—looking at
you most imploringly for that help which you can no
more give than create a world—this is as humiliating
ag it is heart-rending—you are the cause of those suffer-
ings—you could entail, but you cannot relieve. You
could be the means of a sinful, painful existence, but
could not impart holiness to that existence.

In the case of my sweet Mary, hope clung to the last
relic of probability of recovery—nay, forced itself an
existence in the very mouth of despair, and even tried
to rally its expiring energies over her breathless corpse.
After four weeks’ suffering, the last night came:—Mary
requested 7 to lie by her side that night, as if to give
me some consolation for the approaching stroke of
Death—and, ere the forning dawned, her spirit had
fled! That indeed was the opening of a new scene in
the hurried drama which was passing before me. It was
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my first affliction. I could write a volume on its im-
pressions and its tendencies, but it would weary.

In a lovely grave, in a romantic situation, repose the
remains of my cherished one, secure alike from pres-
ent suffering and the danger of future ills. That spot
I love to visit, and to repeat, in Kirke White’s touch-
ing lines:

“ Securely laid
In this thy last retreat,

Unbeeded o’er thy silent dust
The storms of life shall beat.”

And another day (which the Father hath in his own
power) shall gather me and my loved family in one re-
deemed circle, where tears and trials forever cease, and'
love and joy fill every heart.

‘ VIIL
Ehe Grave of mp MWanghter.

THE sweet month has again returned—the first of the
summer months—which will ever be remembered by
me a8 the season when my cherished one sickened and
died. If not a father, reader, you may pass on to the
next article, though I should delight to detain you near
my little daughter’s grave for & few moments. DBut if
the pulse of parental love has ever had vitality in your
bosom, I need not apologize. My feelings, my sympa-
thies, my joys, my sorrows, are yours. Two years have
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now elapsed since that day when death first entered my
family. The whole scene rushes vividly before the
mind, showing how deep and strong was the impression
then made. The first attack of the insidious disease—
the promise of recovery—then the relapse—the inces-
sant anxieties—the unsleeping vigils—the anguish of
the helpless sufferer—her sweet submission to the will
of God—her triumph over death and the grave—in a
word, the succession of emotions, that, like wave after
wave, swept across our bosoms, while life hung in
fearful uncertainty—all these are engraven as with the
point of a diamond on the tablet of memory. Nor
would we erase them. It is not a mere dream of the
poet’s imagination, that there is “luxury in grief.” This
idea is true to nature. Not indeed that the pain is not
intense when those chords of the heart are struck,
which are the very seat of the most exquisite sensibility,
but that pain is mellowed and hallowed by some mys-
terious influence, flowing from the inexhaustible fount®
ain of infinite benevolence. I never knew a serious
and devout heart, that would have wished its chastise-
ments in any other shape than that conceived by Divine
Wisdom. The thorn is indeed there, but so is the fra-
grant rose. If the one pierces, the other soothes.

“The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be the flower.”

When once the mind has surmounted the difficulties
that press upon jt, it acts with increased vigor and a
more enlarged freedom. At first the attention becomes
riveted to the mass of breathless clay. With a too in-
tense, but pardonable fondness, it clings, as Doddridge



»

THE GRAVE OF MY DAUGHTER. 47

tenderly expresses it, to  the darling dust.” Zhere is
the image of your child; and what a ray of comfort
darts across the deep sorrow of the soul, when you can
see and say, or hear others say, “She looks natural I
Not long will that be true. Those lips, once instinct
with the warm coloring of life, are now cold and color-
less. Would they would remain ever so! But no,
they must decay, and be hidden in the dust. The cheek
that was often pressed to yours in the ardor of filial
love, has now on it only the marble chill of death. Oh,
how the heart writhes in a paroxysm of agony, when
the truth and reality of the thing are felt! Would it
were literal marble, that the heart might love that;
but no, the decay of the grave must deform and dissolve
the fair clay. The slumberer will not, indeed, be sensi-
ble to this process, but the living know it. The father
knows that the cherished form of his child molders in
the grave. The mother knows that the loved one,
whom she bore, and nursed, and fondled, is now buried
out of her sight. Such is the sad necessity of death!
And it is on these subjects that the mind is too prone
to dwell. The heart lingers too much round these
visible scenes. “She goeth to the grave to weep there.”
Oh, why did she not look up? Contemplations that are
bounded only by the limits of the grave are less fitted
to minister consolation to affliction than nutriment to
sorrow, even that “sorrow of the world that worketh
death.” If the soul, in the tumult of its grief, will but
pause a moment and listen, it will soon hear a voice
saying: “I am the Resurrection and the Life. He
that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he
live, and he that liveth and believeth in me shall never
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die.” This changes the entire sceme. It is no more
sight, but faith. What a world of wonders does faith
unfold to the view! Now, we can see the ransomed
spirit, not as it is oppressed with doubt and agonized
with suffering, but spreading the unclogged wings of
its Love, and expatiating with rapture amid scenes of
heavenly beauty and songs of seraphic melody. Who
would be so cruel as to call that spirit back, again to
be soiled with the dust of earth; to re-endure its sor-
rows ; to be again endangered by its fascinations ; flat-
tered with its illusions; distracted with its cares, and
deceived by its promises! Is it not better for the soul
to find “its long-sought rest!”—to be disrobed of its
earthly mantle ; to enter the pure and perfect society
of the blessed ; to dwell where Holiness holds its court;
where angels tune their harps; where the redeemed
swell the high anthem of praise to the exalted Lams;
where it will never be interrupted in that worship,
which was the original privilege and the delicious em-
ployment of the soul, “created in the image of God !”

Requiescat in pace.

Here, then, is the dust of my child. Many a sweet
spring shall put forth its blossoms in sight of this early
grave, but my little flower will remain crushed within
its dark bosom. Many a gay summer will shed its
beauty around the scene, and the bright colors of
Autumn will illumine yonder woodlands, but in this
world my loved one will never smile again! Oh, the
inexorable despotism of death! Oh, the iron-hearted
sovereignty of the grave! The thought is almost insup-
portable. But again religion teaches us to lift our eyes
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from the ashes of the dead to the region of pure, ethe-
real existence, of spiritual love, of unsullied holiness,
and uninterrupted happiness. Nay, this must be the
very object of dispensations like these, to summon the
mind to the contemplation of its superior good, and to
attraet the heart toward the center of every pure affec-
tion—the supreme object of love and adoration to every
holy being. Then let these things come in their time.
They come not by chance. Inspiration eloquently
teaches us that they “come not forth of the dust, nor
spring out of the ground.” It tells us that «Life is a .
vapor.” How many parents can attest it !
“She came and passed. Can we forget

How we, whose hearts had hailed her birth,

Ere four autumnal suns had set,

Consigned her to her Mother Earth!

Joys and their memory pass away,
But griefs are deeper plowed than they I’

Heaven will equalize all! The soul that breathes its

aspirations for such perfection can never receive amiss
what Heaven sends.

1X.
A Funeral in the Conntrp.

Tus is one of the necessities of mortal man. No day,
no hour is without its funeral. So common is it in the
experience of man, that he lets it pass, and thinks no
more of it. Especially does this heartlessness exist in

3
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the city. They are less careless and unthoughtful in
the country. Have you spent a summer in a New Eng-
land valley, along whose rich sides the tones of the Sab-
bath-bell are heard to reverberate at the church-going
hour? But why is the bell tolling suddenly on the ear
in the middle of the week, at an unusual hour of the
day, perhaps early in the morning, or at the going
down of the sun, as if matins or vespers were about to
be solemnized in the land of the Puritans? Ah! it is
not for the living, but for the dead. It does not imper-
atively call to prayers for the dead, but announces the
simple, solemn fact, that some one, perhaps known to
all—has died! But is it a tender child or a strong
man? Has blooming youth or hoary age fallen? Wait
a few moments, till the measured and melancholy stroke
shall cease. Now, after a solemn pause, while all ears
are attent, may be heard a number of strokes in rapid
succession. There may be six; there may be twenty ;
there may be forty, or seventy. If the first, childhood
has received its last earthly repose. If the second, a
. young person is no more. If the third, middle age is
soon to be shrouded for the grave. If the last, some old
inhabitant has at length completed the weary journey
of life. Thus the village bell gives notice that the vil-
lagers must prepare for a funeral. Could words or
forms speak like this to the living? -

The crowded city could not hear such an admonition.
And yet, amid all the business and bustle of the city,
every day some hearts are breaking. Maternal love is
weeping over the image of departed infancy. I say
image, for the infant’s mind—the soul—is not there.
Not colder, though more enduring, is the marble statue
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itself. Yet even to the lifeless statue of her child does
she cling with undying affection. And ere that lid,
which must close on us all, is fastened down, how many
warm kisses does she impress on the pale clay! To
say that I respect such an expression of maternal affec-
tion, would be stoical. I lowe to see it; not for the
agony of that parting moment, but for the beautiful de-
velopment of an affection of which God is the author,
and for the relief which it brings to a burdened heart—
the greater if tears can flow, impearling the cheek of
infancy. Yes, mother, restrain not the tenderness of a
heart which can only be relieved by opening its secret
and mysterious channels, and letting the tide of emo-
tion flow through them.

Nor, when the picture is reversed, does the scene less
strongly grasp the chords of sympathy in the heart. I
have seen the deep stillness of the funeral agitated by
the sobs of a motherless child, and heard him break
forth in the most natural exclamations of filial love, at
that moment so agonizing to bereaved survivors, when
the coffin that incloses the precious treasure sinks into
the grave. “I can’t go away—I can’t go away,” cried
a little girl erewhile, as the grave was receiving its
charge, and depriving her forever of her natural guard-
ian on earth. She could not leave the spot. *Let me
be buried with my mother,” repeatedly begged a little
boy, who could scarcely believe they would be so cruel
as to separate her from him, and never again permit
him to see that lovely face, and lay his head on that
fond bosom, the dearest to him on earth.

When I have witnessed these things—when I have
heard the artless, but heart-penetrating questions asked
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by children, while the mournful preparations for the
" funeral engaged the attention of these argus-eyed ob-
servers, I have been ready to exclaim, Oh Sin! what
hast thou done! Thou hast rudely, ruthlessly violated
the most sacred affections of humanity. Sighs and
groans are the aliment of thy life. The tears and trials
of the afflicted attend thy pathway through this wilder-
ness. No wonder that Divine inspiration personifies
thee as a remorseless tyrant, or that he who drank so
deeply of the spirit of the sacred muse, the poet of Par-
adise, the sublime painter of heaven’s joys and hell’s
terrors and tortures, should sketch such pictures of thee,
Oh Sin, which “ hath reigned unto death.” An angel
could not hold such a pencil. It must be the hand of
one who has himself sinned or been sinned against.
Thus has fallen man been compelled to write his own
history, and lay bare the anatomy of his own heart.
And his doom on earth is to witness funerals till his
own shall be attended, ¢ waiting all the days of his ap-
pointed time till his change come.”

As there never was a man who had a keener relish
for domestic life, with its “home-born delights,” than
Cowper, so none could describe them with superior
skill and beauty. He fondly loved his mother, as
none could doubt who ever read his poetry. How
did his imagination kindle when his cousin, Ann
B , presented him with a picture of his departed
mother!

“ My mother, when I learned that thou wast dead,

Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed {
* * * * * *

I heard the bell tolled on thy funeral day,
I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away ;




CONGRESSIONAL CEMETERY. 53

. And turning from my nursery window, drew
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu.
But was it such? It was. Where thou art gone,
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown.
May I but meet thee on that peaceful share, -
The partmg words shall pass my lips no more !
* * The record fair
That memory keeps of all thy kindness there,*
Still outlives many a storm, that has effaced
A thousand other themes less deeply traced:
Thy nightly visits to my chamber made,
That thou might’st know me safe and warmly laid.”

Thus image after image, simple and natural, and con-
tinually associated with home, is brought forth, the off-
spring of the memory and the imagination united, all
for a serious and valuable purpose. They seem copies
from nature rather than inventions of art, and to spring
from the heart rather than the fancy; nor did he pen a
line which, “dying, he could wish to blot.” At length
his own funeral was attended, and, reader, so will be
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Uongressional Temetern.

“Remember me—oh ! pass not thou my grave,
‘Without one thought whose relics there recline.
The only pang my bosom dare not brave,
‘Would be to find forgetfulness in thine.”

Ir all men do not aspire to an illustrious immor-
tality, all desire to be remembered, at least by a
* In the sanctuary of home.
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chosen few. The utter extinction of all thoughts in
regard to us may perhaps be considered the next bitter
thing to annihilation itself, on which few can reflect
with composure. When Byron wrote the lines quoted
above, which constitute a part of the exquisite song of
Medora in the Corsair, he obeyed the natural law of
impassioned feeling as a poet, and betrayed the natural
sense of immortality as & man, in direct contradiction
to sentiments that escaped him in those inauspicious
moments when the dark cloud of skepticism cast its
gloomy shadow over his genius. Then would he prate
of the “first dark day of nothingness,” as if he were not
ashamed of the creed of the atheist, who would blot the
sun from the moral sky, and bring back the reign of
ancient night; in fact, a scene of wild ruin and terrific
chaos, well described in his celebrated ¢ Dream.” Too
truly he delineates his own experience, when, in one of
those moods, he Writes :
: “+ .t <} have thought
: Too loug and darkly, till my" kraic became,

- In ite own eddy, boiling and o'exwrought,
A wﬁuhng gulf uf mf\msy and flame,”

But while we cannot subscribe to the doctrine of
Chateaubriand, that the existence of grave-yards, and
our veneration for tombs, are convincing arguments for
the truth of Christianity—a doctrine for which he was
indebted rather to the ardor of his imagination than to
the soundness of his reasoning powers—we own that
the influence emanating from the place of sepulture is
by no means small; that the solemn shades of the
burial-ground are congenial with a certain class of emc-
tions natural to the human breast, and that there are
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voices thence which speak in impressive tones, for they
seem to come from the very borders of the spirit-land.

It was in those mysterious regions that the genius of
Mrs. Hemans seemed most at home, and the passionate
tenderness of her heart breathed forth with melancholy
energy, as she recalled the dim and shadowy forms of
the past, or gazed with intensity of imagination into
the future. Hence the interest which some minds take
in consecrated grounds—in Glod’s acre—as the burial-
place has been sententiously termed. Of those who
have committed a friend to the last repose, there are
few indeed who have not a secret sympathy for the
spirit of the place. Hence the popularity of those
cemeteries which are increasing in the land. Hence
the interesting spectacle of the living visiting the dead
in such numbers. Hence the efforts of the genius of
sculpture to resist the extinguishing influences of Death,
~and to attempt monuments of triumph even on the
bosom of the grave. The name is happy—it is signifi-
cant. CEMETERY, or sleeping-place! Here is Greek
etymology and Greek philosophy—of the imagination,
for the Greeks were a romantic and imaginative people,
and invested all the forms of nature and art with ideal
life, or linked to them some beautiful image to stir and
delight the mind.

A visit to the Congressional burial-ground at Wash-
ington now constitutes a part of the gratification of
strangers coming to the capital. It is not, indeed, a
Westminster Abbey, but to an American, as an Amer-
ican, it is a more interesting spot, for there molder
the bones of some of our best and bravest.

The location is fine. It is near the banks of the

-
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Anacostia, some distance below the point where it
leaves the main channel of the Potomac, and commands
a lovely view of the circumjacent country. The pencil
of Wordsworth would eagerly catch the salient points
of this picture, and arrange them on the canvas with
striking effect. In the softer states of the atmosphere,
when the “ winds are pillowed on the waves,” the deep
bosom of the placid river may be seen to reflect the
features of the glowing landscape spread out on its
border. Still more enchanting is the aspect of the
southern sky, when, after the ‘“long sunny lapse of a
bright summer’s day,” the sun has descended to “ bathe
his fiery axle” in the western waters, leaving the tints
of his many-colored pictures on the face of the firma-
ment, and regaling the sense of beauty in man with
exquisite pleasure. This, too, is a sequestered place.
The spirit of solitude dwells here. In my various visits
to it, I have seldom seen any one there.

Better is the opportunity of conversing with the dead. '

‘What, then, is the meaning of that tall pyramidal monu-
ment of almost Parian marble, on which may be seen,
in bas-relief, the striking head of some American states-
man? It is among the first to meet the eye as you enter
these solitary walks and solemn shades. It covers the
remains of George Clinton, New York’s noble son, who,
in the infancy of the republic, sat in the chair of the
American Senate.

Near it is the monument of Massachusetts’ venerable
statesman, Elbridge Gerry, who occupied the same chair,
and who died on his way to the Senate-chamber to dis-
charge his official duties, saying, “If a man had but one
day to live, he should devote that to his country.” - They
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lived long and well for their generation and country, and
in death they are not divided. Time, whose chief pre-
rogative it is to wear out and destroy, seems to confirm
and hallow the immortality of such names.

A little further on, you will find the grave of the
accomplished Pinkney, the pride and boast of Mary-
land, who fell in a moment, as if pierced by some death-
winged weapon on the battle-field. He was all life,
elasticity, power, vivacity. The whole man, physical,
intellectual, moral, and imaginative, contributed to his
vehement and glowing eloquence, making him literally
an eloquent man. The deep fountain of enthusiasm was
in him, and it must pour itself forth, not alone in the
-presence of the popular or the deliberative assembly,
but before the judicial bench, where cool and quiet
argument would seem to be the only thing in demand.
Yet some men must be enthusiastic even in argument.
The grave has quenched all. That tongue is here turned
to dust. It is speechless. The wand of the enchanter,
broken by the hand of Death, is buried in this tomb.

Pass on, and behold the neighboring mound. More
than thirty years have the mortal remains of the accom-
plished Burrill, of Rhode Island, been moldering here.
An American Senator fills this niche in the subterranean
mansion. His budding fame was nipped by the frosty
hand of death, and his place given to another. Yonder
lies another Senator, but he shall be nameless, for he
fell a victim to the prime minister of Death—intemper-
ance. In vain did his kind-hearted physician warn
him of the fatal consequences of his continuing to
indulge in the inebriating cup. He looked upon it.
He beheld the fascinating sparkle. He saw the coiled

3*
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adder, as it lay at the bottom of that cup, and the tooth
of the serpent that lurked therein, and deliberately con-
sented to be stung and bitten even unto death. Nor is
this the only instance. Give tongues to many of the
graves around me, and what a wail of lamentation
would ascend from their depths into the ears of the
living—what warning voices would fill the air with
their mournful sounds !

Look at this grave on which the turf lies so com-
pactly. Who is its tenant? A singular man he was;
sometimes a legislator, spouting for his constituents;
anon, a general, issuing magniloquent proclamations on
the frontiers of his country, and depending for such
immortality as he possesses, rather on these than on
feats of arms; anon, retiring into theological studies,
and affecting to explain the most profound, mysterious,
and inexplicable book of the sacred canon, a task from
which the most learned theologians have shrunk in
despair. Ah! how many live and die without under-
standing either their gifts or their deficiencies!

Turning from this contemplation, the attention is
arrested by the white monument of a representative,
who suddenly expired in his place on the floor of the
House of Representatives in the midst of a conflict of
feeling—a very storm of emotion, raised by the breath
of calumny or of satire, too intolerable for his sensitive
nature. Thou art calm now! The sting of satire or of
slander cannot pierce the bosom of the grave. How
deep its slumber! How passionless its repose !

“ How peaceful and how powerful is the grave!”

« After life’s fitful fever,” man sleeps the sleep that

“knows no waking,” till the resurrection trumpet shall
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utter its voice through the earth, to be reverberated
from all the regions of death, to be obeyed with equal
alacrity by the prince and the peasant, the rich and
the poor, the learned and the illiterate, the bond and
the free, the righteous and the wicked. Then shall the
reign of retribution commence, and the age of masks
eternally cease. '

Here, too, lies another member, whose breadth of
intellect and of frame was conspicuous ; eminent in law
and in legislation, yet a slave to the alcoholic passion,
in the indulgence of which his strong mind was pros-
trated with his body, and to this premature ruin did he
come. Drop a tear, and go on.

Not far from him reposes one who in a dark night
walked off the wharf, and was drowned in the Potomac.
Truly, “it is not in man that walketh to direct his steps.”
As in man’s moral history it so often occurs, so in this
case, that one step was fatal and irretrievable.

Walk this way, and you will find the remains of
Gov. Trimble, of Ohio, which have been moldering here
some thirty-four years, while his State has been adding
hundreds of thousands to her population. Could he be
permitted to leave his cold rest, and revisit the theater
of his political life; could he now survey the great
‘West, how would he be astonished at the celerity, as
well as charmed with the dignity, with which the march
of empire westward has been maintained, while he has
slumbered in that spot! Of how little consequence is
the perpetuation of the life of one man in the estimate
of great interlinked events, and in the progress of king-
doms and republics! What miracles are wrought in
this country in a quarter of a century! How few of
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our flaming politicians will be remembered a little
while hence! .

But what broken shaft is that towering in the distance,
as you look toward the southwest? It is the marble
that commemorates the name and deeds of Brown, the
celebrated major-general, whose genius appeared at the
critical period of the war of 1812, to restore the failing
fortunes of the American arms, and reassure the sinking
courage of the land. How brilliant was the lustre that
encircled his name! Yet how little of it escapes the
edacious tomb! By sudden martial achievements he
rose to the head of the army. Deep now is the sleep of
the hero. No sound of the trumpet, no roll of the drum
can “ wake him to glory again.” More recent is the dust
of his compeer in arms and military successor—Macomb

—who achieved on the banks of the Saranac a name .

which posterity will not willingly let altogether die.
Let us now pass round to another point, and dwell a
moment on the memory of an eminent, I may say an
illustrious civilian, whose clay is beneath our feet. I
mean William Wirt, one of America’s noblest sons;
urbane as a gentleman ; kind and amiable as a friend ;
of the first order of intellect; endowed with an imagin-
ation captivating even to enchantment, yet on fitting
occasions restrained by a finished critical taste and
judgment; learned in the law, the delight of judges,
the admiration of advocates, and a tower of strength to
clients. Can it be that the noble form, which so often
stood in majesty before the supreme bench, lies here a
heap of dust? Is that countenance of manly beauty,
which glowed with the expression of blended. benevo-
lence, intelligence, and energy, now an unsightly ruin
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beneath this clod? The hand that traced those inimi-
table pictures in the British Spy, and painted in gor-
geous colors the burning eloquence of Henry, is it but a
crumbling skeleton ? Such is the lot of man; yet, while
talent can command respect, genius awaken admira-
tion, eloquence inspire enthusiasm, or the moral virtues
elicit the heartfelt tribute of praise, the memory of such
a man will endure, more imperishable than the tomb
which embraces his mortal remains, or the marble that
marks the spot where they repose.

Here, also, may be found the sailor’s grave, the quiet
port where he has cast his last earthly anchor, after the
storms and strifes of the sea are no more. Rodgers,
Tingey, Kennon, and others, each of whom went forth,
“the monarch of the peopled deck,” have struck their
flag to the common conqueror, and here lie his passive
prisoners. No more will the broad pennant, the symbol
of command, be for them hoisted over the gallant ship.
No more do they feel any interest in

“The armaments which thunder-strike the walls
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake,
And monarchs tremble in their capitals—
The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make
Their clay-creator the vain title take
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war|”

No, but other spirits arise to trace ambition’s dangerous
path, and find its termination in the hollow tomb. War
especially wakes up the bold, martial, and sanguinary -
passions of men, while it blunts the moral sensibilities,
and multiplies a hundred-fold the triumphs of death,
and the victories of the grave.

But what is this unique-looking monument, that amid
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the surrounding multitude seems an isolated object? It
covers the dust of Pushmataha, the Indian chief, who
died among the white men, far from his native forests
and sympathetic warriors. He was the white man’s
friend, and the white man honored him with an extra-
ordinary sepulchral ceremonial, and a handsome mon-
ument. To the darkened mind of this poar Indian, the
highest evidence of posthumous honor was to be saluted
with the thunder of the “big guns,” amid whose sub-
lime reverberations his soul would be wafted to those
islands of the blest, where the spirits of his fathers
wandered at large, enjoying the chase or the feast.
Here, then, lies the moldering Indian, a kind of repre-
sentative, amid this diversified throng, of that wild and
interesting race, that have been swept from the Atlantic
shores, and from the Alleghanian regions, by the resist-
less tide of civilization, sparing only those beautiful
names that will flow with our native streams to the
end of time, or cling to the everlasting mountains, as
they tower to meet the face of the sky, or.greet the first
rays of the gorgeous sun as he rises from his ocean-bed
to fill the earth with his glory. The Indian is gone..
Only romantic names and wild legends remain. The
race itself is entombed—some remnants excepted. But
the page of retributive justice has not yet been unfolded
to man. The tribunal of appeals—the final court of re-
view is yet to hold its sittings. To that court men are
daily assembling. The dead beneath me—the living
around me will all be there.

And here amid this row of vaults is the spacious
central tomb, that may be called the outer court of
Death, for the dead make their first entrance here. It
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was in this chamber they laid the lamented Harrison,
amid the solemn reverence and heartfelt grief of thou-
sands, who beheld the scene of the never-to-be-forgotten
April 8th, 1841. The banks of the Ohio have received
those precious relics, and a nation’s love guards them.
Again, I saw others of exalted, but less illustrious
rank and character, enter the same solemn portals,
attended by their living friends and compeers, who
would gladly have reanimated their dust; but, though
they might move nations and create empires, they conld
not reverse the dread law of Heaven, which annexes its
sanction of vrrevocable, as well as its appointment of vn-
evitable, to the last hour of our mortal life. Upshur,
Gilmer, Kennon, and Gardner, all entered in silence
that vestibule of the sepulchral mansion, and were laid

. to their dreamless rest.

The Egyptians, who believed that the soul dwelt with
the body in a state of repose, naturally sought by skillfal
and assiduous arts to preserve the latter, and, committing
the treasure to the catacomb or the pyramid, attempted,
not without a degree of success, to resist the progress
of time and the process of decay. Christianity teaches
a loftier sentiment—a more spiritual doctrine, when
she sublimely declares that Jesus Christ “abolished
death, and brought life and immortality to light in the
Gospel.”

In vain do we question the grave. The voice of
Revelation alone can satisfy the anxieties of the soul
touching its own destiny. He who, standing by the
tomb of a friend, said, “I am the resurrection and the
life,” can adequately assure us in reference to the re-
union of the dissevered body and spirit, and the exist-
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ence of man in the endless future. He alone can tell
us how those who have borne the image of the earthly
shall bear the image of the heavenly, and how a glory
can be shed even on these mortal ruins, such as Para-
dise itself never knew, from the hour when the justice
of Heaven hung in mid air above its gate the cherubic
sword of flame that guarded the tree of life from the
intrusion of wicked men and demons.

“The soul, of origin divine
God’s glorious image, freed from clay,
In heaven’s eternal sphere may shine
A star of day.

The sun is but a spark of fire,
A transient meteor in the sky ;
The soul, immortal as its sire,
Shall never die.”

XI.
@he Mead of the Princeton.

It was in the winter of 1844, when the ice had made
with unusual thickness in the Potomac, that, on a cold
day in the early part of February, the steamer Prince-
ton might have been seen pushing her way through the
frozen stream like a thing of life, and at length, having
passed Alexandria, coming to anchor at a point ahout
half way between that city and the U, S. Arsenal, situ-
ated near the eastern branch of the Potomac called the
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Anacostia River. Here she lay some days in quiet re-
pose, until the ice had so far loosened in the river as to
permit her to move with comfort and facility in the ele-
ment which she seemed proudly to adorn. Without
sails, with no apparent paddles, no visible motive
power, she glided up and down the stream, indifferent
to wind or tide, as if endowed with some vital princi-
ple within that defied the resistance of all ordinary ob-
stacles, nor even accepted aid from human hands. One
could hardly help imagining that had Darwix been lin-
gering along those shores and seen that sight, his soul
would have kindled into rapture with the conscious-
ness that the airy fancies of his prophetic muse had be-
come visible, palpable realities ; that the genius of the
philosopher and the artisan had crowned the dream of
the poet with its own regal immortality. For some
days the gay steamer disported herself in the bright
waters of the Potomac, now running down to Fort
‘Washington on the Maryland side, whose frowning bat-
tlements command the channel of the river some miles
below Alexandria; then descending to Mount Vernon,
to view the spot consecrated to the repose of the Father
of his Country ; discharging at times her enormous ord-
nance, whose thunders shook the surrounding forests
and reverberated in multiplied echoes from the distant
hills ; while occasionally the “Peacemaker” let fly a
ponderous ball that tore up the earth in its passage, or
rent in pieces the trees with a fearful crash, all demon-
strative of the inventive ability of man to convert the
inert materials around him into the elements of terror
and destruction, too soon, alas! to recoil with terrific
energy on himself.
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Occasionally the Princeton was visited by members
of Congress and other official characters ; also by visit-
ors to the capital, and by ladies, who constitute an im-
portant feature in Winter ¢ Life at Washington.” The
charm of their presence or their proximity is quite
necessary to the progress either of pleasure or of poli-
tics.

Captain Stockton was proud of his ship, confident
that he had invested her with a power which would
render her not only formidable, but irresistible, and
pleased to exhibit her fine proportions, her perfect in-
ternal arrangements, and in general that completeness
of appointment which rendered her an ornament to
the American navy and a dangerous antagonist to her
foes.

The beautiful and complex machinery which em-
braced the power of propulsion, though submerged and
accessible only by winding and difficult passages, was
the admiration of all who descended to view it. It was
an additional instance of the constantly augmenting
triumphs of art and genius; an evidence of the many
ramifications which by a law of mind and matter seem
to spring out of one grand principle of discovery.
There was the concentration of her muscular energies,
and there was the illustration of the subjection of mat-
ter to mind. But the great objects of observation were
those two monster guns on deck, in comparison with
which the other portions of her armament seemed like
a child’s playthings.

They seemed rather to be the weapons of giants than
the lawful and suitable instruments of beings no larger
than men. They seemed unmanageable by man’s puny
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arm. They were, moreover, significantly * christened”
— Oregon” and “ Peacemaker.” And if there was a
little of the brag in one name, and something of a con-
tradiction in terms in the other, it might even be par-
doned to the spirit of liberty and to “ Young America.”
Had the worthy captain given them such names as
Thunderer and Slaughterer, they might have been con-
sidered more true and appropriate. But de gustibus

On the 28th of February a select and numerous party
of ladies and gentlemen, by invitation of Captain Stock-
ton, embarked on board the steamer and proceeded
down the river, intending to make a joyous day of it.
And truly, all outward things seemed to conspire to
the production of such a result.

The poet might not inaptly have called it the ¢ bridal
of the earth and sky.” The sun shone out with superior
brilliancy. The soft blue of the empyrean was untaint-
ed with a cloud. The sparkling waters of the Potomac
seemed instinct with gladness. And * all went merry
as a marriage bell,” when the gay party, embracing
the elite of the Washington circles, were fairly installed
on board the noble steamer, that soon weighed anchor
and proceeded on her excursion. Among the company
were the President and his Cabinet—army and navy
officers—members of Congress—the ladies of many of
these, some in mature life, some in the fresher graces
of early womanhood ; many single ladies in ¢ beauty’s
vernal bloom ;” young and fair creatures, on whom life
a8 yet sat lightly as the ¢ breath of Summer on the
yielding wave ;” attended, of course, by gallant young
men, too happy to anticipate their lightest wants. The
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bluff person of a double-epauletted commodore might
be seen near the plainly dressed Secretary of a depart-
ment, with whom he was holding conversation, and the
slight form of the President easily making its way amid
a crowd of three hundred persons.

As the Princeton moved down the river, decorated

with & hundred flags of various sizes, the scene was ani-
mating beyond description. Passing Alexandria, she
went some distance down the Potomac, while the social
hours glided away almost unconsciously to the merry
company, all of whom forgot for a while the cares of
business and the perplexities of politics in the sunny
cheerfulness of that occasion. The leading minds of
the nation were there, but unbent from the “rigid
thoughts of State.” The manly, robust form of Upshur,
Secretary of State, was there. Time had cast its favor-
ite color over his somewhat thin locks, while it had
ripened the intellect within ; tke ‘ dome of thought, the
palace of the soul,” was massive in its structure, indi-
cating in its outlines the amplitude of the treasure it
guarded ; while the general expression of his counte-
nance was in keeping with the character of his mind,
which was of a high order, clear, strong, and practical.
A noble victim indeed going to the sacrifice! Who
knows what a day may bring forth ?
_ The Secretary of the Navy, Thomas W. Gilmer, for-
merly Governor of Virginia, was a man of lighter per-
son, a polished gentleman in his manners, distinguished
as much for the amenity of his disposition as for the in-
tegrity of his character. Mrs. Gilmer, his accomplished
lady, formed one of the party.

The Secretary of War, Judge Wilkins, distinguished
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by his silvery locks and coal-black dress enveloping a
tall and slender form, was also present.

In the progress of the afternoon, dinner having been
finished, and the wine having been circulated freely,
until-a considerable number of *“ dead men,” as an offi-
cer present called the empty bottles, had been pushed
aside, it was proposed that the big gun should be dis-
charged for the gratification of the company. The
Princeton was then in the vicinity of Fort Washington.
I need not describe the preparations, the progress, or
the catastrophe. It is sufficient to say that a scene of
horror and confusion ensued on the bursting of the gun,
to which no pen can do adequate justice. To revive
the recollection of the scene is quite undesirable. But
what a change came over the spirit of that festivity!
The gun had been charged with twenty-five pounds of
powder, to give momentum to a ball two hundred and
sixty-five pounds in weight. The roar of the ordnance
was heard far and wide, but little did we imagine the
wreck and wretchedness that followed the fatal experi-
ment. Sufficient time having elapsed to recover a little
from the confusion of the catastrophe, the Princeton re-
traced her melancholy way up the river, and at about
five o’clock in the afternoon anchored opposite Alexan-
dria. How different from her appearance when she
went down in the morning! She was a floating house
of mourning. All her gay pennons were struck, with
the solitary exception of a flag at half-mast, the symbol
of the triumphs of death in one short hour, or rather,
moment of time. Its folds drooped mournfully over
the dead, who were laid below, as decently as the ur-
gency of the occasion allowed, until suitable arrange-
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ments could be made for their removal. The counte-
nances of the survivors wore a deadly gloom. Itssolem-
nity was reflected in the sympathies of the spectators.
Directions were sent on shore for six coffins and
shrouds to be made that night for the victims of the
strange calamity. That night! The night of that beau-
tiful day, when a few hours before those now breathless
corpses were gayly walking the deck of the proud steam-
er! They were now sleeping their last, their dreamless
sleep. What is man? What a vapor is life! The rich
and the poor, the great and the obscure, then met in the
dark valley. Death was the lord of them all. When,
for the purpose of being conveyed to Washington, the
coffined bodies were on the next day transferred to the
Alexandria steamer, and arrayed in melancholy order,
the observant spectator silently ennmerated the names
of the dead—Upshur, Gilmer, Kennon, Maxcy, Gardi-
ner—how few could tell the name of the poor colored
servant of the President, above whom those distin-
guished men were so far exalted in life, but whose com-
panions they had now become in death! He could not
ascend to them, but they must descend to him. All died
alike. Oh Death! thou art a mighty leveler. Thy
polished shaft is as swift and sure for one man as for an-
other. Art cannot turn it aside. Greatness cannot over-
awe thee. Genius cannot rise above thee. Obscurity
cannot descend below thee. Wealth cannot bribe thee.
Valor cannot cope with thee. Beauty cannot disarm thee.

“The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power,
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave,
Await alike the inevitable hour:
The paths of glory lead but to the grave.”
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At one o’clock, all things Being ready, the steamer

_ Johnson, with the remains of the slain, in charge of a

committee of gentlemen from Washington, left the an-
chorage at Alexandria for the capital. The Princeton
now commenced firing minute-guns, the first time she
had broken silence since the horrible sounds of the pre-
vious day. The air was clear and brilliant; the sky
unsullied with a cloud. An unwonted stillness pervad-
ed the atmosphere. It was the last day of Winter, the
severity of whose reign was yielding to the influence of
approaching Spring. The last vestige of ice had disap-
peared from the Potomac, and her ¢ glad waters” rolled
in beauty to the sea, as when, on the day before, they
were freighted with the brave, the fair, and the great.
At each discharge of the minute-gun the smoke shot
high up in the atmosphere, exhibiting the most graceful
undulations, and occasionally forming a perfect wreath
that for some moments seemed suspended by some in-
visible hand. .
Meanwhile thousands stood in silence on the wharf at
Washington, awaiting the movements below. The first
information that the steamer had left her anchorage was
conveyed by the sound of the minute-guns as it swept
through the intervening seven miles with solemn dis-
tinctness. The general sadness appeared to increase as
her distance diminished, and when at length she arrived
at the wharf, presenting to the eyes of the multitude the
six coffins, for which as many hearses were in waiting,

.one universal feeling of sympathy took possession of the

breasts of the spectators. The tender tribute of a tear
might be seen on many a manly cheek, to say nothing
of the sharper sorrows which by this event had accumu-

’
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lated in private circles, overshadowing their brightest
happiness, and bringing the young and the fair into an
early communion with the associations of the sepulcher.
The cortege proceeded to the mansion of the President,
where it was arranged the bodies should repose until
the day of the funeral. The flag of the Union infolded
the coffins of the two Secretaries; the naval uniform,
hat, and sword of the commodore* designated his re-
mains.

It is not fitting to intrude on private grief, for it is of
the nature of affliction to shrink from observation.

The retirement of solitude is most congenial to true
sorrow. But feeling cannot always be repressed, and
as its manifestations are most natural in childhood, so
are they strong in proportion to the simplicity and ten-
derness of the young heart, which knows no disguise
and conceals no sorrow. Hence when, on the day of
the funeral, the little sons of the commodore entered the
East Room, and took their seats in the mourning circle,
it was under such a pressure of filial grief as could with
difficulty be restrained, and which awoke the sympa-
thies of all present, not unmixed with admiration for a
manly deportment quite beyond their years. 'What was
all the stately sorrow expressed in official pageantry
compared with the overflowings of those affectionate
hearts! Daughters were there, too, who hung in an
agony of grief over the mutilated, though invisible re-
mains of a father. .

The second of March was a mournful day. It was,
in some sense, a repetition of the scenes of April 8,
1841 when the last rites were paid to the deceased

* Kennon.
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Harrson amid manifestations of feeling, the recollec-
tion of which can never be obliterated from the minds
of those who beheld the funeral ceremonies.

There was—there could be on this occasion no such
depth of sorrow as was then discovered in the popular
heart. The two Secretaries had been but recently ele-
vated to their official dignities, and under circumstan-
ces that excited little interest either in the higher or
lower ranks of political life. They were excellent, ami-
able, and able men. As such thev were to be respected

while living, and lamented whe But they had
no broad grasp on the affection American peo-
ple. Still the pageant was a so affecting one,

and fitted to impress deeply the ruuus vi those who be-
held it. It was a funeral of public men high in office,
suddenly and violently slain by weapons of war intend-
ed only for injuring an enemy, and proudly trusted to
achieve unprecedented things in naval warfare.

Never was the wisdom of vain man more egregiously
at fault. Seldom have the violated laws of nature re-
coiled with a more mortifying energy on those who had
undertaken the management of the fearful elements of
destruction that are subject to those laws. We might
adopt the language of David in his lamentation over
Saul and Jonathan, as he beheld the wreck before him :
“How are the mighty fallen, and the weapons of war
perished !”

The scene in the East Room was imposing and im-
pressive. Congress being in session, and the Supreme
Court not having yet adjourned, there was an array of .
talent, station, and influence seldom concentrated into
the same space. The body of Virgil Maxcy, Esq., hav-

4
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ing been conveyed to his friends in Maryland for pri-
vate burial, and that of the colored boy also being pri-
vately buried, there remained four for whom the public
ceremonies were performed.

The line of the procession stretched the whole length
of the avenue, attracting the attention of all observers,
and reminding them how affectingly frail is the tenure
of human existence ; how very near the highest seats of
power may be to the scepter of the skeleton King, be-
neath which all must sooner or later bow in unquestion-
ing subjection. The display of the military—the im-
mense number of the funeral coaches—the furled and
craped standards—the sound of the muffled drums, and
all indeed that appertained to the scene, were appropri-
ate and congenial to the general feeling.

To quote from an eminent man, whose exalted genius,
sanctified as it was by the spirit of piety, commanded
the admiration of his country—I mean the Rev. Robert
Hall, the illustrious dissenting divine, who, in his cele-
brated sermon on the death of the Princess Charlotte
Augusta, the pride and expectation of England, speak-
ing of the mighty and noble of this world, says: ¢ Let
them remember that they must shortly be divested of
the brilliant appendages and splendid ornaments of rank
and station, and enter into a world where they are un-
known ; whither they will carry nothing but the essen-
tial elements of their being, impressed with those in-
delible characters which must sustain the scrutiny of
Omniscience. These artificial decorations, be it remem-
bered, are not, properly speaking, their own; the eld®
vation to which they belong is momentary ; and as the
merit of an actor is not estimated by the part which he
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performs, but solely by the truth and propriety of his
representation, and the peasant is often applauded
where the monareh is hissed, so when the great drama
of life is concluded, He who allots its scenes, and de-
termines its period, will take an account of his servants,
and assign to each his punishment or reward, in his
proper character.” Such is the policy of the moral
government of God, and to that should all, of whatever
rank, conform themselves. May this, our beloved re-
public, be hereafter as much distinguished for her ex-
emplary obedience to the laws of the Supreme Ruler,
as she has been heretofore by His divine protection in
times of imminent peril, and His exuberant mercies in
every period of her eventful history !

It only remains to add, that when the procession ar-
rived at the Congressional Burial Ground, the hearses
with their respective treasures, accompanied by the
clergy and the various members of the government of

- the United States, including the President and the sur-

viving members of his cabinet, passed the long lines of
Congressional monuments, and paused near the spacious
receiving tomb—dirges for the dead meanwhile filling
the air with solemn music—until all were laid in their
silent resting-place, and dust was left to mingle with its
kindred dust, till that day when, in the beautiful lan-
guage of inspiration, “this corruption shall put on in-

corruption, and this mortal shall put on imgportality I
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X1I. '
@he Funeral of Taplor.

Or that vast and varied scene recently spread before
us in this metropolis,* and laying so strong a grasp on
the public mind, different observers, while conscious
of being united in one great bond of sympathy, will
take incidentally different views, and be struck with
different features of that scene. A common funeral—
and the funerals of members of Congress have become
80 common as to awaken only a transient interest—
had ceased to act with the vigor of a powerful and
practical lesson on the public mind.

Death, the inevitable messenger, had frequently en-
tered Congress, especially the House of Represent-
atives, within a few past years, but, for more than
seven months of a most excited session, had withheld
his footsteps from that Hall, and selected more illus-
trious victims, confining his reprisals to a single State,
and that a peculiar one. But CarHoun and Ermore
had not long disappeared from the busy scene, ere the
providence of God struck at a still more conspicuous ob-
ject, and upder that stroke was extinguished the bright-
est star in"our political hemisphere! I had never ex-
pected in one life to attend more than one funeral of a
President in office. The remembrance of the augusé
sepulture of HarrmsoN—of the obsequies of a Presi-

* Washington,



THE FUNERAL OF TAYLOR. ™

dent, the first in the history of our country—could
never be obliterated from the mind. There was a
freshness, an originality, a moral power in the scene
never to be forgotten. They might besaid to impair the
influence even of {fe august scene of Saturday last, so -
close was the resemblance between them. It was like
a copy from an original. But then, too, on the other
hand, this repetition of a great providential event might
be said to deepen the impression on a thoughtful
mind, disposed to see the hand of God in it.

It was my privilege—denied to thousands of my fel-
low-citizens equally deserving it—to be assigned a seat
within the limits of the East Room, where, under the

“dark and mournful canopy, reposed the remains of the
illustrious Chief of the Republic—not in the center
of the room, as did the body of Harrison, but at a short
distance from its southern end, whose windows look
on the fair bosom of the Potomac. In that room was
a concentration of genius, talent, might of character,
weight of influence, moral power, almost oppressive to
the mind. Statesmen, counsellors, orators, warriors,
senators, judges, officers of high degree, embassadors °
from various nations, all assembled to do homage to
Him in whose hand is the breath of them all, and at
whose bidding, oNE, the most illustrious among them,
having yielded up his high trust, lay as low in death
as the humblest of his race, above which, in the course
of an eventful life, he had been so far elevated. Here
were the representatives of twenty millions of people.
I seemed to behold the epitome of the whole nation. I
saw men who had chained victory to their march, whe-
ther on the “ mountain wave,” or on the ensangunined
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plain, amid the shock of contending hosts. I beheld,
too, those who had restored, or preserved our peace
with nations, who had executed treaties, who had
directed the expansion of our territory, conducted the
affairs of State through dangerous ggises and threaten-
ing exigencies, who were even now struggling with
anxious hearts to maintain the peace, consolidate the
-union, and perpetuate the glory of their beloved coun-
try. And these men, but the other day engaged in
fierce debate against each other, were now mingling
their tears, and merging their differences around the
bier of their common leader, as AmEricANs. Here Pa-
triotism triumphed over Party ; party, whose poisoned
stream, being passed through the alembic of death, was
turned into the sweet waters of life, peace and friend-
ship. Or, to change the mode of speech, did he not
descend as a kind and gentle angel, to heal, while he
troubled the fountain of bitterness, and bid a nation
bathe in the renovated flood? There was Cass, the
great rival of the dead, who besought Senators to bury
all dissensions in his grave. Those Senators had unan-
imously chosen to their presiding chair the successor
of the Vice-President. Thus they came prepared to
drop the tear of sincerity on the urn of the departed,
for they were all the mourners of a true and revered
man. Fruimore sat at the foot of the coffin, ¢ full of
pregnant thoughts,” yet calm, and trustful in that
august Providence that had imposed on him such op-
pressive responsibilities. Near the southwestern cor-
ner of the room, in solemn repose, sat General Scorr,
who in that presence must needs have meditated on
the past, on their common perils and conflicts during
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a bloody war, and, after reaping the ripest laurels,
gfained, alas! with human gore, to find that they them-
selves must become the trophies of a sterner conqueror
than them all! The military and naval array was
exceedingly brilliant ; the proud, the noble and mar-
tial bearing of these officers, in full uniform, might
well fascinate a young and enthusiastic mind, while
the honors paid even to the dead would augment the
power of that fascination. A future President may
have been born amid the strong feelings and aspirations
of the scene and the assemblage. The spectator of
such a picture would feel his attention strongly drawn
to the persons of the members of the late Cabinet, who
sat on the right of the Vice-President. Three of them,
at least, are men of large stature and imposing aspect
—CrayroN, MEREDITH, and Ewine—with minds to cor-
respond. Yet they seemed to look more like massive
shadows than the men they were; to participate, though
living, in the loss of power with their venerated Chief
now deceased. In a moment Death had dissolved the
whole charm and prestige that surrounded these men
as members of a great Cabinet, while he could not
touch the imperial genius and inherent energies with-
in. Looking at them as politicians, one could hardly
refrain from considering them as oppressed with a
double affliction. Most of them were sincerely at-
tached to General Taylor.

Of the twenty pall-bearers, bald and gray heads
were, for the most part, the portion. One or two old
officers, and one or two venerable statesmen, tottered
with age. On the shoulders of Mr. Custis I perceived
the ancient Washington epaulette, which he has worn
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on great occasions for fifty years. Though less ample
than the modern mountings, it has covered illustrioyp
shoulders. Although the coffin of the President was
plain (but rich), there were some emblematic decora-
tions. Besides the tasselings, there was a silver min-
iature eagle adorning the head of the coffin, and one
on each side of its upper part. Rich broadcloth
covered the exterior mahogany case, in which was
placed the interior leaden coffin, this style being pre-
ferred by the family to the metallic case, Egyptian
shaped, so beautifully made in New York, and in one
of which was deposited the remains of Mr. Calhoun.
Nothing could be more natural than.the face of
the President. Every feature was fair, placid, and
expressive of the temper and attributes of the soul
that had fled from its perishable tenement, to mingle
with other spirits in the mysterious land. I looked,
returned to my seat, and went and looked again; I
wanted to linger and contemplate—while decay had
not yet begun to obliterate those noble lines of coun-
tenance—that reflection, that mirror of the soul, in
which could yet be seen the image of that honesty, that
patriotism, that simplicity, that magnanimity, which
were the salient, and the eminently salutary qualities of
the man. All confess them now, howeyer men in the heat
of passion may have disparaged and even calumniated
him, who never had a thought but to serve his country
to the best of his powers, and to the last of his life.
Never, perhaps, in the history of our country was there
so sudden a collapse of political excitement, never so per-
fect a softening down of the asperities of party feeling.

Colonel Taylor, who walked at the head of the
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mourners (none of the ladies of the family being pres-
ent), strikingly resembles his brother, though having
less broad features. He was calm, but it was the calm-
ness of deep feeling, for he had only one such brother
to lose. Richard, the son of the late President, un-
moved by the pomp and circumstance of a national
burial, labored with manly energy to suppress the grief,
which, awakened and sharpened by intense filial affec-
tion, would arise in his bosom. Colonel Bliss, who
possesses a countenance of uncommon amenity and
sweetness, indicating, too, in his moral constitution,
tender sensibilities, demeaned himself with great dig-
nity. How strong the ties that bind him to the mem-
ory, as they bound him to the person of his beloved
Chief! During the funeral service, which was per-
formed by the Rev. Messrs. Butler and Pyne, a choir
of singers poured their strains around the coffin of the
dead, enhancing the tenderness of the scene, and inti-
mating most impressively the immense superiority of
the spiritual and divine over the carnal, the visible, the
physical, with which our earthly humanity has so much
to do. The roll of the drum, the loud strains of the
martial trumpet, the clangor of cymbals, were not heard
within thatnow consecrated place. Nought of instrumen-
tal was heard but the soft, sweet music of a seraphina
near the coffin, whose notes well blended with living
voices, as they sang: “I heard a voice from heaven,
saying,” &c. The effect was greatly heightened by the
occasional sound of the distant minute gun, rendering
its tribute to the memory of the hero who lay on thgf
bier. There is to me something inexpressibly solemn
in that sound amid such associations.
4%
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I need not detail to you the ceremonies abroad. The
papers are filled with descriptions of them. But who
can help speaking of that war-horse, led after the hearse
by Sweetzman, the faithful Achates of the General in
his wars? The thousands of observers wanted at least
for the time to endow old Whitey with intelligence,
that he might be sensible of his loss. Was ever animal
placed in more interesting circumstances? What had
Bucephalus to relate that could surpass the achieve-
ments of this warrior animal? There was the saddle
of Palo Alto and Resaca, with its holsters and inverted
spurs, forever vacated by its rider. The cannon that
roared in the ears of Whitey was a familiar sound, and,
therefore, did not startle him ; the loud strains of the
martial bands animated rather than depressed him,
though of mournful tenor. We wished he were con-
scious of his situation, but there was the same restless
activity about him, which was common to him and
his master. The military display was extensive and
brilliant, giving us a kind of type of the immense and
invisible military power of this country, dormant, in-
deed, and so may it forever remain, as the elements of a
storm in repose. To my civil and unpracticed eye the
numerous companies of volunteers from this city and
surrounding cities, composing whole regiments, ap-
peared to march and perform their evolutions with an
exactness rivaling the U. S.regulars. The famous fatal
Light Artillery of Duncan, now commanded by Sedg-
wick, attracted much attention.

« At the tomb, the highest military honors were paid ;
and the form of the deceased President was committed
to its rest in the same place where, nine years ago, was
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deposited the body of Harrison. Of Cabinet officers
then present, might now be seen Messrs. Webster, Ew-
ing, and Badger. Here, surrounded by a multitude of
the distinguished dead, among them CrLiNToN, GERRY,
Brown, Macoms, Ropgers, Wirt, and others, not long
since figuring on the busy stage of public life, was our
Tayror laid to take his dreamless rest, that knows no
waking till the final day.
Of Brutus the poet has said :

“He died in giving
Rome liberty, but left a deathless lesson,
A name which is a virtue, and a soul,
‘Which multiplids itself through all time,
When wicked men wax mighty, and a State
Turns servile I”

May the death of our President, since his life could
not, be sanctified to our nation!
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XIII.
Summerfield, Nevins, Larned, and Cornelins.

It was in the winter of 1825, that, on a certain day,
I received an invitation from Rev. WiLLiaMm NEevins,
then pastor of the first Presbyterian Church in Balti-
more, to dine with him at the well-known white par-
sonage-house, adjoining the church. Arriving at the
house, I was agreeably surprised to meet with two emi-
nent ministers of the Methodist Episcopal Church, the
Rev. Samuer, MerwiN, then preacher in charge of the
Light Street Church, and the Rev. Jonn SuvaMERFIELD,
who was spending the winter in Baltimore. With these
gentlemen I had formed some previous acquaintance.
I was happy in this opportunity of perpetuating it.
The amiable wife of our host received us with that
Christian kindness of heart and easy grace of manner
which distinguished her even in a refined and polished
community, while her husband, evidently in the enjoy-
ment of a pleasant home, seemed to blend his own de-
sires with hers to make all around him happy. He
had been, I think, about five years pastor of the church,
and the excellent effects of his preaching and pastoral
labors were already visible, even in circumstances of
peculiar difficulty. Surrounded by parishioners of
wealth and leading influence, he had made such full and
gratifying proof of his ministry, that, young as he was,
no man had found occasion to despise his youth. Ile
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had magnified his office, where to maintain it was dif-
ficult and honorable. If an extraordinary luxuriance
of imagination was perceptible in his earlier pulpit
productions, it sprang out of the naturally rich mold
of a mind which, in its progressive action, developed a
vigor, the evidence of which was seen in the harmo-
nious exercise of all its powers. Between Nevins and
Summerfield there was a congeniality of sentiment and
feeling, in the depth of which all distinction of denomi-
natton was lost. They loved as brethren, and the
young Methodist was often seen in the pulpit of his
Presbyterian friend, who was never more pleased than
when he saw his aisles crowded with hearers standing to
listen to the simple and fascinating eloquence of the then
most popular preacher in this country. Men are natu-
rally inclined to imitate those whom they admire, espe-
cially if they are in the same line of life with the objects
of their admiration. But while the good judgment of
Nevins placed him above that temptation, it was evi-
dent that his style of preaching was in a measure modi-
fied by his communion with Summerfield. There was
such a sweet simplicity in the latter, both as to matter
and manner, as well in public as in private; his faults
were 8o few and faint, and his talents and virtues so
many and manifest, that a generous and admiring
spirit might be pardoned for the enthusiasm of its love
for one so lovely. Nor would it be a crime to copy
from so valuable an original. If there were scarcely
any faults to imitate, the danger would be still less.
But neither of these three men,all eminent in their
sphere, imitated the others. They, however, drank into
each other’s spirit, and profited by each other’s experi-
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ence. To mingle in conversation with such excellent
gervants of the Lord, to witness them exchanging
thoughts, to observe the influence of the doctrines which
they publicly taught on their private practice, was in-
deed a privilege enjoyed with ardor and remembered
with gratitude. The thought that those three brethren
are now before the throne, not looking through a glass
darkly, but seeing face to face—that they have prob-
ably met in heaven—while it throws a pensive mellow
light upon the earthly scene in the parsonage, exhilar-
ates our anticipation of the blessedness of heaven, and
admonishes us not to be slothful, but followers of
them who, through faith and patience, inherit the prom-
ises.

It seems difficult to realize that they are dead—all—
all. The whole picture of that interview is vivid to the
memory’s eye. Merwin, with his large and portly form
—his air of dignity—his soprano voice. Nevins, smaller
in size, but combining a look of stability and earnest-
ness, characteristic of the man: his dark, poetic eye re-
volving with brilliancy in its orb, the expression of the
eyes being more intense and peculiar from a cast in
one of them. Summerfield, slender in form, of a pallid
face—alas! too truly premonitory of what all but him-
self feared—an eye of changeable hue, inclining to be
languid from disease: of a mild, dark blue, when the
view was near, but at a distance, especially in the pul-
pit, turning still darker, so as to be called black. He
was cheerful, but it required some effort. Some anec-
dotes, in his usual inimitable style of narration, fell
from him, not only to amuse and interest, but to edify.
Once he ventured on a little humor, when relating a
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recent anecdote connected with himself and his brother
Merwin, in reference to an appointment to preach a
few miles in the country. Summerfield’s fame had
drawn together an immense crowd to the place where
notice had been given he would preach. . Not being
able to fulfill his appointment, he had engaged Mr.
Merwin to supply his place: a dangerous thing even
for a man of his power and eloquence to attempt, and
an instance of as bold and disinterested a regard to a
sense of duty as can any where be found. When Mer-
win appeared on the stand (it was in the open air) in
his ample bodily proportions, his very appearance
seemed to the mass, who supposed him to be Summer-
field, to be a fit representative of the greatness of his
mind. Nor could Merwin, with his animating, rousing
eloquence, have possibly fallen below the expectations of
his audience, had they never known that he was not Sum-
merfield. The latter, surveying their respective persons,
- of such antipodal dimensions, smiled at the absurdity of
the one being mistaken for the other, even by those who
knew neither. But the principal pleasure of this inter-
view arose from the fact of the evident and earnest
piety of those three men, now no more on earth. The
duties of the minister of Christ, the power of the Gos-
pel, the glory of the kingdom of Jesus, were among the
themes of social converse. At that time, Summerfield,
when able to preach, drew crowds to listen to the
divine word as expounded and enforced by him. He
had a sweet simplicity of manner, that charmed his
hearers, and did so gracefully interweave the language
of Scripture with the thread of his discourse, as to prove
that he was no stranger to the Book of Life. Equally
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manifest was the richness of his Christian experience.
But who could suppress the thought that his stay was
but transient among the living—that his staff was in
his hand—that, like the Israelite at the Passover, his
posture was a waiting one ;—he was about to depart for
the promised land ¢ This was in January. In the fol-
lowing June he took possession of his crown. Dr.
Nevins survived him a number of years, but died early.
And Mr. Merwin, I think, followed at no great distance
of time. They are gone! It is a great thing to die.
For a minister of God, O what an event! One of the
last breathings of Nevins’ heart was for the missionary
cause—for a perishing world. How happy must the
spirits of these holy men now be “ with Christ!” Be
it ours, dear brethren in the ministry, to aspire to
such an immortal life. ¢ They that be wise shall shine
as the brightness of the firmament, and they that
turn many to righteousness as the stars forever and
ever.”

Larned and Cornelius were kindred spirits : noble in
form, of commanding personal appearance : each had an
eye which, likea faithful mirror, reflected the inward soul.
They were formed for enterprise, for aggressive move-
ment. They were fitted for leaders, and being inspired
with love for dying men, desired to “spend and be
spent for the souls” of men. They were both filled
with admiration of the character and achievements of
Paul, and seemed to desire to drink deeply of his spir-
it. It is not strange they should be deeply interested
in each other. Cornelius preceded Larned on a South-
ern mission. Larned entered into his labors, with what
love, with what earnestness, with what eloquence, the
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Church knows. I have been favored with the perusal
of a letter written by Cornelius to his friend after he
had taken possession of that dangerous post at New
Orleans, where, in the prime of life and in the bloom
of his intellectual promise, he fell to rise no more in
this hemisphere, but we trust to shine in another with
the brightness of the firmament. This letter is the ef-
fusion of private friendship, and of course not intended
for the public eye—for that reason the more true, un-
studied, and open-hearted. It is dated at Salem, Octo-
ber 11, 1819, thirty-two years ago, yet how do its
thoughts breathe, its spirit kindle, its words burn, as
if they were now holding communion with us! He
addresses Larned as his “ dear and precious brother :”
dear to him as he saw the image of Christ in him, for
a8 “ unto us, who believe, he is precious,” so are all the
friends and servants of Christ.

“ My heart almost bleeds,” he writes, “to think how
you have been neglected by one who loves you, and
prays for you with an affection and an interest utterly
inexpressible. 'Why, then, you will ask with great
propriety, have I delayed so long to write you even a
line? My dear brother Larned, forgive me. I have
not shown, I acknowledge, the attention which you, as
the best of friends, had a right to expect while sojourn-
ing in a distant and sickly land. It would be impos-
sible to tell you the anxiety which I have habitually
felt for your welfare and success, and more especially
since we have received intelligence that once more the
pestilence has visited that section of the country in
which you are placed.
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“Dear brother, I have often involuntarily exclaimed,
28 he alewve #. Or, may God have called him from his
labors, and taken him to his everlasting rest! And
while I am writing, I know not where you are, nor un-
der what circumstances you may be placed. God Al-
mighty preserve you, my dear friend, is my unceasing
prayer. The Great Head of the Church knows how to
dispose of his ministers. He has made you what you
are, and when you have finished the work to which he
has appointed you, he will call you to your reward on
high. Will it afford you one comfort to know that you
have friends, who often remember you before God ?
Will it be any source of consolation, laboring as you
do far from ministerial brethren, and deprived of many
of the sweet enjoyments of Christian communion, to
know that in a weekly prayer-meeting held in this
place by the ministers, ¢ Brother Larned and his great
work’ is a chief subject of prayer? Then be assured, I
beseech you, notwithstanding his neglect in writing,
that your old friend Cornelius is, what he ever was,
yours, with unceasing and growing affection. I write
this short letter merely as an introduction to a longer
one, which I shall commence this week, and in which
I intend to make you acquainted with some of the
leading incidents of my course since I saw you last.
Meanwhile, let me acknowledge your short letter of
July last, and entreat you, if I may not have forfeited
already your friendship, that you will relieve the anx-
ious mind of one who is as true a friend in his heart
as you have on earth. Be careful of your health and
life. Rush not unnecessarily into danger, and ex-
pose not to the hazard of destruction a talent which,
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while you live, is one of the dearest hopes of the
Church. Ab imo pectore,*
“Yours,
. “Erias CorNELIUS.”

Such was the warm-hearted effusion of this devoted
servant of the Lord, who, though he survived his friend
many years, yet may be said to have died young.

X1V,
@he Shades of Monnt Dernon.

TaerE is a solemn grandeur in the scene, that instant-
ly impresses itself on the minds of all who visit it. If
you pass down the Potomac in a steamer, you behold
under a sort of fascination the lofty mansion of the Fa-
ther ofhis Country, crowning a height on the west side
of the river, and nothing can take off the gaze so long
as there is any thing visible. It is a splendid view in
summer or autumn, and is suggestive of great trains of
thought. Sometimes, while the eye is intently fixed on
the scene, and the mind is calling up the numerous as-
sociations of the place, suddenly the ear is greeted with
strains of solemn music—perhaps from a band on board
—s0 soft, so pure, so pensive, so perfectly congenial
with those emotions in which the soul is at the moment
luxuriating, that they seem to sound the lowest depths
of the inward man, and task the sensibilities to their
utmost capacity.

* From the bottom of my heart.



92 GLEANINGS AND GROUPINGS.

The tomb itself being invisible from the river, the
imagination is in a measure left to its own conjectures
and wonderings, both as to the precise spot where the
ashes of the illustrious dead repose; and as to the prob-
able effect that would be produced on the mind by
standing on that spot. We are sufficiently near, how-
ever, to be strongly affected with the genius loci; to
feel the energetic influences of that great example trans-
mitted by him who dwelt there, and who, though “ first
in war, first in peace, and first in the hearts of his coun-
trymen,” preferred the domestic felicity imbosomed in
that mansion to the splendors of the battlefield, the
civic honors of the State, or even the hearty applause
of his admiring countrymen.

In such solid and enduring virtues was the essence
of his chmracter laid, that we can conceive of no emer-
gency arising in the course of his earthly existence, no
phasis of his personal history, in which, with a genius,
a temper, and a talent like his, he would not have been
equal to any task within the limit of human achieve-
ment. The man, then, who lived in that house, and
who lies in yonder tomb, was the embodiment of pa-
triotism in its loftiest moods; of heroism in its noblest
developments ; of a serene and practical philosophy that
meditated the improvement of mankind, and instead of
wasting itself in the indulgence of evanescent visions,
seized at once the realities of things, and succeeded in
elevating the world’s standard of them.

Classic fable tells us of the statue of a god that fell
from heaven, and immediately became the object of de-
vout and enthusiastic worship. Heaven sent us the
living form of one who was greater than any of the dei-

BRI
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fied heroes of antiquity ; and if Patriotism had desired
a statue of itself, it would have found a model in the
person of Washington. But what are statues compared
with those ideas—of inherent grandeur—that possess
the mind with a sort of regal authority, claiming, like
heavenly truth, the homage of the human understand-
ing—ideas suggested by a view of the shades of Mount
Vernon!

The genius of Byron, while beholding with intense
perception the elements and achievements of departed
greatness, exclaims of these intellectual and civic archi-
tects : ~

“ A tomb is theirs on every page,
An epitaph on every tongue;
The present hours, the future age,
For them roll on, to them belong.”

And justly might he have individualized Washington
in those additional lines :
“Where shall they turn to mourn thee less?
When cease to hear thy cherished name ¢

Time cannot teach forgetfulness,
‘While grief’s full heart is fed by fame.”

We may suppose every variety of character passing
in the daily steamer the shades of Mount Vernon. The
statesman looks on that silent, solitary grove, where
sleeps the founder of the model republic, and says to
himself, Why need we a deaw 1mDEAL, when we have a
beau rEAL in yonder grove? The relics that there re-
cline in their majestic sleep, were animated by a more
truly imperial spirit than was ever enthroned in the
crowned heads of earth ; a spirit that reigned by divine
prerogative over subject minds; a spirit whose divine
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right is acknowledged by millions of free-born men,
whose regard for mere king-craft or priest-craft is as slen-
der as their estimation of an enlightened civil govern-
ment and their reverence for the sacred institutions of
God are profound ; a spirit that achieved and held its
sway, not by dint of the sword, but by a scepter, the
materials of which; like the symbol rods of our republic,
were bound together by the bands of his own peerless
judgment, and composed of qualities as true to every
crisis as they were sovereign and efficient in their oper-
ation. That is the way to rule men—if we must have
the term, which is ill fitted to republican institutions—
not by dungeons, towers, and inquisitions, State
trials, and star-chambers, but by giving them light,
liberty, free investigation, and self-government. Wash-
ington was, in his own person, and with all the might
of his mind, a model of self-government, as he should
be who would found a self-governing empire.

Amid all her magnificent bequests, Romecould never
endow the world with the idea of PoruLus IMPERATOR.
To realize that idea, Washington, with a grace and
grandeur unknown to an Alexander or Ceesar, refused
a kingly crown, and retired to the shades of Mount Ver-
non. Twice he left those shades in obedience to the
mandates of the sovereign people—reluctantly emeré—
ing from them, eagerly retreating into them. He con-
sidered himself the public servant of the popular sov-
ereignty. So is every President ; and so should he and
all governmental officers be regarded, with all due kind-
ness and respect to their persons and offices. Away,
then, with that phraseology so often heard in conversa-
tion and in the pulpit—*“Our rulers.” No! we, the
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people, are the rulers! Magistrates, senators, repre-
sentatives, judges, are the instruments of our sover-
eignty. But with us is the power, and a fearful trust

- it 1s.

The man of military aspirations or the laureled war-
rior passes Mount Vernon, and receives a lesson which
neither Charles V. nor even Cincinnatug could teach
him. ¢’Twere worth ambition” to be the lord of that
mansion, the hermit of those shades, or the tenant of
that sepulcher, like 'Washington. - But who ever came
even within the penumbra of that orb? Napoleon had
as deep a solitude, but mortification and remorse were
the ministering demons that haunted his exile and de-
nied him repose. 'What Napoleon hated, Washington
loved—retirement. The one could not, though he would,
have left that retirement to rush into the arena of strife,
tumult, and bloodshed. The other would not, though
he could, have left his retirement to be a kind of per-
petual dictator, the energy of whose moral power was
8o complete as to disdain the aid of physical force.
The stern and sanguinary maxim, ¢nfer arma silent le-
ges*, had no sway where his influence was felt. It was
his privilege and glory to reverse it: to be “first in
peace ;” to proclaim, Cedant arma toge.t His victories
in peace surpassed in brilliancy his victories in war.
Let military men ponder it, and be wise.

Next we may suppose the rorr gliding over the bo-
som of the Potomac, whose sparkling waters gently
bathe the shores of Mount Vernon, as if their very glad-
ness was restrained by the spirit of reverence for the

# In the midst of arms the laws are silent.
+ Let the military bow to the civil authority.
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place. He.might be charmed with the summer scenery
around him ; pleasing ideas would be awakened as he
contemplated the serenity of the sky, the flowing waters,
the silvan forests of Virginia, and the brilliant gardens-
of Mount Vernon, all undisturbed by the din and hum
of artificial life, but these would, not even to the most
excitable imagination, be the chief attractive features of
the place. The elements of natural beauty and sublimi-
ty are distributed through the wide world ; there is but
one Mount Vernon.

Let us suppose Coleridge, the philosophical poet, to
have made a pilgrimage, while yet a traveler on earth,
to the tomb of Washington. That imagination, which
took fire in the vale of Chamouny, as it gazed with
throbbing intensity on the Alpine glaciers above, and
blazed up to the throne of the Eternal with a more than
mortal brilliancy and grandeur, would have trembled
under the weight of its own inspirations, as in an ecsta-
sy of wonder and delight it approached the urn of Wash-
ington. The.voices of Nature, however rich their music
to his ear, would have been silent, while the hero spake,
or while the poet imagined all just and natural things
as connected with the vision before him. He would
dwell upon the majestic form of the entombed hero;
each regal feature, stamped by the hand of heaven on
that brow and face, would pass under his pencil; and
then the soul of patriotism that lived in him, and which
is not dead, but has entered other living forms, and may
this moment be vital in an Austrian prison, or an Ital-
ian dungeon, or even in the Siberian desert, would
quicken the strokes of that pencil: the sublimity of an
empire founded on an acknowledgment of the rights of
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man, and his ability to judge for himself, and to govern -
himself, attaching itself to the chief actor in the heroic
drama, and making him sublime beyond the lot of man,
would fill the imagination of the moral painter. Then,
if his eye glanced from the tomb to the mansion, he
would be struck with the fact how intensely that man
of might and moral sublimity relished the calm pleas-
ures of domestic life ; how triumphantly he came forth
out of a bloody contest, victorious over his foes, yet un-
scduced by the blandishments of military glory; how
safely he passed the severer crucible of the first peace
and prosperity of an inchoate State, and then hastened
to enjoy that for which he had proved himself eminently
qualified—the purity and dignity of private life. The
poet would not look to that faded and decaying mansion
for a specimen of elegant and impressive architecture,
but his imagination would dress it in fair and sober
colors, not inharmonious with the whole scene around.

Then there is the shrubbery which he planted in his
own garden, the lemon-trees which he set out, and
many beautiful forms and products of nature that began
to thrive under his agency. Emerge from the garden—
tread the grove—go forth into the midst of the cultivated
acres. You will perceive the “smell of a field which
the Lord hath blessed.” And the farmer in cultivating
that field was as systematic as the warrior in planning
a campaign, or the statesman in framing a constitution.

These, it must be confessed, are all impressive things;
topics of general and commanding interest to all who
sympathize with the hopes of humanity, and rejoice in
its elevation above inferior things. They are worthy to
be the sources of impulses to the noblest genius.

5
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I have often traversed these walks, circumambulating
the area of this august spot of earth, but it cannot, in
the usual sense of the word, become familiar. There
is something in the spirit of the place that repels famil-
sarity. The whole place seems a natural temple for
the exercise of VENERATION, and you wish to be a sols-
tary worshiper at that shrine. You want no one to
speak in your ear, “how glorious was Washington,”
any more than you wish to hear some external voice
praising the virtues of a dear friend over whose ashes
you stand weeping. The mind would be alone at this
tomb. It is even offended at the sight of an occasional
monument of a relative near the sepulcher of the illus-
trious dead, though by perfect right it is there, for it
knows that Washington is “ alone in his glory,” and as
a public man is viewed apart from all private relations.
So absorbed do we become in the contemplation of the
character of the man, that we forget all around us is
private property, even the tomb and the ashes it con-
tains. We consent that the sarcophagus of Martha
‘Washington should lie in equal apparent honor by the
side of that of the hero, because he loved, cherished, and
honored her in life ; in that life in which God made
them one, and in death they must not be divided.
Moreover, she was to him as a ministering angel in the
darkest period of the Revolution. But further than this
the arrangers of the dead could not go.

On his marble coffin is stamped the American Eagle
and the name—W asringToN. He needs no inscription.
Not words, but thoughts, are to honor him who set the
world on thinking. A man came from the borders of
Persia, one who had studied history, institutions, cus-

R
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toms, men; he had stood on the summit of Mount Ara-
rat, where the ark rested after the flood; on Mount
Sinai, whence the lightnings of Jehovah gleamed in
terror on the camp of Israel; he had visited various
spots of earth on which the deeds of men had conferred
immortality ; but never had he felt such emotions rush-
ing through him as when he drew near the tomb of
‘Washington, and stood in silent contemplation of the
wonders associated with his name. It seemed to him
that he had now reached the climax of human interest.

One is inclined to ask, What would be the words of
such a man as Chateaubriand on entering these shades ¢
Full of observation, of a warm imagination, and of a
mystic faith ; deeply sensible to the grand in nature,
the sublime in morals, and the heroic in every thing,
what would he say? With all his devotion to royalty,
he must say, This was a child of Providence ; a predes-
tined actor in a mighty drama that is arresting the at-
tention of the world. Boundless are the solitudes of
America! boundless the population that is destined to
fill them. His imagination kindled, his heart expanded,
when nearly “sixty years since” he beheld our “ West-
ern wilds,” and his eye ran along the mighty current of
the father of waters. DBut it was rather in admiration
of the natural features of the scenery, so far transcend-
ing the miniatures of Europe, than of the opening grand-
eur of the mighty republic, of which those features may
be said to be the splendid symbols. What might be
called the romance of Chateaubriand’s mind would be
reality here. Nor need his noble spirit have sacrificed
one iota of its loyalty, one link of that chain of affection
which bound him to the throne of the power he chose
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to serve, when it payed its just tribute to the memory of
him whom God raised up for the stupendons work which
he accomplished through him.

The French philosopher was a cordial believer in the
doctrine of an ever-active Providence. He might have
studied the sublime lessons presented to him amid the
shades of Mount Vernon. He professed to adore Christi-
anity. He earnestly studied its genius, if not its spirit-
uality. Here we have Christianity, not arrayed in gor-
geous apparel, but clothed in the robes of simplicity and
truth ; not seeking an external alliance with principali-
ties and powers, but aiming to rule the hearts of the
people ; not so much the object of romantic contempla-
tion, as the inward life of the intellect and the heart;
not an humble and dependent beneficiary of the treasury
of the State, but the dignified recipient of the voluntary
gifts of freeborn Christians. To all this the policy of
Washington tended. On such results was his heart
fixed, and while that mighty heart lies still and passion-
less in its urn, millions are throbbing with the impulses
it imparted to them. And with every revolving year
grows stronger the attraction that draws minds from
the ends of the earth to the SmapEs or MounT VERNON.

“Though years elapse,
They but augment the deep and sweeping thoughts
Which overpower all others, and conduct,
The world at last to freedom.”



THE LAST DAY OF SUMMER. 101

XV,
@he Last Man of Gnmmer,

August 31, 1850,

Tuis day closes the summer of 1850. If the seasons
have a voice to speak, then those for whose benefit
they were created should have an ear to hear. There
is a spirit in them which communes with the spirit of
man. There is a divine philosophy in them fitted to
engage the purest intellect; a beauty, a wisdom, a
secret power, testifying that-they are of God. The life
of man is called a season, because its periods bear an
analogy to those of the rev