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deaperate state of theii patients, wonld not suifer tiemî
to berensoved out of the monm vhcre they fouglit, but
liad bed inediately Convoyed to it, on viclh they lay
înanuy bous in, a state of issibility, Whcn they
caine to thcmsclvcs, and saw dr they were, Paeck,
in a feeble voice said to his companion, Il Ceed, I thiink

wc arc thé conquerors, for 'e have kOpt tie field of

battle." Foi a long time tlicir lives wer0 despaired of,
but, to thistonishment of every One, tley both re-
coverei. Whien tliegyavere able te sen company, Mathew
and bis friend attenced thens daily,. and a close intisnacy
afrterwards cnsued, IS tLey fouid thei nen of pirobity,
ntd of the best disp)ositioi, except in thus extravagant
idea of duelling, of whiei, houwever, tley were now per-
fectly etred."

P o e I's Uo r n e

THE LAST' MAN.

AIl wordly shapes shall unelt ln gîooe,
The Suin hiiiiiself imust die,

Be fore this mortal shahl assunile
Ils linmortality

I saw a vis on in ny sleep,
That gave muy spirit strengtho weep

Adoin the tle gilf of tien
I saw thea last of humsu moiiid
That shall Creatini's deathi beliold,

As Adam sawt' ler phi linie

Tie Sun's eye lad a sickly glare,
The Earth vith age was wan

The skeletons of nations were
Around that lonely inan!

Some hlqd expired in fight,-the brants
StîlI rasted in their bony hands;

1In plague and famine some 1
Eaith's cities had no sound ner tread
And ships wvere drifting w«ith tIse dead

To shores wlicte all was duimb

Yel, pîo;et-like, that lon one stood,
With dauintless words and high,

That shcok lthe sere leaves from the wooI
Aus if a storn pass'l bîy,

Saying, We are twins in death, proud Sun'
Thy face is col, thy race is run,

iTis; Mutercy bids tlie go;
For tIhou ten thousand thousand years
iHast seeî the tide of human tears,

That shal no longer flow.

WVhat though Ienealhi lhce marn put forth
Hlis p

6 mps, his pride, his skili;
And arts that made ire, flood, and earth

The vassals of his will?--
Yet mourn i nlot thly parted sway,
Thour dim discrowned king of day

For ail those trophied arts
And triumphs that beneath thee sprang,
HeoalPd not a passion or a pang

Entaih'd on human hearts.

Go, let oblivion's cu:tain fail
Upon the stage of muen

Nor with thy risîng beams recat

Life's tragedy. again:
!ts pitou.s pageants bring not back,
Nor waken Ilesh, upon the rack

Off paîn2 aile to %viith e
Slret h'ii sense's shapes abhorr'd,
Or mown il battle by the sword,

Like grass beneath the sythe.

Ev'n I arn weary in yen skes
To watch thy fading ire ;

Test of ail sumles agonies,
.3eiold not me expre.

Miy lips thàt 'speakc thy, dirgeor.delith-
Thoir ropded gaspand :trglin. brealh

To soe thon shaIt not oast.
Tha eclipse of Nature spreads my pall,-
TIe majesty of Darkness shall

Receive ny parting ghost

This spirit shall return to lim,
Who gave its heavenly siirk;

Yet think not, Sui; iLshall be dira
WhMien thon thyself art daik

No ! it shal live again, and shince
li bless uînknown to bonms of thtine, ^

Bly lin vho recall'd te breath,
Who captive led captivity,
Wliho robb'd tle grave of ¯Victory,-

And toolc the sting flon Death !

Go, Sun, while Mercy holds me up
On Nature's awful vaste

To drink tiis last and bi(ter cup,
Of grief that iain shall tante-

Go, tell the niglit that hides thy face,
Thou saw'st tie ast of Adam's race,

On Earth's sepulchil elod,
Tlhe dnrkeniig univrsoee defy
To quench his ImmoitaliIy,

Or shake his trust ii God !

THE TENT1LOQUIST.

A Few years ago, lowards the dusk of the evening, r
stranger was leisurely pursuing his way towards a hittli
tavern, 'tuatCd at tIhe foot of : msountain, ln oe of the wes-
tern states of Aneilcs. A little li advance of him, a negro,
rcturning from the plough wassinging tie favourite Ethiopian
melody,

' Goîinîe dtow u llinbone alley,
Long time ago l'

Tie stranger hiai led him-1 Mllo ! uncle, you onowlisll ?'
i Sali ?' sad the blacky, holding in lis ihories.
iIs liat the hulf-way house aheald yonder?'
< No, sali, dat M1assa Billy Lemnl's lotel.'

hlotel! eli! Billy Lermond il
C Yes, sali, yoiu kno'w massa Billy ? he used te live at hie

mouf ofCeder Creek ; lie dont nove now thoug-he keepa.
a monsls nice houS9 now, 1 tell you.'

clndeed '
C Yes, sali yon stop dah dis chening, I spec; ail spectable

gemplei:en put up dare. Yeu chaw backah, massa ?'
Yes, Sambo ; here is somte real cavendish for you.'
Tankee, massa-tankee, sah-Quash muy naie.'
Quash, eh ?'

'Yes; sali, at your service. Oh il grunled out hie le-
lighted African, ' dis is nice ; lie beer dan de Green Riber;
tankee, sah-taikee.'

i Well, Quash, what kind ofperson ls Mr. Lemnond I'
I Oh, he nice man-nonsus nee man ; empetain gemple-

men in fust style, and I take care av de herses. I 'blongs Lo


