
434, TE LAST ENEMY.

nnd Mohiauirnedisrn, «%vere first ruade
known throtighl thie various Caucassian
branches. The race lias îlot'only licou
oliosen, in the providence of God, as
tho fittest for rleceivitig alld dissemn-ja-
ting Ilis eternal truthis, but it lias also

iVe rise to ail aller yreligions ereeds
ivihl rest on a moral and pliiloso-
plieni liais. It lias doveloped govern-
nient, laws, arts, sciences, languages,
litenature, ]las discovered and suliju-
gated the latent forces of nature, lins
gene often beyond the enrtlî, and inca-
sured the stars in their courses, and
ouuly pnused on thme lirinkz of tlîat awful
ilnfiuiity vihieli is the Veil eovening tlio
couuitenancc of God.

T11E LAST ENEMY.

Deatli i.s the disturben of every
mnan's felicity; an ugly shadovi that
darkens the brightest noon; a frost
that defies swaddling elotlis and the
giow of sunsmen. It is the great hon-
non of eveny faney, tlie great agony of
overy beart. A pltiless, pursuing,
-tireless and un-sated hungeror, vihose
-rnaw expands as it féeds, and -wbose
thirst grovis ivith the rush of tlie
founitain that sînkes it. A discord shuf-
Iliuug bctwecii ahl our harmonies; a
cloud blnek and «banieful in the sky; a
wind bitter and foerce over the waters;
atluick> slimy înist ini the air, and a

sand-waste on the eartli, wlîerever vie
turui. No subinission for bribe, n-o
flattery nor ovation, no prayer nor
thireatening can avcrt i. ie knows
nlo time, no cercmony, no fecar and no
nentirse. Thîe king and thme beggar,
the riCli and the poor, the iyrant and
thie slave, bave bis favor alike. Sleep-
ers on velvet c-ashions, in dungeons,
and upon thç rack,lclaxnmor the roli-cali
of death. Ho caries a Ian-tom, vihose
taper wick is fed by the liglit of souls
struggling- throu ghi pale faces toward
eternity.- He is in thie air, in the eartb,
in the sea, on the gleas of thie swvord,
an-d in the foam that spnrkies the
rimb of the viine-eup!1 The viinged
Mcrcury.pf aIl cgleprous distilmenits1l
-poison, murden, plague and famine.
The extinction of races is his inheri-
'tance, the wfil of the world bis niusie,
if-i agony luis banquet. Ho bas bis
pastine strangling infants, idiots,
dwarf and grou n mon, but bis holidays

are held on battie-fields, inmascrs
and lie deliglits in inquisitions, he-nda-
inen's blocks, and fandangoos under
the gallows.

licath is the genius of gravoyards,
the god of ivorms. Hoe snatches the
king froni bis crown, thec victor front
bis wreatli, the judge from lis ernîine,
and the bisliop froni bis mnitre. The
hearth is made desolate by him, and
the altar reft of its worshipers. Loyers,
parents and childrcn, and friends are
parted at bis nod. Even the poor
miser, wlio ha s pilicd and sufféred a
lifetini, hoe robs from his gold. There,
is nio expectancy lic wvil1 îîot cut off,
no bonour lie leaves undisputed, no
seal unbroken. He envies cven the
fool tlie carniage, of bis careass. Yet
deatli lias some good points. Ris in-
discrinîinacy is not without menit.
He takes the whip from the tyrant,
and the cliain fromn the oppressed. Rec
relieves the beggar of his rags, the
suffener of bis pain, and the weeper of
bis grief. Re opens dungeon doors,
breaks down prison %valls, and lets the
captive go free. Hie is the avenger of
innocence, the protector of woak,-ness,
and the rebuker of injustice. Ho
teachies the peasant the truc value of
]lis fields, the morchant of lus goods,
the money-lender of bis gold. Hie
riglits the wirong, wipes out the dis-
tinctions of blood, and proves the
cquality of mon.

fleath is a sterling Democrat, -a
loveler, -%vithout stint or mensUre, and
witbal a rigliteous, impartial, and un-
flincliîng judgc. ie stands byto 'ward
off dishonor, the lasb, and ail worse
infirmities and inflictions than bîm-
self. Whule lie is a tyrant, ho is also
a drudge and a slave. WVe can force
our burdens upon him, and ho cannot
escape. Ho is bound to serve the
beggftr asvieil as the prire. Hoecan-
n-ut cboose a xnoment's leisure, but
round and round, with vian cbeeks,
pursues bis task, thc pack-borse of
mankind. Ho feels n-o fenocity, for
hoe bias no iwill-commits no atrocity,
becauso be is a tool. Ris office is
negative, bis tenm boundcd, bis end
annih-ilation. Death is n-o grimi
gaunit fiend. Ho saves as many buds
as lio bliglits flowors, and hoe doos
cithon fnomn obedience rathen than in-
stinct. Wby sbould wo fear him more
than any othen servant of-God?
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