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degree ln 1842, with a first-elass classics, and a second in matliematies.
He at first întonded to go to the Bar, but after a short study with;
duit view, lie turned his attention to the Church, and was ordained.
In 1814 lie was presented te the living of IEverslev in Hamipshire,
whiere lie bad prcviously beezî Curate, and te whiclî his allèctions as
well as his duties bave alivays remained attachied. There, iii his
nxoorland districts, lie was lirst brouglit into syînilpatli%- witlî the poor,
and his froquént relations witli thîe working classes gubsequently. xay
be attributed largoly tu tiat sympatlîy se acquired. Hie was aflerward
appointed te a canonry in Chiester Catbedral, and aise wvas niade enpe
cf' the Cliaplains in Ordinary te tlie Queen and the Prince of' WValoi,
and Professer cf Modern History iii the University cf Camnbridge. But
it is by bis-works tlrnt lie wiIl ?be chiefly rememhered. His recent
visit to this cuntry largely increased the nuinher cf lils li-iends here,
but a kindly feeling toward him on the part cf the Aniercaiî people
was long before experienced, on account cf his earnest exertions in
hehaif of the labouring poor. Ris sympathies iii their beliaif may
have been aroused very early iii life, but they were certainly stimul-
ated at Eversley, and again bv the writi ngs cf Horace Mavliew in
the London new-papers. As a Churcbiman, lie belonged to tie Bread
Cburch Party, of wbich Dean Stanley is a prenhinent ligit ; and, as
a novelist and a p cet, lie may bc judged accoî'ding te thîe est iiate of
l)us respective judgcs, but as as a friend te thle peor awn 1 le oppressed
his dlaims te admiration cannot be gainsaid. 0f luis books, the best
known is, perbaps, IlAlton Locke," which wvas wvritten especially te
advance bis faivorite cause. But throughiout his whlucl life 'the
impulse was at wcrk. is literarv- labeurs îui'dtuccd besides,
IlTwen ty-flve Village Serinons," Ilthe Saints' Tmagedv," a dmama
iii verse ; IlThe Message cf the Churclu te Labcring Men "*; IlYeast,
a Prcblem "; "Pbaeton, or Loose Tlîougbts for Leese Tlîinkers",
:Hypathia," "Alexandria and Hem Schcols," "Westward Ho!"
"Glaucus," "The Heroes," IlTwo Years Âge," "lTbe Water

Babies,," IlAndromeda and Other Poems," besides a large number
cf poems, sermons, lectures and essayg, and nuan%. contributions te
the serials, especially- F-azer's Magazine.

Mr. Kingsley was married in 1844, the saine year tlîat, lie i'eceived
lîely orders, te a daughter cf Pascoe Grenfoll. wlio was foi' manv
years member cf Parliament for Truro and Great Maî'low. His death
at the yearly age cf flfty-five will be regretted everywhiei'e, for his
works and labors arc kncwn wlierever the Englishi language is
speken, but it will bt especially deplored in England, wlhere be 'won
universal respect, and more particularly by tlîe poor, *~lie have lest
an earnest faithful, and powerful friend.-N. Y. Tiîuues.

(Fromn Blackaoood'. Magazine.)
lVo were fighting for Don Carlos-the cause cf God and Spain.
As in days cf Don Polayo the mountain 'gainst the plain.
The Republie uat triumnphiat on Don iPelayo's throno;
And brave among the bravest, old La Concha led them, on.
We Iild our proud position on Monte Muro's -height .
And aIl around Abarzuza their movements wero in siglit.
lie climhed the village steeple, and bado the assault begin,
And they rushed-up liko a tempeit, our vantage post to win:
Civalry and footmen, up the rugged mounitain, track,
They kept their stoady pregrese, and net a man looked back.
Thon we poured from, our intronchments, like a rain-swelled

[river course;
And thoy stood against the torrent, like the dam tb.at stems its

.. [force.That living dam was yielding, their strength Ivas giving way,-
Then ho hurried down exolaming, "I die or win to day 1
My horso, my herse, htontero 1 I and drew bis trusty brand,-

i foot was in the stirrup, but the sword fell from bis hand.
A shot cf ours had struck him right on his gallant breast ;
It struok as strikes the lightning an old oak»s honoured crest.
Ho fol'- bié bright oye darkened, as the sun's light in edipse.
With Ilbeath frora the Guerillas!1" and IlGod's mercy!" on his

*[lips.But time 'vas none for thinking; our advance ivas near the force,
And quick as light Montero placed the old man on his herse:
And leaping up behind, him, and elasping him round tight
Pllunged spurs up te the rowels and darted off in flight.
0111 glorious more than vict'ry that flight, whon as a shield,
The gallant young Montero bore his ohieftain from the field!
His back a mark for bullets, but none-were shot, I ween;
Or, if shot, thoy were avorted by our Lady, Ileaven's Queen.

But men are men, and press on, like hounds upo te chase;
And on we spurrod, and over o'ertook him in th=ae;
IBut the three or four that.followed hima turn'd round ; we stood

And along the broken path stili Montero held his way t. by
Now and thon hoe stumbled, but, flrm with word and rein.
H1e cheered up the brown charger, and all was speed again.
Hie knew, the good steod knew it, the race was for the life
0f the dear and noble master, sore wounded in the strife.
lé No quarter," ivas the watchword, IlGive quarter," had been

Chis;
Few mon were wve, and desp'rate, butwie neyer though4of this!" )
They drew rein in Abarzuza, and from the panting herse
Tenderly they lower'd him-was it life still, or a corse?
Ho broath'd but a few seconds, hoe press'd Montero's hand;
And evory eyo was moisten'd for our hearta woro all unmanned.
A priest quick did bis office, iiis sins were ail forgiven;
St. Manuel pass hlm quickly through purgat'ry te heaven!1
Slowly wo rotreated; but wl4le this was going on,
Their rout had been accomplîshed, and the bloody day was won.
B~ut the glory not with us, b ut Montero must remain,IAnd we grudge it not our foemen-thoy, toc, are sons cf Spain;
Nor nover since tho Cid's day@, Ruy Diaz cf Bivar
Did knight or squire win honour by a nobler deeci cf war!
We are brothers, we are brothers; oh!1 when will discord cease!1
St. Michael, give us vict'ry!1 St. Mary, give us peace!1

Tiie Somug of Steaun.

The followving fine pcem, by George W. Cutter, cf Covington,
Ky, Blacku'ood lias pronouniccd "the best lyric cf the century:

ilarness me down.with your iron bands,
Be sure cf your curb and rein,

For I scorn the strength cf your puny hands
As a tempest scorns a chain.

lIow I laughed as I lay concealed frcm siglit
For many a countless heur,

At the childish boasts cf human might,
And the pride cf huinan power.

When I saw an army upon the land,
A navy upon the seas

Creeping aleng, a enail-like band
Or waiting a way ward breeze;

When I saw the peasant reel
With the toil that ho faintly bore>

As lue turned at the tardy wheel,
Or toiled at the weary oar:

Whon 1 measured the panting courser's speed,
The flight cf the carrier deve

As they bore a law a king docreed,
Or the linos cf impatient love,

I could but think how the werld would feel
As these were outàtripped afar,

When I should be bound te the rushing keel
Or chained te the fly'ing car!1

Ha! hla!1 lia!l They found me at last.,
They invited me forth at lengtb,

And I rushed te my throne with a thunder blauL,
And'laughied in my iron strongth

Oh!1 thon ye saw a wcndorous change
On the earth and ocean wvide,

Wliere new my flery armles range,
Nor wait for wind nor tide.

hlurrahi !*hur'rah 1 the water's o'er,
The mounitain steep decline ;

Timae-spac.-- have yielded te My Pcwr
The world!1 the world is mine 1

The rivers the sun bath earliest bleet,
Or those where his beams decline;

Thîe giant streams cf the qucenly West,
or the Orient floocts divine,
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