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lms ever be proud tu flght for and under so
lisous a device!
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For the <'MNonthly Rtecord."
THiE WAILNING.

)jidnight was round thiq world o! ours,
Darkly its shadow swept,

Atnd sleep, deatlî's ros)' linirnic, cloue
Its watch and warder kept,

Save where within a curtained room,
The lamip burned faint and low,

And weeping watchiers vigil held
To meet a coming foe.

Low on unquiet bed of pain
-A streng young formn wais laid;

But helffles; now beneath the strife
Tlîat niortal combat ina<Ie.

Fresh fromn youtlî's -lad lîîxurious day,
Life's tinsel dreanis untried,

The idol of a mothcr's lîeart,
A father's hope and pride.

The only son-home's earlie3t light-
The goal of ail its trust,

There helpless la>' before the touch
That mingles dust with dust.

Strong humaîi aid, and watchful mkii,
There met with potent speil,

Wn «e the mightiest ot them ail,
Watched o'er the sufferer weil.

Tet, ail in vain-the heur had corne,
To vuench life's flickeriing.spark,

The 'windows of the spirit with
Mortalit>' were dark,

lAnd fâinter came eacli quivering breath,
Forth from thc failing hcart,

While pallid watehers weeping stood,
To see the soul depart.

Then o'er the threshold came a *tep,
Unseen, but feit b>' .41I,

And in tbe nidîuight bush of earth
They heard the sunirnons MIL!

Tha' dread mystericus waraing rung,
Upon the awe Struck, tar,

lAnd then the rush of spirit wings,
Spok>. the destroyer near.

Within that stili and darkened room,
A viewl1css prescaîce trod,

And through the silence et the night,
À seul, wcnt up te Codi.

Forth frem this worlit of sin and pain,
0f suffcring and of death,

So genti>' that we knew inot when,
Went eut the partin; breaila.

And there he la>', a flîoveless form,
Pallia and cold anîd .ali!l,

Where erst the lite Iînd beeza se warm,
Se strong the fier>' mill,

LIke seaweed drifted on the shore,
Amid the tempest's sp)ray,

Bo broken, and %u desolat,t
In de&th's cold grasp h.e lay.

Tiien what avaiîed the burning tears,
The quenchless lava tide,

That feul frnm breaking parent hearta,
That dead voeung form beside,

The clasping cf thcîse poor pale bande,
''Te hurîini Icisses pressed,

Upon the hrow wheîî dceath liad conne,
Witli ici' lips te rest ?

Oh weak and frai! hiumanity,
flcw dowîîii i dust thyipride,

11'hetiezilledlb>' scenies,l ie thia with deatk
'nu' trc*asures te divide.

Thou*caits't iot hiold eue liîîk thine ow*,
In lîuniaii life's frail chain,

Thy love and lufe ulika go down,
'ro dust retura again.

lalifax, M. J. 1.

1>ATTEKSON'S ILIE OF TISE ZXV. Dit. 1MAC-
GREGOIt.

There is ne description of writing more iit-
teresting and instructive than biography. It
opens up the iner life cf the gri-at, lets in
the light upon their thoughts, and occasion-
aIl>' exhibits to the world the working of that
intellectual machiner>' which elevated theïa
te their dizzy height, aîud made them the
wonder and 'admiration cf mankind. Yet,
even with the miost ample materials, te write
a good biography mnust bc ne easy task, for
even new, arnidst thousands submnitted to the
judgment of the world, we could almost count
upon, our fingers the number really aucces-
f4l. Some great writer lias said that were
ail the profane bocks in the world te ho
burnied vp, and one alone spared, hie would
wisiî that one to be l>lutarch's Lives. Thia
is certain!>' eue of the few great successes by
an ancient author; and when ive add TacituW
Lfe' of Agricola, we tîearly complute the Riat.
lVhat penetration anîd grasli cf intellect are
in thuis work! Wli-at puu'ity and 8trengtb of
diction! Whiat vIigramnatic setnteîîtiousneu
cf expression! 'l'le fewv words which he pulli
iii the mouth cf Galgacus before the battIt of
Mens Gram pins would alinost of themselves
have scured ýimmertalit)' for the work. Re-
fcrring te the Roixn iuvaders, he nuakes this
patriotic chaief say-,' iqfierre, *rucidare, ra-
pere (alsîs nomdiifis, &*#mpc;rium ; aique, «Ub
sol ilieduacm f«ciut.t lewcett adpdlcznt." "14Tht>'
make a solitude aud cali it peace." Wha a
strikilg pictin'e of the real character of miii-
tnT>' conque.si 1 u more muodern trnes John-.
soi has heeuu fortutiate iii Boswell, Nelsoit
iu Southey'; but how mnan>' cf our greatqs
and gýraudest men have missed the securing

ofa good bingr;tîpher! WVe look ini vain for
oine for Slîakspere orN Milttun, for Cliathaun or
Blurke, for WVellington or Peel. These great
mcii must rest content to let their worka
speak for thein, for they have yet found ne
one Who> bas corne up wortlài!y te the taak.
If iben, it is difficuit to write a lite which bas
become a landmark tu the worid, fertile iti


