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ELIJAH'S INTERVIEW,

RICaZPIFLL.

Qod notin the Whirkoidd—nor in the Thunder—nor in

the Flame, but in th  Stil small coice.

On Horeb'a rock the propbet stood—
The Lord before him pagsed ,

A burricane in 2ngr¥ mood
Swept by him swrong and fost,

The forest fell before 1ts foreo ,

The rocks were shivered in s conrse ;
God was not in the blast.

Twas but tho whirlwind of his breath,

Annouacing danger, vireck, and death.

It ceased. The air grew mute- a clood
Came muffing up the sun ;

When, through the mountain, deop and loud,
An carthquake thundered on

The frighted eagle sprang in sir,

The wolf ron howling from his leir :—
God was not in the storm.

"Twas but the rolling of his car,

The trempling of his steeds from =far,.

'Twas still agaim—aad natare stood
And eslmed her raified framo ;

When swift from Heaven s Sery fiood
To oarth devouring came,

Down 10 the dapth the ocoza fed,—

Tho sickening sanlook'd wa=a and dead.
Yot God fllod not the fame.

"Twas bat the terros of his cyo

That lghtenod throngh the troubled sky.

Atlast o voice all still and small,
Rooe swestly on tho ear,

Yat rose 00 shrill end clear, that all
In Heaven snd ocrth might beer,

1t apoke of peace it spakce of love,
It apoke as angels speak above,
And God himself was there.
For ch 1 1t wes a fatner's voico,
That bade the trembling heart rejoica.
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DEATH OF DUROC.

Napoleon’s greatest misfortune, that which he felt ;
deepest, was the death ot lus friend Dutoc. As he
made a last effort to bieak the enemy’s ranks and rode
apzin to the advanced posts tp direct the movements of
his army, one of his estort was atrnek dead by his
side. Turning ts Duroe, be said, “Duroc, fate 1s de. |
termined to have one of us to-day.”’ Soon after, as he i
was riding with his suite 1o a rapid trotajong the road, |
a cannon bali smule a tree beside him. The cloud of |
dnst their rapid movements raised behind them, pre- !
vented 2 {tom knowing at first who was struck.— |
But when it was told him tha: Kirgeuer waskilled and |
Duroc wounded, he dismounted, and gazeu long and |
siernly on the battery from which the shot had be'n
fired; then turned towards the cottage irnt. whrch the |
wounded marshal had been carried,

Duroc was grand marshal of the palace, 2nd a bosom !
friend of the emperor. Of a notle and generous char- |
acter, of unshaken integnity and patriotism, and firm !
23 steel in the hour of darger, he was beloved by all
who knew him. There was a gentlesess about him
and purity of feeling the life of 2 camp could never
destroy.  Napoleon loved him——for threugh all the |
changes of his tumultuous life he had ever found his |
affections and truth the same—and it was with an
anxious heart and a sad countenance he entered the |
lowly cottage where he lay. Hiseyes were filled with ;
tears as he asked if there was any hope.  When told |
there was none, he advanced to his bedsiie without |
saying & word. The dying marshal seized hrm by the |
band, and said. “ My whole life has been consecrated |
to your gervice, and now my only regret 1s, thetl can |
rerve you no longer, or be uscful 1o you.” ¢ Duroc !,
replied Napoleon with a voice choxed with gnief, !
‘“ there 1s ancther life—there you wil await me and
we shall meet there agmin.”  “ Ye« sir " replied the !
famnung sufferer, ¢ but thrty years shall pass away. :
when you have triumphed over our enemics, and real- |
1zed all the hopes of our country. 1 have endesvored |
to be an honest man; 1 have nothing with which to
reproach myselt.”” He then added with 3 faltening
voice. I have a daughter ;—your majesty wiil be a:
father to her.” Napoleon grasped hus Tight hand, and |
sitting down at the bedside, leaning his head on

hiz left hand, remaiaed with closed eyes a quarter of an ; arose and feli 1n prolonged cdgoes!
bour 1n profeund smlence.  Duroc first spoke. Seeing | swept in fainting czdences o
how deeply Bonapa:te was moved, he exclumed, | wartior—-but still Napolcon mov

“Abl siricave me; this spectacle pains vou!™ The ¢
stncken Emperor tose, and leaning on the arms of his

equerty and Marchal Sault, left the apartmant. saying, |

in heari-breaking tones, a3 he went, ¢ Farewell, then,
my friend !

The hot pursuit he had directed o moment bafore
was forgotten—victory, trophies, prisoners and all,
sunk into utter wovthlessness, and as at the battie of
Aspern, when Lonoes swas brought s him mortally
wounded, he forgot even his army, and the great intere
ests at stake. He ordered his tent to be pitched near
the cottage in which his friend was dying, and enter
ing 1t, passed the t;idgh! in inconsolable grief. The Im-
perial Guard formed their protecting squeres, as usuzl,
around him and the fierce tumult of battle gave way to
one of the most touching scenes ir history. Twilight
waa deepening over the field, and the heavy tread of
the ranks going to their bivouscs, the low rumbling of
thecrtillery wagens in the distance, and all the sube
daed yet confused sounds of a mighty host about sink-
ing to repose, rose on the evening air, imparting stilt
greater solemnity to the hour. Napoleon, with his
grey great-coat wrapped about him, his elbows vn hig
huees, and his forchead reasting on his hands, set apart
from all, buried in the profoundest melancholy. iy
most intumate friends dare not approach him, and his
favorite officers sted in groups at a distance, gazing
anxiously and sadly on that silent tent. But immensa
vonsequerces hung on the movements of next morning
—a pdwertul enemy was near, with their army yet un-
broken—and they 2t length ventured to epproach and
ask fororders. But the broken-hearted only shook his
head, exclaiming, «*Everything to-morrow ' and still
kept his mourntul attstude.  Oh, how overwhelming
was the grief that could master that stern heart! The
magnificent spectacle of the day that bad passed, the

| glorious victory that he had won, were rememberad

no more, and he saw only his dying friends befor> am,
No sobs escaped him, but silent and motionless he sat,
his pailid face buried in his hands, and his noble heart
wrung witk agony. Darkaess drew her curtain over
the scene,and the stars came out one after ancther up
on the sky, and, at length, the moon rose above the
hilis, bathing in her soft beams the tented host, hils
the flames from burning villages in the distance shed &
lurid light through the gloom—and all was sad, moarne
ful, yet sublime. There was the dark cotiage, with
the sentinels 2t the door, in which Duroc lay dying,
and there, too, was the volirary tent of Nepoleon, and
within, the bowed form of the Emperor. Around

at a distar.ce, stood the squares of the Oid Guard, an
nearer by. a silent group of chieftains, and aver all lay
the moonhght.  Those Y)ravc soldiers, filled with grief
to see their beloved chief b e down with such sor

row, stood for 2 long time silent and tearful.  Atlength
to break the mournful silence, and fo@rpsesg the sym-
pathy they mught not speak, t s strutliup 2 re-

h m‘ :b" 017 strains
?Svg‘lhi; 868, end

<f the fainting
. Thkey then
changed the measnre to & trivmdant stin, and thg
thrilhag trumpets breathed Rk theif “most joyfal
notes, till the heavens rung with the melody. ~Sach

quiem for the dying marshal.
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