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for the body that would already have its tomb; for, oh I
how fast man' mind traces out all the dread colours of
death's picture, only those who have beon near the grim
original can tell. But, thanks b to God, I arrivedwithin.
call of my own door, whero, holp being at hand, the
wolves were dispersed, and I was saved.

SONG OF THE TYPES.
IN a dismnal garret and dingy town,

Wlere the Rhine's blue waves arc flowing,
Old Guttenberg conjured iny spirit doi,

And oct My footsteps going.
But I burst on the world like the norning's sin,

And t lighted its inidnight hoary :
And though iny long journcy lias just bogun,
> I have flooded the globe witfi glory i
I have tor down the castles of crime and sin,

I hâve opened the dungeons of sorrov,
I have lot the glad radiance of freedomi in,

And scatteret the logions of horror.

I have broen the fetters that shackied the mind,
Restored it its strength and beaity;

And taugit the proud princes that rule mankind
The lessons that power is dutyl

I have rescuied from prison the tuman sul,
And opened'its inner portal,

Till it spurns indignant all hunan control,
And soars in its fliglit imnortal 1

In the realn of science I scatter liglit;
Te the poor man hope in his hovel ;

Fer never again shall the world in niglit,
In darkness, and slavery grovel.

Lt no scholar despair, no warrior quail,
Oblivion's scythe is rotten;

For no more shall the words of wisdoin fail,
No the hero's deeds bc forgotten.

The mninstrel's strings shal net break again,
And love shall be ever vernal,


