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Fhe first choice fell to the lot of Villeneuve, who,
Placing his hand on the weapons, endeavoured to
choose the heaviest; but he who is to stand such a
dreadful hazard as the one proposed, must be more
than a man of courage, if in such a moment he is
tool enough to discriminate between weights to
which a single small bullet gives the proponderance.
lie fixed upon the one he thought the heaviest, and

the other was given to Talbot. They took their
respective grounds, and so close that the muzzle of
each man's pistol touched his adversary. Talbot
expressed himself as ready to die as ta commit the
'nurder, but there was no alternative : he himself
had proposed the mode of fighting, and the ungener-
ous precaution taken by his adversary gave him a
little more of the murderous intention than his
Otherwise truly English feeling could have permitted.
Mcn face some dreadful sights, but few have scen
the parallel to this ; ncither is it to b thought by
Y readers as the mere effusion of an imaginary

brain. The duel in question actually took place,
and if the names were changed, every particular
Would be true. Dreadful must it have been for the
friends of each ; the certain knowledge that one must
fall-the excitement, the agitation, the hope, the
expectation, almost placed the bystanders in as great
an apprehension as the principals. When both were
Placed on the ground, the seconds of each advanced,
and took a last farewell. Talbot shook his friend's
hand with an earnest trepidation: he merely whis-
Pered a few words, and, wvith a faint smile and
fainter accent, said ' Good bye.' Villeneuve ap-
Peared as unconcerned as if ho were a casual spec-
tator : he spoke quick and rapidly ; nodded to one or
twvo of the company, more as a recognition than as
4 Parting; and had taken leave of his second before
Talbot bad ended his low whisper. The words
given were merely ' Are you ready 'I then, ' Fire !
"Oth pistolis went off on the second, and both men
tell. Villeneuve only turned upon his side, and almosi
instantaneously died. Talbot was lifted immediate.
1Y ;the closenesss of the pistol at the discharge had
kfocked him down, and his face was a little injured
by the powder ; but his worst feeling was that o
disgust, when he saw his fallen enemy dead at hii
feet. The whirl of the brain left him reasonless foi
sore moments, and he fixed his excited eyes upor
the corpse; be was hurried from the spot in a dread
fui state, and many months elapsed before he wai
perfectly restored to bealth, or even reason. Theri
lay Villeneuve, the sworn foe to all Englishmen
having met the fate of almost all professed ddellists
le died with a smile of contempt upon his coun

tenance. One of his companions threw his cloa
over the corpse ; many looked on in silence. Ther
Was not a word spoken ; the stillness of death ha
etended itself to the spectators, who one by on
retired with cautious footsteps, as if fearing t

aeken the slumbers of hin who had gone to his Ion

account, and who had lek behind him a memory so
tarnished that friendship would gladly forget it, and
had made the enmity he bore to our countrymen a

kind of entailed curse upon his survivors.

THE IMDIAVWS MORM11G SOMG.

GOn of the sun, of light and day,
Hail O Gon ! to Thee we pray!

GOD of wood, of lake and river,
Gon ! the everlasting ever!
larken to the Indian's song,

And let cach tribe the notes prolong.

GoD Of lave, and GoD of svonder,
GOD of lightning and of thunder:
GoD Of tempest, starms and torrents,
0f faaming fails and rapid currents,
0f the fell and fierce tornado-
GOD withaut a form. or shadaw :
Gan thc red-man's friend and father,
Before Thee let us quickly gather,
Chief and vassal, sire and son
Maid and mother-see 1 the sun
Bises god-like, broad and fulgent,
And bespeaks our Gon indulgent;
Then bow the head, and bend the knee
And praise Him, frest of the froce

Spirit of each rock and mauntain-
0f wind and ran,- of flood and fountain;
GOD of the Arch wbose boundless spant
Ensures eternal hope ta mani;
Gan of the sky, the cioud and air,
Hearken ta the red-man's prayer

GOn of the fishes of yon lake-
0f birds and beasts in wold and brake-
0f cattie on a thousand bis,
And fiowerets watered by thy nuIs;
With nature's rich and ample store,
Blesa the wigwamr's humble door.

r GOD) of peace, and GOD Of War-
GOD of yonder marning star,

r Shield ! O shield ! the Indian's life
Midst the battle's gary strife;
And where'er hie dares ta, raam,
Safe conduct him ta his home:
Harmiess, midst each woad and wiid,
In peace protect bis wife and child.

* GOD of endless time and space,
k Long befriend thse red-mmnls race;
e Guard him. froim thse white-man's chains-

aI The white-man's tortures, wiles and pains
e GoD of gads ; and'GaOD of day,
o Thus we praise, and thus we pray!

n. D. C.


