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X'ou inay kceep thiern from ail knoivledge-
Leave the mmnd ini darkiness deep;

Buit of' every ivasted talent,
\VilI the seven sealed volume speak.

\'c Who bou't of iob1er natures
Higlier powvers of iniity thouglt-

XVondrous are the great achievements
Dy youir skill and science ivrotught.

Ye can pierce the trackless oceaiî
Withi your wvondrous lightning pen

Citi youir wvisnloin fot (bscover
Mens to serve these fellowv-mcni?

It would carn yon nobler glory-
Tt %vould live beyond the grave-

Cotald ve tcach, ail earth thc lesson
To unicarn the nime ofslave.

DYING, WORDS OF OBLEB1z'£TE1 PBRSONS.

-NO. Vt-' IT IS WL.-WSINTN

INOT on the stormiy battle field, ivitli armour on his brcast,
lus watchivord 'Liberty and truth '-' Frecdom' luhs slining crest-
Not, in the Sonate halls hie reared, amid the brave and good,
Contending for Iiis Counitry's; riglit-the wvarrior statesman stood!,

No! on his dying bcd lie lay, life's sands were ebbing fast,
Dcatli was the foc that faced hlm now-the darkest and the last;
The arm that parricd skillfully the foemnan's vengeful blow,
The mind so nervcd for dangcr's hour-these naught availcd hlm now.

For ighYltier stili than armed train on battle's deadly field,
Was lic Who soughit the victor's couchi and forccd his soul to yield;
And W~ASHINGTON resistless lay before that conqueror's powcer,
Yet wlhat iniglit minmory have broughit to cloud thiat dying khour ?

Perchance no pallid face wvas there to speak of ,Indre's doom,
No scenes, blood stained or rnerciless, rose through remorseful gloom,
t xnay bc that the liero mnused. upon his patriot croivn,

And thoughit of ail the laurel wcvalth tluat must with dcath lie down.

Perchance prophectic powver ivas given to that calmn hour of death,
To sec a grateful nation crown bis tomb wvitiu dcathless wvreath;
And handing as an hcir-looni dloiv to, vast postcrity,
The hiallowed meniory of him ivlio made their country free.

Or bcttcr still, it may have been that; ail earth's pomps iverc past,
And humble hope and lowly faith wat ched round hlm at 'dic last;
Whoc'er the spirits may have been no human thought, can tell,
Save that luis soul breatlied out and dicd triumphant-'Ilt is well P


