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with us that the following poeta is musical in its
versification, and poetical ip i sentiment—Ep.
| For the Leisare Hour.

The Evening Star.
1

' um-c.-d.,mnwm
%m'cu - ii:rl
‘.‘.“ the unclouded * realms of light "
'Hulpned M;l.lile ﬂ!lﬁﬂ;
¥ nily.
~ The dreaming world below
Then flown awny to 's
[ ¢

ving
Methinks, some bright, anearthly gem
Fell !":a- his Minh’dhdcn. i

For when he winged bis flight afar
Thro' the enchanted sir, _

A light remained j=The Evening Star

. Bhone forth serenely there.

¥

s |

"Tis thus the great—the good depart
And leave a beacon light,

To cheer the pilgrim's drm;::"t:g heart
And guide his feet ariy

Hence we revere—the Sage—the Seer
. Of every age and clime ;
goldea goms still sparkle here

Upon the strand of time !

L
et meeeglil-
EXTRACTS FROM THE
Address of the Hon. Edward Everett,
OBLIVERND DEFORE THE NEW YORK S8TATE AGRICUL-
TURAL BOCIETY, OCTOBER 9, 1857,

o_gmv_m.'
“A eelebrated skepiical philosopher of the
last contury—the historian Hume—thought to

demolish the credibility of the Christian Revela-
tion, by the concise argument : * It is contrary
to experience that & miragle should be true,

but not contrary 1o experience that testimony
shoula be falge.” |
Ty .. = .-y % * »

Did this philosopher ever contemplate the
landscape at Lhe ¢close of the year, when seeds
and graing, and froits have ripened, and stalks
have withered, and leaves liave fullen, and
winter hus forced her icy even into the
roaring jiws of Niagara,and sheeted half a con-
timent in ‘her glitiering shrood, and all this
teeming vegetation and organized life are locked
in cold and marble obstruetion; and, after week
upon weck, and month upan month have swept,
with sleet, and chilly ruin, and howling storm,
over the earth and riveted | their crvstal bolts
upon the door of nature’s sepulcher; when the
«im at length begins to wlicel-_ln higher circles
through the sky, and softer winds to breathe
over melting snows, did he ever behold the

* long-hidden earth at length appear, and roon
the timid grass peep forth, and anon the autom-
nal wheat bagin 1o paiat the field, and velvet
leaflets 10 burst from purple buds, throughout
the roviving forest; and then the mel'ow soil to
open it fruitful bosom to every grain and seed
dropped from the planter's hand, buricd but to
spring up agein, clothed with a new, mysteri-
ous befng ; and then, as more fervid suns inflame
the sir, and softer showers divtil from the
clotds, and gentler dews, siring their pearls on
twig and tendril, did he ever watch the ripen-
ing grain and fruit, pendent from stalk, snd
vine, and tree ; the meadot, the field, the pas
ture, the grove, each after his kind arrayed in
myviad-tinted garments, instinct with circulat.
ﬂl:_ﬂu millions of counted leaves on a

tree, each of which is a system whose
exquivite complioation puts to shame the
shrewdest cunning of the human hand; every
planted seed and grain, which had been loaned
1o the earth, compounding its pious usury thirty,
sixty, a hundred fold—all sly adapted
to the sastenance of ‘nature—the bread of
& hungry world ; here a tilled cornfield, whose
yellow blades are nodding with the food of

man ; there an unplanted rness—the great
Father's farm—where he “who hears the
raven's ¢ry ™ has enlti with hig own hand,
his mereiful crop of be and nuts, and

_ and seeds, for the hurpbler families of
mmo-—dn sulemn elephant, the
lﬂﬁo'“l‘!ihﬂllo bianch, in the
_j‘o}“&.lt&ﬂh—.hﬁunaﬂthh—hu

he see it grery year, and and day-—does
this stmoaphere , lhe greatest
-

of all, whose smallest fiber and faintest

pulsation is as mnch a my. a8 the blazing
glories of Orion's ¥l does be still main-
R'ti miracle is conirary to experience!
and if he does, let him go, in the
" name of Heaven, and say itis contrary to
that the sugust Power which turns

i

| to give a picturesque effect to the landseape.

| strongly characterize, the poets of the earlier

| mony ask “ why is this?” The question is one

-

rmwwhidlﬁmo great artists have de-
picted a rural scette. But nature has forms and
proportions beyond the painter's skill; her
divine pencil touches the landsespe with living
li.llllﬂﬁdmu,mmninghduhhpllet
mh&umm'mhmmn&ﬂy
charm the eye, or gratify the taste, than a
toble farm? It stands upon the southern slope,
gradually rising with variegated ascent from the
pluin, sheltered from the north-western winds
by woody heights, broken here and there with
moss-covered. boulders, which impart variety
and strength to the outlive. The native forest

farm, but & suitable portion, earefully tended,
remains in wood for economical purposes, and

The eye ranges round three fourths of the
horizon over a fertile expanse—bright with the
cheerful waters of a rippling stre.m, 4 gener-
ous river, or a gleaming lake ; dotted with ham-
lets, each with its modest spire; and, if the
farm lies in the vicinity of the coast, a distant
glimpse from the Ligh grounds, of the mysteri-
ous, evcriasting sea, completes the prospect. Tt
i situated off the high road, but near enough
to the village to be easily accessiblé to the
church, the school-house, the post-office, the
railtoad, s sociable neighbor, or a: travelling
friend. It consists in due proportion of pasture
and tillage, meadow and wood'and, ficld and
garden. A substantial dwelling, with every
thing for convenience, and nothing for ambi-
tion—with the fitting appendages of stable, and
barn, and corn-barn, and other farm buiidings,
ot forgetting & spring-house, with a living
fountain of water—occupies npon a gravely
knoll, & position well chosen to command the
whole estate. A few acres on the front, and
on the sides of the dwelling, set apart to gratify
the eye with the choicer forms of rural beauty,
are adorned with a stately avenue, with ncble
solitary trees, with graceful clumps, shady
walks, a velvet lawn, 8 brook murmiuring over
n pebbly bed, here and there a grand rock,
whoge cool shadow a1 sun.et streams across the
field; all @isplaying in the real loveliness of
nature, the original of those landscapes of
which art in its perfuction sirives to give us the
counterfeit presentment. Animals of select
breed, su¢h as Paul Potter, and Morland, and
Landseer, and Rosa Bonheur, never painted,
roam the pa-tures, or fill the hurdles and the
stalls ; the plow walks in rustic majesty aeross
the plain, and opens the genial bosom of the
earth to the sun and air; nature's holy sacra-
ment of geed-time is solemnized beneath the
vaulted cathedral sky ; silent dews, and gentle
showers, and kindly sunshine, shed their sweet
influence on the teeming soil ; springing verdure
clothes the plain; golden wavelets, driven by
the west wind, run over the joyous wheat ficld;
the tall muize flaunts in her crispy leaves and
nodding tassels; while we labor and while we
rest, while we wake and while we sleep, God's
chemistry, which we can not see, goes on be-
neath the clods; myriads nnd myriads of vital
cells ferment with elemental life; germ and
etak, and leafl and flower, and silk and tassel,
and grain and fruit, grow up from the common
earth-—the mowing machine and the reaper—
maute rivals of human industry, perform their
gladsome task; the well-piled wagon brings
home the ripeued treasures of the year; the
bow of promise fulfilled spans the foreground of
the picture, and the gracious covenunt is redeem-
ed, that while the earth remaineth, summer and
winter, heat and cold, and day and night, and
seed-time and barvest, shall not fail.” '

For the Leisure Hour.
A Forgotten Poet.

A short time ago, while ransacking an old
book-case, I chanced to find a musty, worm-
eaten folio, entitled “ JuvexsiLia,” being *Po-
ems on varivus subjeets of Devo'ion and Vir-
tue,” written by ome Thomas Gibbous, and
published in London, in the year 1750. Curi-
osity prompted me to examine it, although 1
doubted not that the bard was but one of the
many, whose parling eflusions had been justly
consigned to oblivion, The reader can there-
fore imagine my surprise and delight, at find-
ing scattered here and there, like oases in S.-
hara, many sweet flowers of song. ‘T'o rescue
these (if I may) from the dust in which they
have slumbered for more than a century, is a
pleasing labor—an effort which, whether ab: r-
tive or no, earries with it its own reward, in
“the motive in which it originates, The poems
contained in this volume—which arg chiefly
devotional and elegiac—are much disfigured by
those affectations and mannerisms, which so
half of the 18.h century. . .

. k
i =

Our religious poets are but seldom read and
‘quite easy of solution, Al religions poems are
bence are oaly traly poetical when

has been cleared trbmlhe_gmtu part of the | fin

OXFORD, N. C. APRIL 8, 185,

where no obtrusive didacticism is visible. The
sim of the trug poet is not immediately *to
teach.” His sale purpose is either the creation
or manifestation of ““the beautifal ” for beau-
ty's sake alone, and thus to enkindle a love of
the beautiful iny others.

Never has altrue poet arisen, who has not,
however imperceptibly, thus, and ouly| thus,
exeried an elejating, ennobling and refining
influence upon;our race. I was led into this
digression by ithe involuntary regret, which
every lover of poetry will feel upon reading
this volume, that the poet had not strictly con-
ed himself to more congenial themes, Isay
eongenial se in the two quotations that
follow, he evinces a thorough consciousness of
the character and extent of his postic endow-
ments, and I;ru!’y indicates their proper sphere
of action. On |page 80, the poet, eulogizing
some nobler bard, concludes his tribute with
these modest, g?:raceful lines:

“Meantime, not! emulois of highest paise,
At sweet Parnaksus’ flowery foot 1 lie,
And drink enraptured the descending lays,
Orin short flighits my tender pinions try:!
So in the humble vaﬂa the linnet flies,
While the strollg eagle sails along the slies.”
Again, on page 62. 2
“I am only fit to sing
On a softlgspeaking string,
Golden hatvest of the plains,
Bleating flgcks, and sporting swains,
Blushing roses—violets blue, :
Bathing infthe morning dew ;
Or the stream, whose purling maze
O'er the thirsty meadow plays.

After reading the passages 1 cite below, none
will deny, had (jibbona acted upon the coavie-
tionhere explaiged, that he might have attained
with ease, an enviable position among the ru:
ral poets of England. T quote at random,

] _
. 1. .
“And May, withf Pink and Rose perfumed,
In every garden blashed and bloomed, *
i

2
’ |

“For here in childhoods dawning day.
I passed the livg-long hours away,
Now searched the mazy shades among
For nests or ﬂeélged, or fresh with young;
Or round the stfeams unfaithful brink,

Where linnets dropt their flight to drink,,
Stretched the lopg limy rush to snare
The winged mugicians of the air.”

=. 3. E s

-“ But soon the spring
Sofi-gliding on & zephyr's wing,
Comes blooming, young and gay.” .
{ 4.
“Here paunsed the Angel: as when vernal gales
( Waked by tke dewg footsteps of the dawn,)
That all the mérning wandered o’er the mead,
And dipt their wings in every choice perfume,
At noon-day's beam hush ‘every murmuring
breath, ;:
And not a motipn stirs thro’ earth or skies:‘.
. 5. . ' '
* Stay, sweetest Philomel, and cheer
The solitary Pilgrim’s ear, .
"Till Morn, in orient gold arrayed i
Awakes the tenants of the shade.
The poet in janother place aptly styles' the
Nightengale “Daughter of Harmonyand Hig_lht.”
! 6. - “
“Now on the grassy turf he springs,
Poises and plays bis quivering wings,
Eyes ghe blue track, and from his throat
Redundant pours his warbled note:”
| ! .

i
|

i
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“From the softscenes of rural joys |
I fly to hurry, smoke and noise;

But still one thpught relieves my pain,
That summers 55 relurn again”

‘ i
Leaving unnoticed an admirable translation
of one of Virgil's Georgies. I quote entires
lines written, “on the Singing of a Robin”
Sept. 1747:
“ Now to some tree’s aspiring bough
That drops its faded leaves below,

Or to some barn’s straw-covered height—
The Redbresati wings bis evening flight.—

‘Pleased I atteng his tuneful throat,

While Winder shivers in his note,
Prophetic of log months of gloom,
Tempests, and F eets, and snows to come,
Stay, feathered Innocent, and sing,

Till Nature wakes the blooming Spring;
And, while the lark denies his song,

Do thou thy li\fng strains prolong.

How glad, awg¥ Warbler, should I be,

Could 1 but mingle joys with thee ; ’

And, while lifes wintry state femains,
Charm the dnlljshades, and sooth my pains”!

The line italicized is highly poetical, I will
conclude these Exlracts, by quoting a passage
of even remarﬂpble beanty from a poem en-:
fitled—*“ A View from Hay Cliff near Dover ;"
“The heaving waves that with-eternal roar
In restless conflict tumble to the shore,

Now faintly bréak updn the listening ear ;
when verd

lina greater or less degree paraphrases; and Which

nent in its effects, under one application, than |

Extends its beams through vast immensity,
And, hid within the hollow of whose hand,
Seas are a drop, and these proud mounds, a sand!
Slightly modified this poem would do honor
to any poet living or dead. The first line in
italics is an admirable echo of sound to sense.
Ilook in vain for another passage in the volume,
its equal in melody, or one 8o deeply imbued
with the splrit of poesy. T will shortly present
the reader a few selections from those poems
which may be strictly termed, devotional and
elegiac. » b k.
———tro——
For the Leisure Hour.
_ Guano. :
All classes are subject to prejudices. Farm:t
ers not less so than others. And in this see-
tion, at this time, they seem to be laboring un-
der quite an extensive one towards a fertilizer,
which if properly used, must continue to be, as
it has been in times past, of great service to
our country. I allude to guano..
- Many of our farmers seem to have no definite
idea of what it really is. They call it a stimu-
lant—an excitor, &e.,—and seem to think that
it has the same effect’ on land that aleohol
has on man ; thatit calls forth for a short time!
anunusual amount of strength—and then leaves
it in & similar weakened and depressed condi--
tion. ' They speak as though. the inorganie
world was under the same influcnees, that rule
the organic ; but they do not push the figure.
They do not carry out the analogy—if there be
any. For they will have it, that the land,
which has been intoxicated by this stimulant
for five or six years, does not recover, but ever
afterwards remains in an impoverished and
ruined state.

They, therefore, with a pions regard for pos-

And, finding, they cannot raise at home, ma=
nure in sufficient quantity for a tobacco crop
with their axe wage eternal war against our no"
ble forest—slay the trees and exhaust the 'and,
as'did their fathers before them. ‘Doubtless,
thinking by this means to lay their descendants
under never ending obifiation. S

But it is now getting to be time for our for-
est to be spared. What we have is not much
more than adeqnate to the supply of timber |
and fuel. Our object should be, not to increase
the barren and desolate appearance of our
country; but to improve and beautify the waste
lands. If we do this we have enough already |
opened up for our pregent, and even a much
denser population. New how is this to be
done? There is byt one w!ﬂy; and that is by
returning to the soil those fingredients which
we have withdrawn and the rains have washed
away. Aud theseare the ingredients of grains,
plants and grasses, whicl, in a decomposed,
state—after Laving served '{heir proper and
necessary uses,—are- found 4nore completely
in the farm, pen and stables than elsewhere,
It, theretore, becomes our interest to raise and
save all that we possibly can in this way. But
frequently af'er we have saved all we possibly
can, it is found to be insufficient. TFhen®snd
then only is the time to buy these ingredients,
or in other words manures. And not then
unless they clearly repay. Those will produce
the finest growth which contain the ingredients
of the plants grown. In selecting them we
should buy such as are the most permanent
improvers—such as will not even prospectively
injure the land. And if there be any (?) that
will exhaust the vigor of the land, as aleohol
does that of man, we shoald not touch it.

Now such is thought to'be the case with
Guano, by a large number of our farmers, But
that this is true, is both contrary to experience
and to science. Evenin avorth Carolinia it has
been used in several counties and more espe-
cially in Warron, for twelve or fifteen years,
with no such effect. I speak this from person-
al observation, :

It has been used in Perue sinee long before
this continent was discovered. It was used in
the time of the Incas, When Pizarro landed
in that couniry he found an edict, attaching
capital punishment to any one found destroy-
ing the fowl on the Guano islands. And
for their further protection even everseers
were appointed over each province, ' so llihly
was their manure esteemed at that time,” And
since the twelfth century, the period when it |
was first used in Peru, its history will be
searched in vain for those deleterious influer.ces
confidently predioted to befall our country from
its use. r 4

Now it is not to be expected that the same
crops will grow better and betier every year
on the same land under the constant and ex-
clusive use of this manure, nor will such be as
a general thing, the ease under any other ma-
nure, whether obtained from the stable or farm.
pen. A rotation of crops is found necessary
on ordinary lands under all manures, - -

It may be granced that Guano is less perma-

stable or farm-pen mabure under the same;

but this is readily sccounted for. It is in 4/ in

more concentrated and ¢ more finely powdered

1
]
I
|
|
|

rNomemy one expect his land 1o be injured
by the scrapings of his chicken house! Does
the fish offal, esteemed 5o highly, as a manure,
by our eastern farmers, injure their land 1—
There is very little difference beiween_Guano
and these two manures. All sbound in phos-
phatic and ‘amonieal salts, which are the most
necessary ingredients of good soil—the best
food for plants and thefore capital manures,
But, scientifically, what 'is Guano? Here is

| an analysis from Leibig’s Chemistry, the high-

| est authority on all such subjects.

Water of Amonia,

Oxatate of A'mouia,

Oxatate of Lime,

Phosphate of Amonia,
Phosphate of Magnesia and Lime
Sulphate ‘u‘w Lime, A \
Sulphate of Soda,

Sal Amoniac,

Phosphate of Lime,

Clay and Sand,

[—
[T -]
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Organic matter not estimated )
containing 12 per cent. of mat- |
ters insoluble in water. Solu-

ble salts of iron in small quan-{ 33 3
tities. Water,

. 100 0 ;
The amoniacal form a large proportion, and

the soluble materials form at least one-half of
the ingredients. This still further expluins
‘why it tells with such power and rapidity on
vegitation and so quickly disappears from- the
soil. The inflaence of stabie manare, without
repeated application, as I mentioved, disappears
after a few years under constant cultivation,
Could we expect more, or even as much from

Guano! Manures are not stimulants, but the

food of plants. And those which are the most
terity, abstain from the use of this “poison.”— |

soluble are the most easily appropriated and
gssimilated by the plant, and are therefore be-
yond all questiog the first as a natural conse-
quence to disappear from the soil.

+ But not only is Guano, as a whole, a.most
excellent and powerful fertilizer, but alo every
single ingredient of which it is composed would
make a desirable application to land. Then
who would fear to use it after its clear profits
bave been fully established 7 and what then
more evident than the absurdity of calling such
4 composition a mere stimulant? As well

| might you call meat and bread, so necessary to-

the suslenance of man a stimulant. For there
is not a ear of corn or a stalk of tobacco that
does not contain at least half of the aricles
contained in the above analysis. And every
single soluble incredient, in aome shape, enters-
into some of our products.
~ It seems to me that a little examination of
these facts must remove a prejudice existing in
the minds of many, towsrds Guano; for it
must have.its origin alore, in ignorance of its
true composition. _ ' .
[Lmay be said, moreoyer, that those heaps
of manures, found upon the Peruyian coasts,
are but another form in which nature has an-
ticipated the wants of man. This among sev-
ral others is an instance of her provision for
sheir supply ages before they were felt. Thus
on the samie great plan, were stored away be-
neath the eart s crusts, the fossil remains of
an exiinct animal, and vegitable kingdom, which
are now dng up to supply man with fuel, in
the place of ghat great forest which he has con-
sumed, and to renovate those lands which he
has exhausted by caitivation. In England, at
this time, there are hid beneath her surface the
bones of an animal world, sufficient, not only
to restore the phosphates 1o her soil, which
have been removed in the form of grain, but
to become an important article of commerce.
Itis most astomishingly beautiful to behold
how things travel as in a circle, and bow nature
restores the equilibrium in ber processes, which
have been' once disturbed.— The organic world
is ever in a state of decay—resloriog to Jhe in-
organic what it has taken away. The plant
takes up from mother earth its food; the ani-
mal consumes the plant: and n other earth, to
assert her supremacy and cellect her debis,
quietly recefves them both into ber lap.

The ingredients of the hills are dissolved out 1

by the rains, and then aurry along the rills,
down the creeKs; thenes 1o be transferred to
the rivers; thence to mingle with otbers that
have preceded them-in the bosom of old ocean.
There they all unife in feeding the sea-plants,

- which in their turn, perhaps, afler some trans-

formations, are yielded up food to the fishes.
And these last are not permitied to escape but
fall captives to earniverous birds and descend
1o the earth in the form of Guane. This also
obeying &’ law of nature, actually returnes to
the hills whence it proceeded, to clothe them
with their primitive beauty snd fertility. R.

- -

. Judge Edmonds is both & wit aad a poet.

The courts in New-York are interminably te-
dious, Judge Davies, who has more of Young
America in him than any judge on the Bench,
does an to the tardy advocates of

3 -

justics hurry up their march. To alow the

state, and therefore more qm‘:klyand more per-

ek 2o Y
e

fectly appropriated by the plant. .~ -
|| But before saying moge, let m -
¥ : "-36 B s
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Jless than an hour, another comes ;

rg_b till Mr. Bliss had céei his “argument.”
Breaking out in & poetic spirit, Judge Edmonds
committed the following cbuplet :—

“And while the glass hélds out to
* Endless Bliss has just begun =

" Rev. !'rl.nm L. Hawks, D. D.

“Rev. Francis L. Haws, D. D., one of the
most remarkable men | have ever known, is
hard at work on his new yolame of of
North-Carolina, T repeatit, Dr. Hawks is most
cértainly, a remarkable man. How he can
possibly fiad time to write anything in the
shape of solid history is surprising to all who
know him. Tmagine an avthor sested at his
table in the deep seclusion of bis study, remate
from the accustomed walk of the house, and
seeure from intrusion, except through his family
servants, deeply engaged in an intricate and
difficult peint, which has probably puzzied the
brains of many bofore tim! In the very midst
of his profoundest study, & call comes, which
will take no excuse, no-evasion, no put-off —In
in five
minutes, anotber; in half gn hour, still another,
and so goes the day. And as goes this day, so
goes to-morrow, and the mext, and the nexif

I~

They are his parishioners, and will oot be put

off'—What ean any man do under sach circum-
stances? Dr. Hawks is éminent'y » literary
man; he is a close student, and profound
thivker, o1 he ecould never accomplish ome-
twentieth part of that whiigh he does so well.
His Jupan Expedition is a .;culoa«wl monumer§
to his name. I saw him the otherday,an houe
before he went to administer the last 8ad offices
to his departed friend, the late Com. Perry.
He spoke eloquently and impreduively of his se-
sogiation with, and admiration of, the man, }
regard Dr. Hawks, as altogether the most pro-
found student in American History, that this,
or any other country, has ever produced. If it
were not robbing the Church, I woud rejoice
to see this eminent divine (transplanted into an
appropriate Chair of History, in either the
Uliiversity of Virgioia, whither my heart yemrn-

ingly tarns, or to old Yalej or Harvard. This

would be a field fitted to; the display of his
splendd acquirements. Bye the way,is it not
discreditabie that we have not a single Chair of
American History in all our Universities and
Colleges, combined {
¢ N. Y. Correspondent of Richmond Whig.
—'—“-—""-O-Q‘-P-—-—_.

. Letter of a Dying Wife,

- The following most touching fragment of «
letter from a dying wife tg her husband (ssys
the Nashville Gazette) was fodnd by him, some
months afler her death, between the leaves of a
religions volume which she was very fond of
perusing. ‘The letter, which was literally dior
with tear-marks, was written long before her
husband was aware that the grasp of fatal dis-
ease bad fastened upon the lovely form of his
wide; who died at the early age of nineteen <
“When this shall reach your eye, dear George,
some duy, when you are thming over the relics:
of the past, I shall bave : away *
and the cold, white stone will be kee its:
lonely watch over the lip§ you bave so ofiers
pressed, and the sod will be growing greea that
sball bide forever from yoor sight the dust of

one who has often nestled olose to your warmy
beart. For many long and sleepless nights,
when all besides my thoughts were at rest, I
have wrestled with the conscioussess of ap-

proaching death, until at last it has formed Rself
upon my mind; and althoigh to you snd to
Qg:iit might now seétn but the nervous
imagining of a girl, yet, dear George, itis ol

y weary nights have [ passed in the endes-
vor Lo reconcile myself to leaving you, whom |
love so well, and this bright world of suushine
and beauty; ard hard indged it is to struggle
on silently snd alone, with the sare eonvietion
that 1 am aboat to leave al] forever and go down
inito the dark valley ! *But T know in whom §
have believed,* and, leaning on Hisarm, ‘¥ fear
no evil.” Do not blame me for keeping even a W
this from yon. How counld I subject you, of
all others, to such sorrow as I feel st parting,

whepﬁmevmsooumﬁlitlmnnthju!

I could have wished to Jive, if only to be at your
daowhnymﬁmﬁtgwm,ln&b-h
your bead upon my breast, wipe the death-
ing spirit into its Maker's ‘presence, embalmed
i woman's holiest prayer. Bat it i# mot to
‘be—and I submit. Yours

ws is. the privilege of

the spirit’s final flight, and of tra ng my
duhnghud&onmﬁuuhmym
bosom! Aud you shall share my lest thouzte,
and the lust faint pressore of the band, snd the
last feeble kiss shall he yours, and cven-whem
ball rest on yours until glazed by desth;and
our spirite shall hold ene last communion umtil,
geotly fading from njt&r—&hh&"ﬂ,
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