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THE LAST BOTTLE.

Ax?if it be the last bottle, Death is quite wel-
come ; for then life hath run to the very dregs and
lees, and there is nothing more in it which can be
called enjoyment.  Ah, whither have ye sped, ye jo-
vial Hours, which on bright-winged glasses, far dif-
ferent from yon sandy remembrancer, floated away
so bligsfully; as the bird poized high in air, the
trouble of the ascent over, ghdes without effort or
motion, through the brilliant pleasures of yielding
space. How ve sparlded and ran on, like gay crea-
tures of the element gifted with more than magic
powers. Beautiful and glight ephemera, fragile as
you seemed, what mighty loads of cares did you
easily bear off’ in your aerial flight! Ponderous
debts which might weigh nations down ; the griefs of
many. loves, enough to drown a world ; the false-
hoods of friends, the malice of enemies ; anxieties;
fears, troubles, sorrows—all vanished as drinking ye

proceeded in your mistic dance ! I pieture yein my
30
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faney, now, ye Hours, as sparkling, joyous, and ex-
quisite insects, fiting past with cach a burden of
man’s miseries on his shoulders sufficient to break
the back of o camel, and borne from the lightened
hearts of your true worshippers.  But, alas ! alas!
for all things mortal—we must come to the last at
last.

Yet let the grim tyrant approach at any time, sith
it must be so, and at what time can he approach
when we should less regard Lis frown.  Like the un-
conseions lamb, which  licks the hand just raised
to shed its blood,” we play with his bony fingers as
he presents the latest draught; and, let his dart be
dipped in the rosy flood, we die feeling that wine
gives to Death itself a pang of joy. Herodotus
must have been wrong when he told us that the
Maneros of the Egyptians was o mournful and wail-
ing song ; and Plutarely’s is the best authority, for
he says it was a joyous chant. So believed the
merry party asdembled in our faithful picture ; their
round of song, of toast, of cheer, of langhter, and
of shout, was such as Plutareh paiuts of the wizdom
of antiquity, when the figure of a dead man was
shown to the convivial zoulg, and they melodiously
joined the chorus—
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Behold what breathlezs corpse ;
Yoru'dl Do Jilee 3t wlien vour die
Therefore drink withont remorse,
And e merry, roerrily.
Ad-lany, Ad-liey Ad-lnn® quao’ e !
Our ouly night, no sly light, drink about,
o’ wi,

Time, they tell us, waits for no man ;—

Wime anb Lloe
Jov no man Hioe.

But Lere we ean make Death himself a waiter, while
the cup is drained and the jocund catch goes round.
Hark, whose voice among the happy set is that
which singz—

While Teeve i meet, o jovial lend,

Mo SBon ol Digcord’'s bopions hand

Duare fling the apple, e the breand,
Mo mawr our social joy @

Free, as our glockns eointry fiee,

Frospering in Ler prosperity,

Wich wine, and jest, aod harmony,
We Plessure’s livurs enjloy,

But lo, he whose face is hall concealed by that arm
uplifted with the sparkling glasg, he hag drank till

# Lizerally in the Greels, # Behold that eorpee s you will resomlbile
it after your death 1 driok now, therefore, and he merry*—See He-
rodotus and Ploteeel, on the Egypian Muneros, passi), The fine
choruz off Ablun, * He s dwelliog witle the night," is, we trust, pa-
thetically rendsred.
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the tender mood of philosophy steals over his melt-
ing zoul, Hig maundhin eye would moisten with a
tear at a tale of sorrow or a plaintive air; and it 1s
thus he gives vent to his soothing melancholy sen-
sations—

Death comes but caee, the philogophers sav,
Al "is e, iy beanve boye, but that once is o clencher :
It takes ns from drimking nod Joving away,
Ardd spails ne a blow the best tippler and svenchior,
Eing As-Ton, though to e very adil it is,
Yeul sing it too, ag toy friend guotes Herodotus,

A Dieath comesz 10 ol 2o they el v2 again,
Whiels alsn I fiar, oy brave hays, is oo fulle ;
Yot the moral Tt teaches, 1o oo is quite plain
Mg to Jove ull we ean and to deink all weler able,
B, sguii, Al-bon, thowgl oo noe odil b s
ot s Groek, very good 1 hopae, aid comes from
Ierodens.

The old Trojan himsell tucks his napkin under his
arm, the whetting of his seythe is forgotten, and he
wishes (misorable sinner), that, instead of sand, his
double glass were wotted full with burgundy.  How
t wor 4 refresh and revivify Ins dry ribs! how it
woul  e-create and beautify his ilthyskeleton form !
but he must do his thankless office, while he listens
to that third glee which he with a plumed bounet
trolls forth :—



