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After this lie spent a few months
as a newspaper correspondent. Wlien
the wvar began he enlisted in an lli-
nois regiment (the 88th), in whici lie
served tili lie was transferred to a
captaincy in the 5Oth Coloured In-
fantry, which he left as Brevet Lieut. -
Colonel. At the close of the war lie
declined a commission as lieutenant in
the regular army, and soon after en-
listed as a lirivate, wvitlh the hope, as
lie said, tliat a kindly bullet would
close the scene. Soon after, he mar-
ried, unhappily and disreputably, from
wliich lie was relieved by a divorce.
In 1868, lie was teaching a negro
school in Southi Carolina, and soon
after lield a position on the editorial
staff of tlie Pittsburghi Commercial.
Tlience lie drifted to New York, wliere ,
liavirig married again, lie was reduced.
to the severest straits to live. lis
liealth, and particularly his siglit,
failed, and he was thrown upon tlie
cliarity of friends. Tliese interested
tliemselves, and raised the means to
send him to California, to retrieve lis
health and fortune. A recent account
from Oakland tells us tliat lie closed.
lis fitful and varied career by suicide,
on tlie 28tli of October last.

Tlius ended tlie unhappy story of a
broken life, a sliattered. genius-splen-
did in thie ruins of unavailable talent.
Wherever lie wrote or spoke, lie was
brilliant and grand. Wlien lie acted
lie was fated to, fail-one of tlie many
wrecks tliat strew the shores of life's
sea, whom we mourn and love, but
cannot praise.

Wliat lie miglit liave, been under
otlier stars we cannot say. Born to,
poverty, a poet and a cliartist, lie
miglit, perhaps, have b>orne fruit,
thougli wild, in lis native spliere;
transplantea to tlie aristocratic asso-
ciation of lis early patrons, lie witli-
ered into barren aoerbity and fruitless
ruin. We point to sucli lives as warn-
ings of danger, and mourn the bas of
what miglit have been.

Perliape nothing can tell his story
better than this one of lis poems-
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a witness of his talent and his sor-
row :

MY SLAIN.
This sweet chId wbich bath climbed upon rny knoe,

This amber haired, four-sumnmered little maid,
With ber unconscious beauty troubleth me,

With her low prattie maketl ie afre id.
Ah, darling !whei you cling and nestle so

You hurt me, thnuzih you do not see me cry,
Nor hoar the weariness with which 1 sigh,

For the dear babe 1 killed so long ago.
1 tremble at the touch of your carese;

1 ar n ot wnrthy of your innocent faith,
I who with whetted knives of worldliness

Did put my own chuld-hearted,,ess to death,
Be.side whose grave 1 pace forever more,
Like desolatior, oit a shipwrecked sbore,

Tbere is no littlc child within mie now,
To sing back to the thrushes, to leap urs

Whei .June wiids kiss mie, wben an apple bough
Laughs ito blossomns, or a butter cup

Pîsys witb tbe sus;e or a violet
Dances in the glad dew. Ala8 alas

The mneaning of the daisies in the grass
1 bave forgotten; and if my cheeks are wet,

It is flot with the blitheïies.- of the cehild,
But with the bitter sorrow of sad years.

0, moaniing life, with life irrecouciled
0 backward-looking thaught, 0 pain, 0 tears,

For us there ii flot any silver sounid
Of rhythnic wvoniers springing fronts the gronnd.

Woe worth the knowledge and the bookish lore
Which makes rue, inumuiies, weighs ont every

grain
0f that which was ntîraculous beforc,

And sneersthe heart down with the qecoftingbrmin
Woe wortb the pering, analytic days

That dry the tender juices iii the hreast,
And put the thunderB of the Lord to test,

Su tbat no marvel must be, and no praiso,
Nor any Ood except Necesitlty.

What eau yo give my poor, starved life in lieu
0f this dead cberub mwhich 1 alew for ye ?

Take bsek your doubtful wlsdom, and renew
My early foolish f reshnos of the dunce,
Whose simple instincts guessed the heavens at

once.

But perhaps the following li.nes,
found among lis effects after he had
committed suicide, best describe him
and lis wild and shattered life. They
certainly say what one would like to
say of him, in the best way possible,
term s andl manner :
De mortuÏs nil iai bonum>.' When
For me tbe eud bas conte and 1 amn dead,

And little voluble, chattering daws of men
Peck at me curtously, lot it thon bo said

By some one brave enough to speak the truth,
Here lies a groat 8oul killed by cruel wrong.

Down ail tbe balmy days of hie fresh youth
To bis bloak, deeolate noon, with sword and fong

And speech tirat, rusbed up botly freim the hoart,
Ho wrougbt for liberty; tilI bis own wound,

(Ho bad boon stabbed) coucealed with paînfual art
Through wastmg years, mastered him and ho

swooned.And sank thore whore you soe hinm lyiug now
With that word 1Failuire' wrltten on his brow.

But say that ho succeoded. If ho mieod
World's honours and world's plaudits and tho

Wage
O f the world's doft lackoys, still bis lips were kioeet

Daly by thoso high angols who assuage


