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'ziblv the mlaci pized warrant of some $tout~
1naswaiii or <P1 îiternaster. Tîtere is a

litile ;îrnel.hyst ,;etl lu perfect prestrivationi,
àwi goggles and silow veila to protect the,
eyes froin the dlazzling wlîitcne8s of the po-
litr Tfrw wo (lotlble-harreled guns, cover-
t<d w.1 , t, are î'Iaced fin' in on the table.
'I)wvyIl vulU nîti 1 the ch~gswhich were,
pluetd, iii divin by hn<l which have long,
M1u1w iat their* cliilng. they a-ce label-'
eut " I.oztdedl" in large letters, but stili we1
should îiot be suinp ised to hear sonie day of:
au xceidatît c.îusf c by tlie nîorbid curiosity;
of some foolish visitor. The books recovered,
are verv fewý-tllev would, of course, suC-,
cumb) eiirly to the' rigoî's of' exI)osure, but'
there ia stili well reserved a simali editioîî of
the"- Vicar oft')~akeflId," some religious!
)boctry, isud a French Testament, lu the fiy
leaf of wiiieh ia written, in a delieate female
lxand, "lFrunii vour attaclied- the appella-
tion is oblitcrated-S. 31. P." The open
medicine cliest coutains ail its boulies and!
preparations veryr littie injured, and a little
cookmg machine lias the fuel arranged, the
sticksf thrust tbro' the bars ready for ignition
aud lucifer matches at the side, as it might
bave been prcl)arcd over night for the mora-
ing cooking. it wouki be impossible tu ex-
aggeratc the interest and importance of al
these simple memorials; they tell a tale that
wili find its w ay to evcrv beart, and many and

p 1nu, no doubt, il be the sceiies to
which tey must give risc, when surviving
friends beliold in themn the property of those
wbom tbev mourned ini bia uneertaiaty
Lady Frankiii lias, we understand, alr-eady,'
paid the collection frequeuît visita, and a gen-
tleman residing in the neighbourhood of Lon-
don lias identitied ia one of the scientific in-
âtrunients the property of bis, long lost son.

We have much pleasure in prcscnting our
readers with tbe following lines, bearing af
signature which we have no doubt is familiar
to many of them. The gifted autboress,
wlic, in the days of the old Guardiait, en-
ricbied its columas with niany a gem-bas,
our readers will be delighted to learn, kindly
promiscd an occasional contribution for the
pages of the Record

For thc IlMoitthly Record."
TUE PASSAGE OVE».

The keepers pale were quaking,
A.round tbe silent test;

The golden bowl was breaking,
For one whose day vas speat,

The windows ail were darkened,
And loosed the silver cord,

Wbile wceping Watcbcrs hearkened
For every parting word.

111 the strange awful fevet
0f wnning life bue lay,

Beforo the dread forever,
w.hose dim i)rofflietic ray,

Like thouglit in fragments siiiered,
Bewildering fancies shed,

Till slîadowy phiastomes quivcred
Around bis dying bed.

He sccmed to sec the cean,
With brave shipa anchored there,

Ber snowvy sale ia motion,
The liglit wind frcsii and fair;

Hec could flot bear to venuture,
Anîd pleaded for deay,

But voices bade himn enter,
And summoned bi» sway.

lie saw fitrange faces round hlm,
And sighed ia whispers low,

'Whiie memiory's fetters bound him,
"I do not wish to go;

They bave taken passage for me,
And I miust journey on,

Till stranger skies droop o'cr me,
Belore the night is donc."

Sue'n were itis dying fandies,
AU da), the sh;aclows fell,

Dimming the anxious glances
0ftose wbo lovedhi lI

AUl night thîey wýatched-and listened
To every passing sigh-

L'atil tbe morning glistened
Upon the eastern sky.

Then swcWling in the distance,
Ho aaw a bridgeless soit;

On either side-existence-
irn-and Eteraity.

The feeble pulsc'sq quli'er,
The phantom ecbo's moan,

Befo'e that silent river,
Which lie must cross alonc.

Love's clasping cords unshakcn,
Hie slirunk, and wouid flot dare,

But spectral bande bad taken
Bis final passage there.

Lui%- -was the dcath sliaft pairied,
But now the Iight burneci lowv,

Long liad the suninmons tarricd,
Now-be vas forccd to go.

Yet flot alone-beside him,
Througbout that drcary flood,

IVithi rod and staff to guide him,
One like the Son of God!

Dark thougli the fordicess river
Its waves the Saviour knew,

And left a liglit forever,
To guide bis people through.

And thus heyond the shadows,
Ail dense with sin and strife,

He saw the shining meadows,
Green with the dew of life,


