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D. Ilogorra, an' if it's Misthoer Greony ye want, yo'1I have to thravol by Tally-
iatph to catch that saine, joodgin by the way lie was lavin' whin 1 sa w hlim last.
MaS. Y. My dear motiier, 1 will nowv, for the first time in niy life, venture to

speal: fn vou not as a Mlle child. 1 hope thiat the remembratnce of tliis nighît,
coupled w'itli former experience, may Wnrn you tiîat the Match whîicli requires
inanoeuverin cr te bring it to mnaturîty, is forever a stain. of the deepest dye uipon the
character of the M4ackmacer, a curse to the happiness, and a bliglit to Lie liopes of
thie Matched. Tiiere 18 hiere ito second elopement. Mrs. Siikie lias met lier
former and only Jusband. Youi have narrowly oscaped being an accessory to a
crime at whiicli nature siiudders, and one whicli our dear Laura would have been
the chief victini of. May Air. Sitkie date the commencement of a botter Une of
life from tlîis day. May yon live to bless-as 1 knoiv you wilI-the obstinncy of
your niece, and the disobedience of your dauglîter, la titis particular instance.
Honcefortli, I shiah have, la Laura's felicity, a source- -<glancitg ai her ht&qbandi)
-now source of happiness-and of a Iiappiness not transitory. (Guirteini drops.)

DYING WORDS OF GELEBRATED PERSONS.

NO. IX.-' I STILL LýIVE.'-DANIEL WEBSTERI.

PuîANTo,.is, sepuichre in trusions
IPlittcd round bis bcd,

Ail the inystical illusions
Sttciî ant itir can shted;

'rime anîd lire and love wvcrc faýdingr
,rhin'gs whichs eurtit can give; n

i)catl il e teart. itselfisnvadiîg,
Stili hie spake 'I1 live.'

Wltat! because hoe yet wvas master
0f a fleeling breatit,

Wlîile caci moment luredl him fasîer
'ro the ]and of death.

Spake ho thus bcause bis spirit
St iii had ho!d on earth,

Thriflcd by passions we ihenit
From our imun birîli.

Was it flot the life inimortal
Enger to ho heard ;

Strugglinig at the tyrant's portai
For a victor word.

Spoaking ofithe life forever
In a better sphere,

Which the :spoiler sbaclows nover
Ashle dtrkns here.

Had it not a hiighier xneaning
Than more human speech?

Wc have much of spirit glcaning
Dweliing iii otr reacli.

And we may flot slight the vision
From a worlcl of light,

Fiashing bnighit aîhwart our prison
Btîrnisbing tue night.

Who shail say iîow mueh of glory,
Thriliecl the statosnîai.'s sont;

As ho ended lifes duil story,
Resting near the goal.


