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the London paper just arrived, and read the following

paragraph :

—

•SUICIDE OF A POET
' Mr. Robert Trewe, who has been favourably known for some

years as one of our rising lyrists, committed suicide at his lodgings

at Solentsea on Saturday evening last by shooting himself in the

right temple with a revolver. Readers hardly need to be reminded

that Mr. Trewe has recently attracted the attention of a much wider

public than had hitherto known him, by his new volume of verse,

mostly of an impassioned kind, entitled " Lyrics to a Woman
Unknown," which has been already favourably noticed in these

pages for the extraordinary gamut of feeling it traverses, and which

has lieen made the subject of a severe, if not ferocious, criticbm in

the Revieu). It is supposed, though not certainly known, that

the article may have partially conduced to the sad act, as a copy of

the review in question was found on his writing-table ; and he has

been observed to be in a somewhat depressed state of mind since

the critique appeared.'

Then came the report of the inquest, at which the fol

lowing letter was read, it having been addressed to a
friend at a distance :

—

' Dear ,—Before these lines reach your hands I shall be

delivered from the inconveniences of seeing, hearing, and knowing
more of tlie things around me. I will not trouble you by giving my
reasons fur the step I have taken, though I can assure yv'i'. they were

sound and logical. Perhaps had I been blessed with a mother, or

a sister, or a female friend of another sort tenderly devoted to me,

I might have thought it worth while to continue my present exist-

ence. 1 have long dreamt of such an unattainable cre.-iture, as you

know ; and she, this undiscoverable, elusive one, inspired my las.

volume ; the imaginary woman alone, for, in spite of what has been

said in some quarters, there is no real woman behind the title. She
has continued to the last unrevcaled, unmet, uiiwon. I think it

desirable to mention this in order that no blame may attach to any
real woman as having been the cause of my decease by cruel or

cavalier treatment of me. Tell my landlady that I am sorry to have

caused her this unpleasantness ; but my occupancy of the rooms

will soon be forgotten. There are ample funds in my name at the

bank to pay all expenses. R. Trbwe.'
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