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a Christian;' .nd now that I arn ab St. Helena, wvhy should I dissemble,
that which I beliove nt the bottom of my hearb. "

On andther occasion, durîng a conversation -ýwith General
Bertrand, an avowed unbeliever, the subjeet of Chr'ist and His
divinity was'discussed, and the Emperor, after expatiatîng at
great length, and with lively enthusiasm, oùi the character of
Christ the human and Christ the Divine, expressed hiiîiself as
follôws:

"In every other existence but that of Christ, how rnany imperfections.
Where is the individual who hias neyer been governed by circumstances or
places; who lias neyer succumbed to the influence of the times; who lias
neyer compounded with any cultoms or passions ? Fromn the ifrat day to the
last, Christ is always the saine, maj estic and simple, infinitely îiirr-and in-
finitely gentie."

Leaving pur readers to draw their own conclusions and form
their owyn opinions of the religious side of Napoleon's character,
we pass on, with a certain degrèe of sadness, to, the closing scenes
of ilis short but brilliant career.

The shadows stili were closing in upon him-days and weeks,
dark with fog aud damp with ehee'rless, chulling rains, aggravated
bis disease, a-id hourly lie grew weaker.

On rare occasions, when the sun «shone kindly and the sea-
breezes were less boisterous, he would. venture into the garden,
feed the fishes in the large basin that lie had had-constructed, and
acting upon the advice of his physician, seek escape fromn in-
activity by gardening, of which occupationl he gradually grew
very fond. Ris friends and attendants were ail pressed into the
service, and willing hands soon transformed. the grounds of Long-
wood into a bower of beauty; nor was the homely kitchen-
garden forgotten.

But summer days are brief,
Though summer days are kind,

While changeful is the leaf,
And changefùl is the wind.

And the dismal weather, whicli on October l4th, 1820, ushered ini
the sixth and final year of bis imprisonment, found hlm unable
to leave bis wretched apartments, and slowly and surely sinking.

Why dwell on the painful scene? Each week, each day was
but a repetition of the last, rally succeeded relapse, relapse fol-
lowed rally, and the end came swiftly. Even now Sir Hudson
Lowe heaped indignities upon bis dying foe. H1e insisted that
one of bis orderlies should personally see ccGeneral " Bm~aparte
each day and report upon bis conditionl, and on one P.,mas10io
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