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I remember it all perfectly, for the mind,

through all this awful struggle, still remained

full of thought and clearness. Closer grew

the gripe of those talons around my throat,

and I knew that I could live but a few

minutes more. I had not a fear of death.

But oh ! awful were my thoughts at dying in

such a way—suffocated in the midst of the

noisome swamp, my llesh to be devoured by

the carrion crow, my bones to whiten where

they lay. I ceased to breathe. I was dead.

I had suffered the last pangs of that awful

hour, and either it was the soul not yet re-

signed to leave its human tenement, or else

immortal mind triumphing over death, but I

still retained the sentient principle within my
corpse. I remember distinctly when the

demon relaxed his clutch, and shaking me
to see if I were really dead, broke into a

fiendish laugh. I remember distinctly when
tearing the bottle from me, he pulled my
limber body off my couch, and stretched him-

self upon it. And what were my thoughts ?

I was dead, yet am living now. Ay, dead

as human ever becomes. My lungs had

ceased to play ; my heart was still ; my
muscles were inactive ; even my skin had
the dead clammy touch. Had men been there,

they would have placed me in a coffin and


