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dru 'pien fits of desperation, sold for two ]indred poids ; but it is
«Ill overJ I have lost rny love, I lhave lost nuy love ; but no bell caîi lie
wvoi'se than the biell of rny own hiear-t.

Last nighit the roomn swaîrned with dlevils crying, "1your time bas
corne," and Mftary appeared unutterably sad, and looking at, ie, said,
"llost, lost, lost," aid disapp)ea-red.Icnotpssch ohe gt.f
thero lie a (4od 1 trust my soul to in, for. lie cannot lie ail merciless,
unless the devii lie God, and hereafter rnay compensate my agronies.

These are xny hast words. Before, the ink dries I shall know the
great inystery. 1-t is creeping up, inch by inchi, rny feet are cold, the
cramp is spreadling upward. O, MHarv, love., S;ntcother.

Extract froni London 'Lelegirc.li.

1'Seeicide.-Tlie j ury in the case of Regiiald Hiurston, wlîo wvas
flound dead with a pen iii bis hao»ttd aiid writing miaterial before hlmii,
found tliat the deceased cornritted suicide by poison, while ]aiboriiig
u uder temporary insa,,nity."

-WHERE AR T TBOUlT

Alone be3ide thiis jzmmine trce,
NVhose bo1ugh.lý in silence -%vave,

1 sit and wvatch thlis cold grrey Stone,
'WVicli shields our darling's gvrave-

Thining-ondeing*artthon here,
or iathi thly spirit flo,i

li sorrow to Von toi-al of thinie,
And on-lf thsStone,

To mark the spot wvhere Beaut'y kuieit,
And G"îiPf mas wvont to stay,

Bre Angels sang tlly "lly2nn. ofDat,
Aîîd bade dive "14Côme away"

Lovely spirit! c.Iis littie stone,
XNTispeî.;îî tells Ile 1-I'11 aloine"

IL
Nor dothi thiat whiisper ever die

Foir Iighi on yonder Gia,,
O111' hitthe Ifrysleeps where Once

The galhant Peiskwwaf foughit;

*An isclated spur of thec 71-csfrn 0G11aits whcrcon Stanld the rcemains of' one of'
Ille inc'st .11110ons of Ille ;w1cieîit 1iilI-fbit'r.Ses of the. )'a,,(Silice calivertecd
iîitoa drht. .lfll sîunnw'Iel refrent aînd atriu.

t The vcimaculai- titie of a c'1hnclCommander' znd Gov'ernor of' the
1!l.al.'befoi'c the c<rnquest.


