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arrived with 31 dead on board; she lost over a

. fourth of those .who embarked on her at Liver-

pool.  Another out of 470 emigrants, dropped
150 inte the Atlantic. Sure, tragedies like these
ought to direct the eyes of the civilized world to
what is happening. My heart is broken at the
sight of thousands of my own dear people, men,
women, and little children, dying for lack of a
crust on Canada’s shore.

14.—I think the end has come. Tonight my

: ;head throbs and my bones are sore. Bridget, after

" hovering a long while "between life and death,

e

sank to rest this morning, and is buried. "Ellen
leaves by tomorrow’s steamer, and will be in
Huntingdon in' a-few days. I gave her a mes-
sage to uncle My life has been a failure. _May
God ‘have pity on me and on my poor people.
Oh, that Aileen were here; that I felt her hand
on my racked forehead.

THE END.




