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Alas 1 the scal of deatb * was alrcady on bis brow. The
doctor could only reply:

"'rTue chances arc agaiust yoiu."
"9How long, oh. I how long,"' said lie, thinking of bis dead

wifé, dibefore 1 sec rny dear Virgina? My dear Lonore ? I
wvould like, to sec uîy lovc-my dear love!"

And thus ho continued, with language widly petical in
its character, and tragically sad ia its awvful despair.

\'erily, that peetry, wlîicb as hie once said was" wlith bini
a passion, not a purp-ose," proved bis ci ruling passion strong in
deathY"

* Under the cficcts of his expesure and humiliation, this
ill-stairrcd genius sanke rapidly. Hie gave the friends, that
surrounded bis bedside the addresses of bis relatives, with
tlic request that they miglit be notified of bis death. So
doing, and %vithout a further strugglc, lie resigncd himself to
that current of death that wvas swift13' bcaring him oiut to the
ocean of eternity.

fie sank into a period of unconsciousncss, but xvas revived
by aglatss ofbeeftoa. ie then tricd toarticuliate somcething;
and, as thc doctor bout over him, hoe fcebly said :

"Doctor, it is ail over! Write, ' Eddie is no more.'
Mr. Poe," said the doctor, "ipermit me te say that yen

are ncar your end. Rave you any wisb or word for friends?"
The unhappy man raised bis fading cyes, and briefly said:
"No(,vermore 1"

Oh! strange evcntuality of fate!1 that
"The dirges of his hope thatmelancholy burden bore

0f never-novermore!)
WVit.b a bitter sense of bis humiliation, with a deep con-

tritic'n for his past excesses, which wero terribly cxaggerated
in his dying eyes by their frigbtful culmination, poor Poe had
no hope for the illimitable future.

When Doctor Moran snid to hima "Look te your Saviour,
there is mercy for you and for ail mankind ; God is love!"
hoe rejoined, wvitb despairing enorgy:

c'The nrched beavons encompass me, and God has bis
decrees writtcn on the frontlet of every Inînan being and
demons incarnate: their goal will le the seething waves- of
black despair '

ciHope, and trust Him 1*
To this tire only reply 'vas some incchorent mutterings,

wbosc meaning ivill nover be riglitly understood. Finally
ho said, and tbese were the last words that pçLssed bis lips:

ilRest-shere-no more!"'
Soon af.er this, shortly aftcr midnight, on the 7tb of

October, 1849, witb a coavulsive movernent of the armn and a
gentie sigb, aIl that iwas immortal of the i:uffercr, burst the
bars of this carthiy prison and xinged its eternal flight iand
thus perisbed, in the forty-fi rityear of bis age, and thc zenith
of bis genins, Edgar Alian Poe.

Dcath, theugh it corne under thc brigbtest auspices, soft-
oecd l'y the blesscd hope of immortality, is, at best, sterm,
bard, inexorable. To the tragic borror of this deatb, the
annals of biography can scarcely furnish a paraliel. Sncb n
dcatb, so undeservcd and se tragie, sbould awakon for Poe
the pitylug sympathy of posterity.

In a corner of the Westminster chnrchyard, in Baltimore,
happily reposes nil that i8 mortal of thc autbor cf"i The
Raven" and ilTho Bouls." To it and te him %vo think ne
other epitapb se, ftting ns the exquisite linos froin Gray's
elcgy:

"flore rests bis bcad upon a lap of cartb,
A youth te fortune and to faine well known;

Fait sJÀe84.c frowncd aut un bis humrble birth
.And melancholy raarked hirnjor lier own.

"Large 'vas his beunty and his seul sincere;
Heaven did a recompense as largely scnd;

Ho gave te misery (ail ho bad) a toar;
Bce gaîncd from fIcaven ('twas sul be wisbed) a friend.

'No further scek. bis moûits te disclose,
Nor draw bis frailties frora tîcir drcad abode,

<Tbere they alube in trembling boe repose),
The bosora of bis Father and bis Qed."

.Tamc M1. .Beck, in t1w Oriental Caske.
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The Motber'a Prayer.
RarkI lrark!1 thc mothor prayeth

In tender pleadings ioxv;
Low boNved ber bond in uneekness,

And fast thc tear.dreps flowv.
'rread ligbitly as we enter,

For ail is 6acred thero
Thîe atigels briglit re wafting

To Heaven the motber's pray or.

Sc>ft, 111-e pure coehing water
Upon tbe fevered brow;

Sweet, ike its gentle ripplitngs,
It stcalctb o'cr me nowv.

Like tIe fliees dewy breatb,
On wings of ncw-born air,

it filîs rny seul xvith fragrance-
That motbor's lioly prayor.

Time bath tvined bis silver tbrcads,
'Mid locks of rayon hue,

Boxved the sprigbtly form of youth,
Yet net bier spirit truc.

But as timo and grief 'vore on,
And traced thc linos of care,

E'cr, in hou' siveet tenes, wvas beard
TIc motber's boly prayer.

SIc prays for hira, the fatber,
'l'lie sbepherd of the fold,

Tînt hoe may find that pure gem-
More precieus far than gold,

And oh, bier child i the erring,
Oh, would that bie xvere there!1

is lieart, thougb stono, would seften
To Icar that nxotber's prayor.

O îîilgrim, on time's higlxvay,
Recail the fleetiug years

Whon knoît yen by ber joyens,
And kissod away bier tears.

And ee xhen clouds of sorrow
O'ershade lit c's patbawy fair,

Oh trust in Qed! Hie for tbee
WVill hear thc mothcr's prayer.

la Maxs luhn.bited?
Thiere is ne other place iii tbo solar system, says a sen-

tific papor, whicb effers se close an anaiogy te the carth as
the planet Mars. The tuescope revoals to us broad tracts of
lands, and expansos of son upon bis surface. The durations.
cf bis day and zrigbt almost coïncide with eur ewn. Ris.
exterior experiences; thc aiternating changes of tbe seasens.
His nights are illumined by two satellites whicb presnt al
the phenomena of our own moon, and oft-ener, owing te their
greater velocity. An atmeospliere prebably surrounds this,
planet ; in fart thec xistence of co is indispensable te bis.
cxvi features. Honce, the inference tîat Mars is a habitable
globe appears a very obvions and fair conclusion, and it
wculd bo incosistent te imagine tînt thc planet, previded..
apparcntly with ail the rcquisites te render life a neccssary
and desirable feature of his surface, is a sphcre cf deselatien,
a mass ofuinort matter, wbicb, tbough conforming te the law8.
ef gravitation, is etberwise serving ne useful end ns the abod;
and sustenance ef animated creatures It is fair la accord
'vith analogy and rational speculation te conclude that Mars.
is the centre ef life and activity, and that bis surface is teema-
ing rvith living bcings.

It bas been clearly ostablished by the evidence presented'
at London police courts that thec'"penny dreadfuls," or cbeap
novelettes, ef wbicb bey-bigbwaymon are thc berees, bave
produce an abundant crop of yeung thieves, 'rho have exily
imitated the adventures described.witb doxilisb ingenuity by
thc remance writers.


