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A man and hîs mîfe, harîng lost faith in a Cod and hope Of a lîfe lu coille, and (:refbeîng aîîenly mîiserabie in thîs, resulse lu end theinselves b> droenng. The seoluanis droutned, but the man is rescoed by a inister of the sect he had abandoned. Nam, but

j Sou!!1 pi
s it you, ltaI preachtd lu the chapel Ihere, lookîng over the sand ? Where >'î

Foiiose'd us, tou, that nîglîî, and dogg'd us, and drew, 1ie lu land ? Ti11 yoa

Wh'at did 1 feel that uîghî ? ou are corious. Hon should 1 tell ? BiaI l'ity
Dots it malter so mauch nihat I feit ? Vou rescoed ne -- es seas it vieil lieliess,
That you came eînwish'd for, uncali'd, between me and the deep and my dorn li1t>' foîr a
Thret days sînce, thee mue daek days of the Godîtus gloom .And wî>y
O<f a lîfe scîthoot sun, scithout heaiîh, scîthout hope, scithoot any delighî Pli for aI
In aus.thîug htre opon earth ? lBat, ah, God !that night, that night, Anîl plit
Whtn tht eollîng e>ts of the lIghthouse thee ou the fatal neck
0f land ranniug out intu rock-tht> hadi sastd alany hondeeds front wreck- Lîghtly(;laoed on out liay l',,ard deaîh, I renember I thoughî as se passed Life, njthl)ues it tter hau, maus' tht> sased ? sue art ail of as wreck'd ai lait- And sht 1;D>o u fear ?' and there caine Ibro' tht roar of the breaker a sehîsper, a breaîh- Tili tht poFear ? Am I notui th pu ? 1 am frîghîened aI lîfe, nul detah."~ Tr,' sas

Mi. " Ah, God
And tht sans of tht lîuîîîtless L'nîcerse spaekled and shunt in the sip, "Aohg ti
Fîashing seîth fires as of (.ud. and se kuese that theme lighî muas a lie-Koigl
Btright as deathless seîîh hope- bal, hua tee tht> sparkled and shone, Ah, had etNa sui n tht heasti, above, nu soul on tht tartît belase, Ah, nul, 1iA fiee>' sceuil seelîten oî'er scîth lamîentation and se. 

ecte Io

Set, ne mitre nomsed in tht darli nîghî fuld of pon fataltut ceeu, Ntîer a kiAndl ne tarn'd lu tht gnuseîng dan n-se hadt hoped for a dasen îudeed,
WVhtn tht lîghî uf a Son Ihat wsea comîing moold scatter tht ghosts of tht l'ast,Asd tht cramping creculs that had maulden'd the peuples wooid canîsh ai last lBat tht blîs
Andi ne broke am ap, feum the Christ, aur humit beothen andi fretd, Sot a grain
Fan he spolie, or it seîei that he sîîikt, of a HelI seithout help, % ithout end. an, iefî ait

If a corse i
Haped foc a dasen an i t camne, bol tht promise had faded aseay Visions of p'At had itasseti frouî a cheerless nîghî lu the glanre of a dearier da), I hati passeHte s unI> a elauti anti a srnole seho nias once a pillar of lire, And the tratThe g'uess uf a seorm sn the doit anti the shadose of lus desire - 0f the hel&i
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