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“THE LAST HOUR OF A'SUICIDE. 
BY’'ANGUS B. REACH. 

Mmstear! The brazen ¢ladg of the great 
bell of St. Paul’stolled heavily, out, and. the. 
chimes from a hundred steples repeated—Mid- 
night! The solemn, yet not unbroken, silence 
waich for a brief period inthe twenty four 
hours reigns over London, was spreading 
abroad. The noise and coufusion of the early 
night wag dying away, and the rattle of vehi- 
cles through empty streets came uf of “the esr’ 
not as forming drops of the gredt tide of eotind, 
but each distinct in” its isolation. "The day 
population of London had well nigh disappesr- 
ed. Here and there hurried horpewards groups 
of belated stragglers, conversing joyously of the 
theatre or the brilliant'party they hid Just felt! 
But, with such exceptions, these-afoot and astir 

in the grea thorqughfaresi, were mengand wo- 
men, seldom seen but_at pight—ereatures to 
whom the face of sunshine scems, unnatural— 

who flit by, sgmetimes mufil=d up and sileaily 
or clothed in glaring gatinzuts of silk and satin 
acl gaudy ornaments, scream iy sores wiih - 
a miserable affectation of gdity, and reckiog 
from he loud, ‘rivald’ orgies of & Hight u 
vern 0 ESOL an 3 0 go) * i 

Tt was eald, Ahinp; élambdy Eheerless fight’ 
‘=the pavements were'daok and sloppy. Men’ 
harried by, thinking of ‘the ‘wari blaze which 
awaited them on ‘their owh heifihe;and beings’ 
who had no homes or liearths to'go*to, shrank 
up in sheltered coraers, thuddling “the © linbs 
close for warmth, and praying, praying forthe: 
end of the long, shivering night. A moaning’ 
casterly wind swept through the streets; damp 
ard deadening to fuel, and bringiog with it a 
heavy, greyish fog from the Esséx Marshes 
the jamps shone dimly, encireled each one 
with & misty hallo; znd the above was: of 
black, hopeless darkness, Now and then a 
woaking. drizzle fell—not dosvaright honesc rain 
but something more penetrating and. melaag 
still; and then a fierce. howling gust would 
catch it up in misty wr-a'hs, daving it against 
the crouching, slirinking forms who stooped. 
down to avoid its violence, and wished to God 
that they were svg and wari at home 
On the every hi g was tenfold more dismal 

etill. The fog careered tn long heavy wreaths 
dark troubled alonz the ° slream-—the 
wind howled niost drearily among masts and 
rigging, and dashed the ‘black muddy "water 
egamst the piers’ of bridges and’ slimy handing 
places with a chill monotonous splash No trafic 

. was stirring-on - the river, It flowed blackly 
and sullenly, roaring * under anchored barges, 
ard hustling the rank grassupon the fat mud 
banks. It was a dreary sight to [ook upon— 
calling up indistinct visions of blue swollen 
corpses and wen bailing madly for life in the 
cold inky fluid. { Fehatdadals 
There is a bridge in Venice called the 
Bridge of Sighs’ Painteis have depicted it 

—poets ‘have ging of ir. Rémance’ writers 
have woven fearful narratives of the hopless- 
ness ‘of thoze,. who crossed ‘it; ‘and ‘there’is 
hardly ‘a’ young ‘heart in England a dreaming; 
enthusiastic, ‘tender ‘hear:—~which ~ has’ net 
brooded over that © Bridge of Sighs”—imagia- 
ed ‘tales of neroic determination” and gentle 
broken-heartedness—all” woful, tear!sl,” ¢ling- 
ing round its aitique structure, and giving deep 
claim to human sympathy to ‘the carved stones’ 
which ‘compose it. And in doing ‘sein 

£ 

roaming abroad for matter for‘our ‘sympathies | 
and affection—we do bat'follow our “foolish I spake, 
national predilestion.” "Why cannet there be 

. poetry; romance, at: home—on the Thames 
#3 weil as the Rialto—on Waterlpo Bridge us 
well as that of Sighs? "Certain we are that if" 
associations of human suffering tales of bro- 
ken hearts and blighted hopes—of long ‘endur- 
ing, pibiog ihisery—thére rescuing iseif rt 
once front earthly thrall, and: rushipg 'niadly 
before its ‘God —can give a fabric of 'sengaless 
stone and lime power of stirring’ ‘tp ‘emdtion,’ 
terror, sorrow =-Waterloo Bridge is entwined 
with these associations, a8 pleuteously as the 
Bridge of Sighs, and the nobie river of Edg= 
land as really ‘a romuntic object as any muddy 
¢anslof Venice! ’ ‘ 

Midnight!” 4 woman is pacing the pave- 
mert of Waterloo Brdgs. She 'is young—she 
wag once fair €ad gentle, And fair elie etl] 
No sorrow, no’ ‘brit of furious passion, can” 
destroy the chisel “of those 'features—the 
noble height of brow and thé'moalded oval ‘of 
the cheeks * But passion-=<ths passion of mad- 
ness and despair<-is running riot“ in" that face. 
The eye is wildly bloodshot ‘and swollen —the 
teeth’ are clenched and ground together— tHe 
hand twisted with'a ‘convrlsive grasp ia the 
long dishevelléd locks falling dowa ‘on eith=r 
cheek. She staggers'forward mechanieally. 
And now the paroxysm seems for the moment 
past; a heart sickness comes on her; shé leans 
npon a balastrade, presser her for=head upon 
the damp, cold granite; and seems to woo the 
enibrace of the chill night wind, "She'is dress- 
ed in gaudy finery, without warmth orcomfort 
A wreath of flowers encircles “her "head —a 
ghastly mockery of (he‘wan, distorted’ festures 
which they frame. © The handkerchief gareless. 
ly placed over her shoulders has been all but 
blown away, but she makes no effort to replace 
it. 

Midnight! The clang cf the bell was loud 
upon that gust of ‘wind "She starts up—leaps 
upon the seat of one of the recesses of the 
bridge—wipes harriedly away ‘the clammy 
sweat standing on her forehead, she gizes 
calmly and lovg upon the river below. “How 
black—how pitchy- black! 
ing sound moans upwards from the gui.” The 
thought, until half formed, Tieesin her breest ’ 

She squéezzs her brow in her hands, aud then 
thinks again, and calmly:=quite cdlmly. 

* I remember that once 1 thought suicide a; 
thieg almost impessible; [could not: reklise 
it how people would wiilinely quisa soug, hap- 

Poy world, and go ino. darkpess, rottenaess! 

Oh, 1 said to myself, they ate mad poor crea- 
turei, quite mad ; none but a madman would 
do so; and as 1 looked upon black pools,” and. 
heard how people had pluased in, I turned 
away shivering, blessing'God that {"had ‘my 
reason now, but I do not think asT once'did; 
many have died by their own hands—aoh, I re- 
member hundreds. Im a:moment ‘it: will be 
aver—what matters it if one be added to. the 
list 2 “Whatshould I live for? .Ihave no-hope 
no friend, nobody: will mourn me, or care 
whether to morrow 1 be walking the 
‘cold wretched. sueets or floaiiag Aa the ri- 
F ver. No; I will do it—my mind 13 made up 
| —God forgive —mother, I come to you!” 
| © She nerved herself for ‘the spring, when the 
noise of voices and ‘footsteps ‘interriipted her 
% Let them pass, let them pass,” she’ murmar- 
ed; and, slippiag down from the balustrade, 

e crouched in a corner of the recess. 
i A man and a woman. passed. They were 
Hoth young.and havpy.. .She.was. mufled up 

arm of her companion He beat down in, 
eaking fo her, and ker face was turned up— 

oh; 50 hopefully, so lovingly to his. The hight 
1 of the lamp made ‘all this'for'a moment visible 

Thueir word were not heard;but ‘she saw them 
‘go by, knew; felt, what ‘they were < Had ‘not 
that uptared, confiding lookteld “ali most elo: 
quently 1. Yes; they ‘thought of the brigh: fu- 
ture they saw before them—of holy. domestic: 
love—of heaps mutually, trusting and trusted — 
young and pure, and, teeming with unutterable 
‘Jove! It wasbut the vision of 8 momeat; it 
¢ came and was gone ; but she who witnessed it 
writhed in anguish” at the sight~a thrilling 
ehord’ was touched-—she’ bent down in her 
sore affliction, and'sérely’rocked lier ‘body to 
and fro; ** Oh, God! oh, Gad! sb it was" once 
with us—so I once spolte to him-wo he’once 
listened to ~me—aed now—""7 Her hands, 

. which had been clasped, 0 that the nails als 
most. entered the flesh, relaxed, and she: fell 
insemsible upon ihe stone bench. 
The body neither felt nor'knew aught, but 

the subtle mind was active; it soared away, 
away from the'dismal'1ive?, owt of the dismal 
night ; asthe entranced girl -saw a vision; it 
was of a comntry cotlape émbasomed ii trees — 
a smillivg, happy place, fer from'dirty bustling 
towns and cities, delicioussn its rural freshness, 
Lofty trees grew around at aud trailing shrubs 
clasped the walls with their fond tendrils, and 
their blossoms peeped slyly intodhe open case- | 
ment She knew ihe place -it wis. Home. 
She wasthere once again; a heavy weight, a 
dimly remembered sorrow had been lifted from 
ber heart; she was hippy, and the sensa'ion 
was strange!’ Frum everything around her her 
souldrank in péase, butirom one soiree it 
quafied exceeding’ joy. Who ‘walked ‘at her 
side—who spake so softly into héredreiwlose 
band clasped hers, so lovmgly yielded to it? 
There were long pauses in the whispered dia- 
logue. but:gomething more sweet than: honey: 
ed words fulled wp, the gap; and this lasted, 
as it were, for hours—sbke knew that hous had 
passed, alibough.they seemed but minutes 
Why, evening begin to fall; a dim greyness 
spread all around. The silence became wiore 
iniense. - Birds ceased to'sing and twitter a= 
mongst the ivy. ~The “peace of “the stinmer 
evening was 'aholy thing, "Wad the voice of tha! 
lovers did not break harshly: upon: its &ili< 
nese, : baliny aa 
+ Say again you love me.”?; It was hewho 

“ You kroswe it, do you rot?” 
t Dutitiz go sweet to hear the words.” 

L  Flove yout . : 
There was a long sweet silence ; thea thé 

whispering tones were regewed, 

“1 ecannot bear to'leave you <to’ part with 
you; even for ‘@ day, dearest; but my family— 
my father in partieulsc—would not hear al this 
moment of my marrizgge > 

Your {amt'y—your futher!” was the frigh- 
tened reply, * Do they not know alk l=how* 
we mel—how we—ywe loved 1? 

have been madaess, dearest, to 
fied ‘the secret. In an insfant | 
a heen orn from you. Oh, you do 

* - know niy father 
| “Then whit “is to be done, what? Ch; 1 
never thouzhtof tals y my foolish heart ‘never 
guggdsted a doubt 10h, I know rot what to 
think—to say: | My mother Y— IR 

¢ Does she lv our secret?’ was: the 
quick apiexrypiion. je Ad: at 

! «1 haveno secrets; from my. mother. . Ba, 
what—what makes you look 80? You would 
pot have me telf my mother that I'cared not— 
thought not of ycu—now, wouald you?” : 
i % No, no dearest; surely not; but— 

“« You sre eoufirsed ; oh, tel ‘me alll -what 
is wrong’? ‘Have I'not a right to know 12" 77 

{ = Dearest, you have: 'Tiwill izell” you ‘the 
truth 1 love you—love you as passionately 
as man ever loved womas. - Buty situatedas ‘1. 
am, I dare not breathe a word. of this to hught 
but you; but for you. I will risk all—every 
prospect—every hope. Come, dearest; all is 
prepared; fly with me . Once in London, we 
ean defy pursuit; and the instant that we ar- 
rive home the “ceremony “shall take ‘place 
which makes you mine for ever » 
she listened, stanned—stupified. 
He continued—* You give me no -answer— 

no sign of hope. Oh, dearest,” is it possible 
you distrust. me 7” 
¢ No, no-—aotdigrrost—not distrust!” — 
¢ Then why not fly at once? You have 

said, you have sworn, that you loved—adored 
A ‘gurgling, eddy- { 

* do for him who has won your heart.” 
me; prove it now. Show me what you will 

{indecd—iniced I cannot 

in & dark, warm dress, and clung closely. to the | 

who lives bat in me—but for me! 1 cannot, 

“Thén i atn to understand, love, that fem 
only second in your affections—that, in: short; 
{you spur the heart and hand~1: lay at your 
feet?” : > 0 ! 5 ilo9 

<, Oh! for Heaven’s sake do. not gpeak such, 
cruel .words—I—ah; what shall i .do *—what 
shall I say. 77 

¢¢ Choose be 
I cannot share a he 
‘mine »’ . J 

| “¢ "This 18 crueli-cruvel.”" RE VY HOE ; 
| “It's “a ‘kind “érvelty, dear” one. - When 
once we are matried, your mother shall know 
“alli Ite bat two days? trouble; to be repaidby 
a life of happiness: Come with me—come—: 
I see, I feel youl are yielding.’ ldgivsl 28 

¢. Dearest, 1, may, be doing wrong, 1, Diy. 
heart tells. me I am, wad may God forgive we. 
—but you—you I. cannat resist No—I can- 
not struggle egainst it , I will go with ‘you, 
dearest, (othe very world's'end.™ * ad 
{ There was a very'long- pause, and gre wept 
upcn her lover's breast, 81 ©ii9789 
He mutmured— My ‘own brave girl 1” 
The whole scene became indistinct and cons: 

fnsed. The mind eonjured up & thousand wa- 
vering, fantastic, shdpeless images—amid, 
which it wandered, stambiing end bewildered, 
Gradually a dim. light sireamed in, and the 
still fainting girl beheld herself jn a small and | 
poor recom withemoky, dusty walls, and breeth- 
nz a hot, murky, steaming air, TS 

i It ‘was a veiy different place’ frcm hon'é. 
' She sat at the window," Her'eyés were’ Téd- 
with ‘eryiag, and swollen wo! that she could 

hardly'see.. She was very pale-—she knew its 

and her fingers played mechanically, with thie, 
long, disarranged locks whieh fell. over her, 
shoulders: ‘A: heap of , needlework. Jay. un-. 
heeded on her lap, and she looked with 2a va- 
cant, wandering eye through the dim cracked 
panes before her. It was a different view, 
from. that ‘which she had. 'so often 'gezed upon 

| with a metry face’ and a’ tranquil “heart” at’ 
Home.” IHér eyed! fell’ upon masees of ‘dingy 

/ brick walls, crowned ‘wilh'labyrintias of irfegu 
lar-tiledireofs anid chininey-stacks. | There they: 
stretched away ra an endless confationef out-); 
ling==eome (roofs broken by graveled cgarret 
windows, and others patched up. and variegated 
by exiempore erections of ¢razy boards:r Lines, , 
om which swung yellow, emoke-dried clothes, 
ran from house to house. Squalid, bare armed 

women. leant idly out of windows, and seream.’ | 
ed shrilly to children in the street below 
The emoke poured continnously from the yel- 
pw cans, whirling in eddies ‘amid the masses 
of brick and ule. Uponcone litl= flat space, 

between tivo ascending planes of roof; sat a 
man in his shirt sleeves; with a lopg pipe in his 
mouth, a pot of porter before him, and anews- 
paper in hig hand. . A whirling iron ean was 
pouring out volames of smoke behind him— 
nevertheless, he called sitting there * enjoying 
the air.” A char-locking sort of a woman was 
hanging ‘dripping clothes pon a ro‘tén railing 
beside him, and occasionally ‘sereaming out at’ 
the full pitch of her voice to a neighbor, occu- 
plediin“a coiirt: below in" filling a tea-kettle 
out of the water-butt. It was a’ true London 
roof scene, in a low neighborhood. 

The girllooked long at it, as though che saw 
it not. A step sounded uponithe etair—she 
clasped her hands and started to her fect. | The 
door opened. . He entered, and threw himself 
sullenly upon a chair, with: his back towards 
her. - She approeched him timidly. 
“Pear I” hy > 

. “Well, what do you want now? "You al- 
ways want something.” 
She wrung her hands, and thea covered her 

face with the little apron she wore, 
There was a long silence-—oh! how different 

from that in the cottage garden! 
. ¢* 1 want to make some, srrangement;”’ he 

said abruptly. She looked eagerly up. 
| Oh do, do, dearest—be yourself again— 
apeak to me—iook on me as you used to do— 
I will not think of what has passed, never, ne 
ver, npbraid yon—but oh, do, de marry me!” 
“Marry you,” he repeated mechanically. 

[<¢ You know, love? she coatinued,, trying 
to -sinle through her tears; *¢ you know. you 
said thet whenever we came to Loadon, we 
should-be married, then youput it off - I-was 
very unhappy, but, did not say so=I trusted 

rip yon yet 1? ihe y 
Aud she laid her hand timidly en. his shoul- 

Th He turned, round abruptly, and shook at 
¢ 

' There wag another silence 

{ <1 lefi my home, my mother,” her voice 
faltered, my friends, all, ‘sll for you. God 
knows iow I loved you, how T trusted ia you. 
I Rved'ia your voice, in ‘your look, § would 
give up the world for you. gh! yout'have de- 
¢rived me? 8perk, speak, or l'shall go mad!” 
She ¢lasped his-hand iahersand suek on her 

Knees before him. 
, ¢ For the lave of God fulfil 
your cath and marry me!” ; 

© *¢ Aud be (ransperied for bigamy!” 
She fell upon the floor like. a dead thing—as 

insensible us at that moment when her cold 
cheek’ was lying against the" colder granite. 
All'was blank, darkness, the wanderings ‘of the 
mind were for the moment over. * A dull sense 
of resawekening paid came into her limbs, 
on she half felt something laid upon her shoul 

What's the matter 1 ome, speak.” | 
|  Mamry—bigamy—bigany,” ghe filtered 
forth. . 
© Oh, bah, let that druaken woman alone, 

she’ll sleep herself sober where she is—there’s 
no fear of her? 

Yes I thick she is drunk,” said the first 
voice. . 

As gin can make her,”] rejoined the se- 

tween love and micealled ‘duty. : 
art; it must, be milie—all 

0D #id 

your promise, 

¢ But, oh! to leave my poor old mother, cond. “Come, we're late.” 

n 
|' noontide heaty whenithe buffaloes “are plosged 

And she was left alone. bp ry 
“A diunken woman!” the murmured ; “*bet 

tet be drunken vow than sober.” 
| She sat partially eveet on a stone seat, and 
flang Her arms about wildly. | Mer eye spark- 
TONER a mad glare; and che langhed hysten- 

| # Drunken,” she mattered half noconscioves | 
ly, * drunken, send who: made .me_drupken, 
who drove me to it? Yes, [ am, a drunker 
womau, 1 kiow it. Drink is my beet friend. 
Bow—1i waras me and makes me forget. Ves 
give me that and I'can sheut and Jaogh—but 
such ‘a linghter-never: mind—gin is a gocd , 
friend, it’'always does its work, i. never leaves 
us sober,” 

. She gave a long, loud, vacent laugh, and re- 
lagsed .into insensibility, Presently she re- 
-vived; and. quite calm, and ‘with all her senses 
about her, she presséd her hands against her 

| foréhéad, ‘and looked wiidly about, 5 
The kbaking rain -was"#iill driven by the 

wind." “The “river still Toared,” and gushed, 
andgurpled benewtlis It was more pitchy dark 
than ever. : 01 ELAR 

| | She rose, and ¢tood upon the stone seat; ths 
fixed despair of her countenance was awful 10 
seg. “1 have had a horrid dream,” she mur- 
mured ; “butt am ‘going where'there” are no 
dreams.” ! fa 5908 ) 
i She ‘looked long and intently downcthe 
abyss, = Hopeless, defiled, and an outcast A 
03 +=: Jat 5 5 1809W Z 10 4 

| Suddenly she tossed her arms .over her 
head. A change came over her face; her 
eye glowed, aud shé gazed upon the black ve- 
eaney. 0 i : { 20. 

| %Mothen! mot 
Hash! wait for a: moment, aad l 
youre spirit hike yourself” oo 0 don 
| There was a bound—a rush through the sir, 
+g flutter of silk aud a heavy splash. It was, 
Ql pyerlor oo on HS RUE Sale St Sal 
| 4 cry'thas raited, “a ‘woman has thrown. 
herself into the water ® A solitary passenget 
aad just dfiproached hier’ nest enbogh ro'catch 
4 glitnpée of ther disappearing’ Torm.' "Hoarse * 
yoices echoed: the exclamation, and presently 
boats were put off, drags throwu, and lighw 
gleamed on the dark rushing river. 
[1s of me use,’ paid Ja waigrman; * the 
tides roping dks a milletream ; she may be 
dv Landon bridge by this ime.” ‘Aad he, ze: 
turned to thie publi¢ Kouse'irdm whence he had | 

| Ta a 'diy”tr (90a phtagaphiappeared’in the, 
daily paptis, erating Hat’ thd boty of & Svorman, 
fashion ably [byt tinh dlessed, Hdd been found 
in- the pools Jt lay inte (dead hase of 8 
water side chdrch tor ome days) but no ope” 
¢xmeito olaim) it~ A: Coroner’s ingdrst wes! 
the held); No evidence, was produced as io’ 
the .ideatiyy (of tthe, deceased, | There wad Ai 
verdict of ** Found Drowned,” and, the . ness 
day a 'parish funeral. i 3 

hen! nee you~I eee you. 
wills be with” 

{From an article in the same perodical by Mrs 
Postens, eatitled ** Z ological Gardens, ora 

. home and.ebroady” we mike the following 
| selections ] ) (hI 

THOUGH [SINA ZOOLOGICAL GARDEN 
* 8 a Tae, fust fneads, I mer with 

were ‘the ostriches, whom [ last eeemed. 19: 
have I¢iL at Cairo, but a sholinime since, whiz 
ther’ they had been brought from Arabia, at the 
oidduig of ‘Clot Bey, the phydicidn of ‘the Pa- 
cha Here the liad a bright green sward be-- 
neath their fee t==there, a hurd sandy court 
yard; but tHeyxeem'h:ppy enough asithey are’ 
aud to like the Swiss coltagesy nearly as well 
asthe tombs, of the Sultaus,, They have lost’ 
the wide desert ‘with 133 wondrous canopy 0 
brilliant light and exchanged. the :picturésque 
crowds of the Easiern eity, with ita domes, 
minarets, 10mbe, dancing giils, and. priests, it. 
tountoins dod Wsstory 1elers, its necromancer® 
aud 11s Pashus” for the fair open scenes in Eog- 
land; the curiosity’ of ‘hee ‘smiling, ‘the bright 
eyed’ cilildzen; and the iaterest ‘of those 0 
whom the i ast 1s 8/1ilas @ land’ ef promise; but 
the crenture:yat putt forth itsdon neck, #nd 
greeted oue with a boldirps which showed that 
in a land of.mercy the ostrich even did: mot 
seek to hide his head, lest the strongest shouid ¢ 
be his oppresor ; and yet was, he wrong, (thet 
sily bird, for ‘as iit the E sf, so with us, they 
who are solitary ad weak in friends, interest 
aad ‘purse; are Hable to be haunted down, 
the'stroag dll, even'vs ‘the ‘poor ostrich 08 
the ‘desert plaiid’of far’ Aridia. i 
{ "The next odd bird that edught my view 
a particalarly old. friend, aud f.vourite comps: 
non of mie, the spoanbill; as he ig called, of 
Cute j and Ifelta wart interest for the wel” 
fu e of the creature, notwihstanding his: Jon# 
leg, unity of colowr, and apaibenc' conte? 
vance; when I remembered how often I 2 
sat at my tent door, when heat prevented aoy 
occupation of my time, wid wairliod the spoeB” 
bill’ paadlipg ‘on the ‘pool, sh ded by a thick 
Banian tree, in‘teurch of food, dnd how 1 have. 
heard of bis naukiny a rare and Fxeelient cartfr 
but never allowing him to be destroyed, 99° 
cause fie seemed soicalndand. placid, and if 
$0 pleasantito’ him; padiagit, however, in 90° 
litude, but for the Brahmin, who vedme do 
to bathe and pray, by, the edge, of the poo! 
under bis sucred tree, ver disturbed nought 
about it that bad life, and but for. the travellefs: 
who filled his goard,, bathed his awelled feck { 
and calmly went on his way, ~The spoon | 
makes a good item in'the' Tadian Jandscap? 
too, ‘and should, for this regedn; if for nOR°. 
other, be epaved'by the sportsman; for in 0% 

IN 

into the rivers, the camels resting trom theif 

i £poonbills paddle about the pools, and give 

* white figures throwisg a bright reflection 

toil at the oil mills; the villagers sleeping 00 
their cots, and the birds silent mn the irees, he 

agreeable idea of life to the. landscape, og 


