
agony inits extremity ceases to be felt. But thus it is— and thus it
was with me.
Ibelieve also that the airof the shaftmust have acted upon me

with simpstupefying or bewildering influence, like that of the vapour
which oftengathers at thebottom of old wells. The agitation of my
mind gradually gave place toa strange feelingof indifference. The
perilunder whichIlay ceased to trouble me, and at last no longer
occupied my thoughts.

Ibegan instead to be curiously disturbedbyanother circumstance,
verytrivial initself ;by a sound which reachedmy senses from some-
whereinthe stillness;a soundlow,muffled, throbbing, andmysterious,
like thebeating of my own blood. Had my mind been clear Icould
not longhave failed to recognise it for what it was. The sound
seemed inmy ears;but this was m "rely owing tomy positionin the
shaft. Inreality, it was the ticking of the great clock, far above my
head. -^

For hoursIsat there listening mechanically, half-unconsciously,
to this monotonous sound, broken at intervals by the notes of the
deep-tonedbell. At length,probabfy owing in great measure to the
heavy effect of the air upon me, T mu«t have passed into a Bort of
stupor, which lasted very long.

"When 1came tomyselfIwas conscious of a very singular sensa-
tion. The pitchy darkness was upon me, and of courseIconld see
nothing. But, in someunaccountable manner,of whichIfear it is
impossible for me toconveyanotion,Iwasaware thatduringmy trance
the weighthal descended a great way,and was now close above my
body. Icouldfeel, though nothing touchedme, thehuge and threaten-
ing mass brooding over me in the darkness. With a mighty effort

—
for, like a per'on in anightmare,Iseemed to have lost mypower of
motion

—
Iraised my hand. My expectation wasa correct one. My

h^nd struck against the under surface of the weight, at an elevation
of less than three inches from my faceI Atlast— after aneternity of
unutterable suspense

— at last— it touched me.
Ittouchedme. At first lightly ;then withaperceptiblepressure;

then with a pressure which grew distressing. InvainIsought relief ;
invainIstrove to writhe my bodyinto thenarrow compass. Slowly,
steadily, the mass desended,crushing meagainst the floor.

Tue last minutes of my life seemed come. Ibreathed a prayer
to heaven and resigned myself to die. Still a space the weight
descended ; my brain swam ;my breathing became difficult ;I
believe, that for some brief seconds Ibore upon my fainting form the
wholt burden of the ponderousmass. The blood rushed in torrents
to my head, Ifelt that my senses were leaving me.

Very suddenly tue ptesnureeeaseii. Iwas conscious of a welcomn
relief. Idrew in a deep bieath, freely. Imoved my limbs, and
found their libeity no dream. The weight was gone !
Iraised my h\ud ami itencountered spice. Istaggered, gasp-

ing, to my feet. The Wiigbt wasalnaly above my head, and rising
rapidly upward id the darkness of 'the shaft. A sound of moving
mechanism reached me fiom pbove. IthoughtIheard the murmur
of voices ; men were moving in the tower above me.

The purp jse which had brought them iheie was evident; they
were windingup the clock.

Itwasnot untilaftt rwards thatIlearned whatreallyhadoccurred.
The clock should havebeen wound up the day before ; but the men
whose duty it was to do the winding had overlookedtbeii' work, and
the oversight wis not discovered till late at night. Afr.»id that the
clock woud rundown, and that they should be blamed, they had
come to the cathedral eaiher than usual to rectify the error. Had it
not been for their neglect of duty the weight would not have des-
cended ii(aily so far as it did to^-ard the bctomof theshaft ;while,
bad their vwtbeen delayed but a little longer, th>y would assuredly
have found the clock already stopped

—
stopped by a cause whichnow

Ishudder to think of. 1hen-at that mom,Tit of relief— l thought
of nothing clearly. Giddy, bewildered, reeling witha wild sei.se of
deliverance, the prolong d oppression ot my soul found vent in a
loud,long, and imgingcry.

1renumber little m^re, and that confusedly. Ihave some dim
memory ofan intervalof silence,broken by voicesoutsidemy prisoa;of
the sudden opening of the door ;of ablinding iig)t;of a group of
several form- without. Iseem to remember also tnat there were cries
of wonder asIstriggered fr<>iii my nanow lodging and fell fainting
into the arms of my deliverers. But these things aie to me as the
"-hadows of n drei'Ti. The rushing darkness leturned upon me, and
for many hours Iknew no more.

Such isthe ston- of my s'rangeadventure. Igreatly doubt whether
inall the chapterof accidents in history asiranger onecanbe found. I
have already stated that its truthis known t> several persons, and
tiat the stnet accuracy of my account cau be verified by simple
lcquiiy.

"Rough on Piles."
—

Why puffer piles? Immediate relief
and complete, cure guaranteed. Ask for "Rough on Piles." Sure
cure for itching, pr trueling, bleeding, or any form of Piles.

Accenting to the new issue of the General Annual Return ofthe
army, we fi 'd the non-comtniss-inned officers and men of militia
clarified under live heads—"' Churchmen, Presbyterians, Weslevans,
other Protestants, and Human C<uholic«." The aggregatestrength of
the force is 112,783, of whom 59 246 belong to the Established
Church, whileno fewer than 38.579 are enteredas Catholics. Lump-
ing together the Presb>teri:uis, Wesleyaus, and other Protestants, the
fact 13 anived at that the railiti.i contains only 14,958 Dissenters
against neaily thiee times t'iat number of Catholics.

Profesaoi Grisai, Piufe s,h of History m tie University of
lunspruck,hts been siimmoneel to Rome by the Pope to consult the
archives of the Vatican with a view tiwriting a confutation of

''
the

History of the city ofRome from thefifth to tlw sixteenth century,'"
wherin tho author Gregorovius sets forth numerous groundless
accusations against the Popes.

A widow numeel Rebecca <>rosvenor, lesidiug at Newtown,
Montgomer\ snire, has j'j-.t attaint1Iher 10.2nd year, having been,
born in1784. Her health isexcil -nt. and her eyesight is so good
that she civi ren<l anel thread aneedle without tbi juse of glasses.

(From the Shamrock.}
(Concluth d.~)

Then an idea occurred tomy mind which brought with it a gleam
of hope. Ithought it possible that by applying niy strength to the
weight itself. Imiirht bo able to iruptrt to it by Mow d.'k'i'ms a
swinging motion, hketh.it of apendulum ; and this being c lUtinued,
might at lennth biing the pondeious mass m contact wit'i the eloor,
and so burst it open. Raisingmyself from the flooi of the roll, u|on
which Ihad agnm sunk down, Iapplied my "-"ri'iigth to the weight,
and by exerting all my energy m a onof rhythmic.il impulses
Igradually fucci eded inimpartingto v an almost imp<ie\ ptible move-
ment. Gradually this mcie;wil;and, but )oi an unforeseen cir-
cumstance, the scheme might ha\e be<n succe^ful. But Ipresently
found that the weight diel not h?ngexactly 1,1 the centre of thesnafu
The consequence was thut i. s ruck the wall opposite the door b.foie
it reached the door itself. The extent of its swingbeing thus checked.
my utmost < fforts failed to hiing ii into contact with the door. '1he
attempt had, theiefore, to be abandoned, and hope again died within
me.

Hopedied within me And now my sensations wen1those oi
extremehorror and dismay. Ifor the first t'rne felt the coitainty o
my fate. A deadly sickness seized me. Ina par >xyisrnof despair '.
tlungmys Ifagain upon the floor ot my prison, and lay there withou1
motion.
Iwill not dwell upon the long hours tint fo'l< w d— those hours

(f more than moital nL'onv of min'*. It happened that Ihul lately
been readingan account of a traveller wt ohid jvii-hrd mr\ quick-
sand. The time of the acoi'lcnt wason a -summer > veninsj, when the
sun was sinking, and the lonely Mime was btthed in the rosy light.
The spot where itoccurred was well-known to me— andafter leaeimg
iho account Ihad endeavoured, in that unre.zoning spirit which
someiimes leads the mine! to dwell on bor rr->, to reah c in fancy the
sersntions of the victim, as ii.eh by inch and foot by foot, in full
sight of the free ocean and glonousmn, tho troacheious qucksand
drew him downward— downward— tohis d'om.

What the sensations amending guch a deathni'ist be Icould then
but feebly realise. Iknow ihuru now.

Iknow tt em row. The een(-auorisof tho^o wno have face
to face withde..th for houis, watnr,in<7 wiih >-t.titiiivr e\ > s his
approach,"are to toe no mjst-ry. But tlv mm1< f man htsmercifully
been su trdeied th.it atr*ny prolonged b yond a cviwun pout en>!s m
binumbing the pusver (if Je'(lin<.r. Thus it is tl at ci mii.nls condemned
to execution oftin s eep soundly and cat withappetite : a fact which
seems amazing to those who consider how comparatively 9hght a
degree of mental dibtiess has power to rob themght of rest and to
turn the daintiest food to poison. They do not reflect that mental
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domestic habits generally than we possess to pass any judgment on
the matter, but, unless this newer England of ours differs very much
in its methods from its venerable prototype, theminds of men should
bo much more occupiedin attemptingto fjet ridof one wife than ina
desire to add three to the number. We do not know,in fact, that
even an adoption of Moslem cus'ems could bring us to more shame
in the eyes of a rightly judging woild than has been incurred by
England hersolf Gwing to recent events -and to a long course of
such.

It would appear that the methods of piety are
A queer

UNDERTAKING.
almost quitebeyond finding ouf. A young girl ha8

just diedin Queensland, wi ere she wassent for her
health, wbose occupation it had been for fome time

previous toher death, to work for the conversion of the whole police
force of Victoria, by sending them monthly packages of

"
Gospel

papers." History does not record what themotive was that turned
the mind of this maiden in the first instance to thepolice force ; nor
why they alone of all the servants of the Government became the
object of her solicitude. Possibly, however,no such grand idea had
entered the head of any devoted Christian, since that year in which
Miss Whateley, a daughter of the late Archbishopof Dublin,under-
took the conversion of the whole garrison of Malta bymeans of a
publicationknown as the Gospel Trumpet,and whose dissemination
she promoted throughthe hands of a pious sergeant, stationed on the
island. But that was a great many yeais ago, and the fruits that
have since been apparent in the British aimy have not been
of any important consideration. The chief fruit, perhaps,
was the amusement caused when the event came out at a certain trial
held in Dublin, in which the Archbishop and his family cut rather n.
droll figure.— Itrelated toa quarrelbetween one Captain Stuart and
his wife, who had been 'm inmate of Dr. Whaleley's household.— It
may,however, very will be questionedas to wh. ther apolice force of
unexceptionablepietywouM be of as much service to the community
in generalas the force as it exists, at present, —we will not siy ina
condition pastpraying for,butof no particular evangelic^ power.—
Meantime, there is nothing at all to astonish us in the premature
death of this extremely piousyoung person.— With all the sins of the
force upon her mind and nothing to combxt them but bundles of
tracts, it is only a wonder thatshe survived even for a single day
But we feai her place in the annals of the Colony will be only that of
affording another illustration of the freaks of which humannature,
whenunwisely directed, is capable.

A STRANGEADVENTURE.
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