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«« THE WIDOW’S CHILD. 
A TALE OF THRILLING INTEREST. 

I came upon them one evening at the 
grove, it was now midsummer. ‘They 
were silting together, hand in hand, 

waterfall, a favarite resort of theirs, and 
as they sat they gazed at each other 
withoat speaking, she .with her face 
flushed and glowing, and her eyes spark- 
ling in a way I have never else observed, 
in that attitude they continued several 

sorbed were they with each other. She 
appeared to feel a strange delicious 
rapture from his mere presence: it was 
most singular, there was an enthusiasm 
in it—indeed, now at least the spark 
had been applied, and that constitu- 
tional fanaticism which her mother gave 
her, and which had lain so long dormant 
in her bosom, blazed furth in this new 
form more fiercely than it had ever 
flamed in her! Was it indeed so, was 
that frenzied love but an approach to 
hereditary insanity? 
But while this fierce passion had 

been thus advancing, think not that 
efforts were wanting to stay its progress, 
My own advice I ventured to give, but 
it was received in a way that led me 
not to offer it again, but the mother 
the enthusiastically virtuous, the wildly 
religious mother—every thing a mother 
could, she did; she reasoned, entreated, 
wept and prayed; anon, stormed and 
cursed, her poor distracted child. Nay 
once she went through some strange 
superstitious operations with a minister 
of her own sect from the neightourink 
city, with the view—smile not, reader, 
at the weak woman’s delusion-—of casting 
out the devil, which she firmly believed 
had entered into her daughter. Some-! 
times she had recourse even to personal | 
violence; but all was in vain, tears and 
entreaties, upbraiding and anger, hud 
but the same reply. 

¢ Alas! mother, I know it is wrong to 
Jove him asl do, but I cannot help it— 
oh, can I help loving him, my noble 
Southern—he wbo knows more than! 
ever man knew—who speaks to me as 
never man spoke—who loves me witha | 
love, for which I would exchange the | 
heaven you hope for, mother! 

¢ Yes, girl, love him: love that incar- 
nate spirit of evil, that the Almighty | 
has permitted to afflict us for a time for | 
our trangression. Love him, and pres; 
pare to meet the eternal wrath that will 
follow en the deep sin he tempts you 
to. Oh, my child, my one only dar- 
ling, let us flee from this place, from ' 
the circle of this fiend’s enchantment; | 
be does not.love you, Cheeny, he hates 
you; he will ruin you, girl, and then 
spurn you oat in the world, a wretched 
-and degraded being!’ 

In the excited strain of which the 
above is but a faint and meagre exam- 
ple, did the widow daily and nightly 
endeavor to turn her daughter from her 
mad attention. Nor were her efforts 
always unattended with st least the ap- 
pearance of success. More than once ! 
she got her to confess, she believed he | 
wanted to ruin her; and to promise to | 
forget, to avoid him, even to leave the 
place, and seek an asylum for her virtue 
far away from Westwater. 

Such confassions and promises she 
would make, weeping upon her fond 
parent’s bosom: on one such occasion— 

* Yes, mother,” it is that dark eye 
of his that undoes me. He never bends 
upon me, but I feel him drinking away 
from me my very soul. I cannot resist 
it. You are right, be is an evi) spirit; 
he tells me the Bible is a lie, mother (Lhe 
old woman shuddered), and persnades 
me there is no such thing as sin or evil!" 

¢ Oh, my child? exclaimed the mo- 
ther, ¢ let us give thanks to Him, who 
has at length opened your eyes, to the 
T'ophet on whose brink you stood!’ 

And the two women kaelt together, 
joining their voices in thanksgiving. 
Bat asthe hour drew near when she 
was won’ to meet her lover, another 
change came over her spirit; she became 
anxious and restless, sighed often, moved 
about from one part of the house to 
another, and at last springing up, threw 
her arms about her mother’s neck and 
kissed her, then bursting from her, flew 
out of the house and away to the grove, 
where she found Southern, and (ailing 
upon his breast, gave way to a wild fit 
of hysterical laughter and weeping. 

But he now began te think the charm 
mearly wound up, and resolved to re- 
move her from Westwater to a large 
city; for even he had feeling enough left, 

to wish to keep the affair apart from the 
eyes of the work people. 
One evening, when the summer was 

new wearing over, he broke the proposal 
to her, that she should leave her mother's 
house, and become altogether his. 
As might be expected, the infatuated 

girl consented, and promised to eet 
him next night at a particular place, 

| where he was to be in waiting with his 
gig, to cenvey her forever from West~ 
water. All next day poor Cheeny tried 
hard to conceal from her motker her 
purpose; but towards night she could no 
longer accomplish it,and clasping her 
in her boson, bade her farewell, 

¢ What—my child!’ screamed the wi- 
dow; ¢ where are you going?’ 

¢ To Southern.’ 
¢ To be married to him? 

the fiend!’ 
¢ No, mother—not married.’ . 
A scene ensued, which I feel myself 

altogether unable to describe. The wi- 

The atheist, 

‘dow became perfectly frantic; she pray- 
ed her daughter to remain: she comman- 
ded, implored, even struck her: but all 
in vain; the deluded girl would go, and 
struggled to be away.— There was some- 
thing fearful in 1t, and the neighbors 
trembled as they listened outside the 
door. At Jast, when she found 
she could no longer restrain her, she 
appeared to yield. 

« I will let you go to him—I will; but 
first answer me this question. I adjure 
you by (here she used an expression too 
awful to be repeated here), tell me the 
truth. Areyou still pure as you were 
before this devil possessed you? Have 
you sinned as yet in thought only, and 
not in deed?’ 
Jane, drooping ber beautiful head, 

avowed hersell guilty of no sin greater 
than loving him. 

¢ Well then, go? 
She went; and as she stepped over 

the threshold, her mother knelt down 
upon it, and screamed after her a curse, 
of a most wild znd awfll sound of mean. 
ing—an imprecation such as none but 
# mother, and a mother in a state of 
manunical frenzy could utter; it had in its 
strange fanatical blasphemy somethicg at 
once terrible and sublime, and containea 
a prayer that the Almighty would smite 

{ her with some sudden and dreadful evil 
before she could accomplish her pur- 
pose, 
Her daughter, as she heard it, drew 

herself togather as if a stone had struck 
her, and burried swiftly away. 
As tre widow lost her ip. darkness, 

she turned ipto the house, and shutting 
it up, and putting out the lights, began 
moanisg and wailing aloud, in a man— 
ner that drew tears from the wives and 
dauchters of the neighbors, as they lis. 
tened with fear and wonder around it. 
Jane reached the place appointed, and 

found him waiting. 
* Are you mine, love?’ said he, in an 

exulting tone. 
¢ 1 am Southern—body and sonl.? 
He lifted her into the giz, and off'they 

flew along the dark road with great 
swiftness.—She wept much, and he was 
endeavoring to soothe her with his fond- 
est blandishments when they rapidly ap. 
proached an abrapt turn in the road, 
about a mile or more from Westwater. 
Just then, one ofthe large waggons 
belonaing to the company, was slowly 
toiling its way to the factory, ”loaded 
with an immense pile of raw cotton, 
‘They were on. it ere they were aware; 
and in an instant, one of their wheels 
struck the fore wheel, and they were 
discharged from their seats to the 
ground. 

Southern sprang to his feet, unhurt: 
but ere he bad don® sg, the heavy hind. 
wheel of the ponderous machine had gone 
crushing over the le(t knee of fair Jane 
Granton, and she lay maogied and 
senseless in the road, 
The astonished wargoners lified her 

from the ground, and by his directions, 
put her along with tha fragments of the 
212 upon tbeirr waggon, and urged their 
horses quickly jorward towards West- 
water, while he, catching his own ani- 
mal, and disencumbering it of its disor- 
dered furniture, mounted it, and dashed 
furiously away to the city, there to drewn 
thoaght in a {it of furious debanch. 

Bat who could imagine or describe 
the mother, when the waggon stopped 
before the door, and its condactors bore 
into her dwelling the broken and bleed- 
ing boay of her only child. At first, she 
stood struck with wild amazement; then 
when they told her what had happened 
she grew pale as death, and remained 
silent for a few minutes, apon, sha 
broke out in cries of lamentation that 
were heart-rending to listen to, ming 
ling with strange prayers and curses, 
clothed in wild, seriptutal language, and 
finally sunk exhausted to the ground as 
senseless as her daughter, 

a des¢ription 

The waggoners, two elderly and hu- 
mane men, immediately put in order one 
of the light spring vans in constant use 
about the factory, and fitting it with a 
bed, put into it poor Cheeny, and covers 
ing ber with blankets, and drawing 
close the canvass covering of the vehicle, 
attached a fresh horse to it, and drove 
off to the city, to convey her to the hos- 
pital. 
The widow recovered in about an 

hour, and hearing what had been done 
took ber bonnet und staff, and a small 
bundle, and shutting her little shop, 
betook herself to the road, and travelled 
all night after them. 

At this time I had been resident about 
a week at the hospital as a pupil. On 
the day following the events just mar- 
rated, I went at the hour of visit, which 
was in the afterncon, info the accident 
ward of the establishment. 

It was a long ball, with a range of low 
ironbedsteads on each side, a large 
fireplace at the end, with doors to the 
right and left, leading to two or three 
small apartments, called the side rooms, 
where any patients were kept, whose 
cases required particular attention, or 
removal from the noise of the ward. 
Surrounding ene of the bedsteads I 

saw a crowd of pupils, and among them 
the surgeon and his clerk; and judge 
at my surprise to hear the latter read 
from the journal, a report as follows; 

* Jane Granton, aged eighteen, about 
middle stature, fair complexioned, a very 
good loooking factory girl. Last even- 
ng, near Westwater cotton factory, 
shire, was thrown from a gig, &e. 

I listened with amazement, and elbow- 
Ing my way among the young gentlemen, 
saw the id=ntical girl, iying alone in 
tbe ususl Hospital night dress, her face 
covered with sweat, while & twang of 
agony passed over its features, every now 

and then, when any thing touched the 
bed. and a bright hectic flush spotted 
her cheeks. At her head, sat ber motter, 
holding mechanically in ber hands a 
small tin pannikin, containing wine and 
water, and gazing around her, with a 
sort of blank amazed look, while her 
lips continued moving rapidly, though 
she uttered no sound. 

As soon as the clerk bad finished reads 
ing his report the surgeon examined the 
knee, and casting a look of compas- 
sion at the suffering girl, directed that 
a consultation should be called that af(- 
ternoon, and passed to the next patient, 
When they had left the ward, I went 

clese to the bed whereon lay my once 
familiar schoolmate. As soon as she saw 
me she burst into tears and turned ber 
head away, and her mother rising, bent 
over her and kissed her cheek, and they 
wept together. 

I was deeply moved; I could not dare 
to ask them how it had happened,—in- 
deed, I had learned already all that from 
the waggoners, who were well known 
to me,—bat I told them, that if from my 
residence at the hospital I could be of 
any assistance to them, they were beara 
tily welcome to it. They both thanked 
me und I withdrew, indeed, the scene 
was such that new as | was to hospital 
life, I was altogether unable to bear 
it, 

That afternoon the consultation was 
held, and the decision was AMPUTATION. 
When it was announced Jane turned 

deadly pale, while the cold sweat broke 
out anew upon her face, and a low moan 
was groaned ous bitterly irom her besom, 
The widow clasped her hand and look« 
ed upward, trembling like a leaf of 
a lree, 

The hospital at was a large, 
dark, stone edifice, consisting of two 
parts joined together, like the limbs of 
a letter T\, It was several stories’ high, 
and over the centre of its roof arose a 
great glass dome, which formed the 
operating theatre, ‘Tbe situation was 
chosen, with the view of preventing 
the cries of patients from reaching 
the ears of their fellow unfortunates in 
the wards, or ofthe public, in the streets. 
It was reached by a series of wide stone 
stairs, with Jong lobbies and passages 
leading to the different parts of the 
building. - [2 the interior was a circus 
lar place, with an area in the centre of 
a similar shite, and tiers of seats rising 
all round, one above another, toa consi- 
derable height. A circle of pillars 
supported the dome, which was very 
lofty, und round about the cornice, over 
these were a nurcher of medallioas, bear- 
ing representations of figures’ dancing, 
playing on lyres, ¥c.—not very suitable 
ornamen's, certainly, for a place of such 

i It also contained, on one 
side, a pulpit and clerk’s desk, for 1t 
served likewise as a chape! for the patis 
ents un Sundays. In the centre of the 

i area, which was laid with red painted 
canvass, stood the operation table, a 
most striking thing to look at. It ap. 
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peared very beavy and strong, was co- 
vered with dark leather, and had dis 
persed gbout ‘t a quantity of iron ma- 
chinery, which gave rise to the most 
revolting ideas in the mind. 

It was now two o’clock inthe after- 
noon 
filled by medical gentlemen, and I, who 
felt very strongly, as it was the first ime 
portant operation I had ever seen, took 
my position close to one of the pillars 
that supported the rool. We waited for 
some time, when the folding doors wer 
thrown open, and we saw Jane bornein 

As soon as by the dressers and nurses. 
she saw the crowd of spectators—many 
of them mere boys—the flush of pain 
forsook her cheeks, and she became pale 
as her dress: but on the instant as if a 
floodgate at her heart had been thrown 
open, a red blush gushed over her face 
and neck completely suffusing them. 
She was placed on the table, whose 
machinery being slightly put in motion, 
immediately placed ker ir the niost 
suitable and safe positien, But who is 
it that stands beside her head, whisper. 
ing endearment fo her, and fondly 
caressing her fair brow, whereon the 
sweat now glistens in diamond like 
drops?—it is her mo‘her,—the mother, 
who, in ber phrenzy, prayed Heaven 
that this might befall her. How changed 
how dreadfully preyed upon, looks that 
poor woe stricken parent now! 

But the tourniquet bas been applied 
and the surgeon, alter a short examina- 
tion, to make sure of his course, motions 
with his hand to a tall young man, who 
stands apart. ‘What is that they pass 
under the table, glancing for a moment. 
clear, cold, and metallic? It is the 
knife. It was quickly handed, but she 
saw it, and made a convulsive spring 
that shook the iron work- of the hideous 
table. whilst an expression seized her 
of mortal fear end horror. My eyes 
were now fixed 1mmoveably on the 
operator. Balancing the long sword- 
like instrument in his hand for a moment 
he struck it into the milkwhite flesh of 
the noble limb, transfixing it compleiely, 
and cutting rapidly to che surface. 
Thereupon the red blood splashed on the 
floor, and there shot up into the echoing 
concave of the lofty dome, a protracted 
shriek—the wild ¢ Oh my God! of agony 
unendurable by human epiric., It was 
followed by a succession of short, sud- 
den, exhausted gasps, like efforts to 
catch at and retain a life about to take 
wings to itself, and flee away forever 
Bat are these the only sounds. ~ No; what 
voice is that mingling its unearthly notes 
in the dreadful discoré? It isthe widows 
Falling at once upon her knees, while 
her cap drops from her head, aud her 
long gray hair streams abroad upon her 
shouiders, in the disorder of extreme 
excitement, she stretches wide her arms, 
and prays with the strange and vehes 
ment fervor of her sect that He would 
give her poor afflicted darling strength 
to drink to the drems the cup of his 
wrath, or would, in his mercy. give the 
suffering spirit permission to escape 
away {rom its mangled tenement. 

It was indeed a most appalling scene; 
§0 much so as even to shake the nerve 
of the surgeon, a most determined an 
experienced gentleman, whose habits” 
ally florid countenance grew pale 2% 
that of the fainting girl under his hands 
—but he went on with his work. 
cculd not look at ir. I felt sick and 
dizzy, and turned my eyes for relef to 
the bright blue sky, seen through the 
glass overhead, and was watshing the 
sunny white clouds sailing along: 
Hark! what hideous sound is that, heard 
so strangely distinct above the groan$ 
of the daughter and the pragers of the 
scarcely less agitated parent? [t 18 
the harsh grating of the SAW, as if 
rasps through the living bone and mar- 
row.—oh, most horrible. 
The dissevered member was hurried!s 3 

pushed under the table. 
¢ She is gone!” said some one. 
“I knew He would take her!’ 

prayed to Him in vain!® 
¢ No, na,” cried the sargeon, *lowel 

her head; a little wine Mr , ad 
dressing the clerk. : 
She sighaf deeply, and slowly return’ 

ed to consciousness. In the meantime 
the vessels had been secured, and the 
oressing haviug been completed with 
much dexterity, she wes removed to on¢ 
of the quiet side rooms of the accident 
ward. 

t My dear ——~’ ( 
‘1 regret exceedingly my idea © 

enrrying the girl Granlon to the city 
The adventure should have been con? 
sumated at Westwater;—byt inde 
with her own and her mother’s wad- 
ness, | always had doubts about whether 
the affair could be brought to a desirab!® 
wind up. I think she can be of lite 

the widow rising to her feet, ¢ J neve’ 

1 he plsce was already nearly 

$ 


