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wse to me now, after being pruned in
the manner you describe, so thst Wil
liams msy have her for me. 1 leave her
a legacy to him-—eh? By the way I
should !ike to have the job hushed up as
quietly as possible, as it may wnterfere
with another small piece of business I
um about toengage in. When will you
be cut to Westwater? [ havea number
of things to show you,—one a new ap-
plication of the eccentric motion 1in
lapper weaving, an 1dea [ hope you will
give me some credit for. I have found
the book teo, that denmies the paddle
wheel to be a modern invention;—but
you will hear and see all when you
come.
Believe me, my dear ———,
Yours very truly,
Epwarp SoUTHERN.

This most heartless and depraved letter
I actually read twice over btefore I could
convince myself of its reality; and from
that moment resolied never again to
hold communion of any description with
such an atrecions scoundrel.

Next day I went in to see how she
was. I found her mother absent. She
appeared overjoyed to see me alone.

« Well Mr —,’ said she with much
animation, * has he come—is he here?’

¢ Do not think of him any more,
Cheeny,’ said I, ¢ you bave been most
dreadfully deceived by bim. He 1s a
most unprincipled villain.

She stared at me with a look as 1f she
had not understood me. :

« Did you write to him?' said she at
length.

At this moment the thought foreibly
seized me, ¢ shall [ not endeavor even st
the eleventh heur to disabuse her of ths
delusion, and show her at once the cha-
racter by whom she has been so wolully
daped? I put the letter into her hands.
She caught it quickly and rose upin bed
to reed if. :

¢« Ab,’ said she, ¢ how well I know
that notle hand,—so beautiful, so man-
ly, so like himsel(?” she pressed it to her
hips and bosom. I watched her as she
read,—she grew very pale while a look
of bewilderment overspread her fertures.
She read it through witbout appearing
quite to understand it; then looked st the
signature, the date and the address;
then drawing a deep breath, and pass-
ing her band over ber forehead, to hold
aside the yellow curls that were wanton-
ing across it, began sagsin, end read it
overonce more. W hen sk had done it
she seemed in a kind of stupor, then
dropping the paper on tbe bed, fell back
upon the pillow, and covering ber face
with her hands, turned round toward the
wall,

My heart smote me on the instant for
what 1 had done, [ cou!d not stand be«
side her. Ileit the side room; and go-
ing off to my own apartments sat down
alone to curse my own folly.

Next day, at the bour of wis'ts, the
poor girl - was reported delirious—the
affection being what medical men call the
low. muttercd dehirium, as distinguished
by Depraytren from the excited disorder,
usaally call-d by that name. :

Two days this lasted, during which
she took nothing but the stimulants
usually administered in such cases. On
the third U wentto see her. She gavea
weak, languid smile as I entered, and
when I took her wrist pressed my band,
while a single small tesr stood in each
sunken eye. Her face was now fear-
fully changed. No one could have be~
lieved ber to be the fair factory girl I
bave elsewhere so veinly attempted to
describe.

Her cheeks were hollow; ber skin was
clammy, her lips shrunken and livid, nothing
of her  bright beauty remaiqed save the
golden tresses, and the beaming blue eye.
Her mother was beside her, and from the
absence of the delirium entertained strong
hopes of her recovery. She had one of the
hoepital bibles on her knee, from which she
continued to read, but all the while I saw that
her daughter’s thoughts and attention were
far, far away, _

Nex: morning I went to see her again,
and was made sware of one of the most
singular and increcible phenomena that have
ever come under my experience, When I
entered sbe seemed excited. She motioned
me to her, for she was now so weak she
could scarcely make herself beard.

« What men are these, that came and took
me away, Mr ——’

« Took you away, Cheeny—wha' do you
mean:’

« Why, two dark indistinct men that came

motionless with weakness, cold and terror.
The door opened, and they bore me into a
large, cold and damp place, with a, bigh
window, with iron bars, and having a curious,
eartbly smell. Then they laid me on &
table, and left me, locking the door as they
went, Ilay for some time, when eanother
door opened, and 1 could see into a Jarge
square hall, crowned with dim figures. One
of them a tall dark being approached me; I
fainted away, and on coming to myself found
that [ bad been conveyed back. Ob, Mr
~——— this 15 a strange place, and we trast
in you for protection,—did they take me jfor
dead, were they going to dissect me?’

She told me this was an appearance of
extreme terror. For my part I was thun—
derstruck, and utterly at a loss. She had
described with the most unerring exactness
the private stair of the ward, a long under-
ground passage which. communicated with
the cellers, &, of the hospital, the dead
house, the fatal No, 14, on which sbe said
the moon ghone through the little window,
and lastly the clynical lecture room. Now
botb morally and physically, it was impossi~
ble she could have lett the side room, for
the night nurse sat up in the ward all the
night, and had ouserved nothing, besides in
my own pocket was the key of the private
door of the ward, opening out upon the
staircase, which I had locked witk my own
hands the evening before, this being part of
my duty in the house, and which on exami-
nation I now found as T had left it, Of
course sleep was ou’ of the question. But
80 exactly bad she described it!! And then,
along with that fact, to think that she had
never in her life before been in the hospital
in the city, indeed out of Westwater at sll,
and that when ehe was brought in she bhad
entered by the large front door, and up the
great siene staircase, Iat first described, to
the ward, that from thence to the operaling
theatre, and back again to the side room,
comprised the whole of ber removals! It
wasindeed a most iexplicable dream, delusion
or whatever you may call i*, and one of
those facts that seem to sport with onr ignor-
ance of that most mysterious brinch of science
the pbysivlogy of the nervous eystem, 1
mentioned it afterwards at a soviety meeting
to a student, a friend of my own, and he
referred me an explanation to the study of
Mesmerism,

Unable at the time to trust my own rea-
sou sie persisted so atrongly in her statement,
baving procured the key of the door No, 14,
I opened the private door of the ward and
descended the staircase. On reaching the
door [ could net help pondering on the pre-
cision which she bad described every partica-
lar.  On going into the dead house (a large
stone paved place, with a high barred win-
dow; where the bodies of those who had died
in the hospital were kept till removed by
their friends) 1 found every thing as 1t should
be 2nd no trace of any one having been there.

As I returned along tho pissage, musing
upon the abave, I was met by a sub-porter
of the insiitution, who informed w2 that
there was someboly outside the back door
(hy which the friends of patients were ad-
mitted, though only at a partuicular bour.)

derable time, he told me, but had latteriy
been a little more quiet. I bade him uofasten
the door, which opened into a quiet lane,
leading between the hospital and a large
churchyard. He did so.
upon the step. I teuched him with my foot,
when he sprung to his feet and showed me
—Williams. T was surprised. He looked
exceedingly worn and haggard.

¢ Bless me, Wiltiams!’ said I, ¢ I thought
you were in London. How did you come
here?’

¢ Oh, 1 cannot tell you, Mr, ———, Is
she living?’

¢« She is; but very, very ill, Williams.

¢ Ob, let me see her, good Mr, ———,
as you hope yourself for mercy!

¢ Well, so you shall, but come in snd com-
pose yoursell a little. It is againstrule; you
should have had an order from the wustron:
but [ will go and get you one.?

While I was gone he had made his way
to the room where she lay. I foynd him
leaning on the edge of her bed, pressing her
band between his,

¢ Forgive you Jane!” he was saying, ¢ May
God forgive bim who hzs wrought you this
as freely as I fergive you, my fi.st and best
love.’

She was now falling very wesk Indeed.
It was plain to me she counld not live over
the evening.  Of this her motner and Wil-
liams were likewise persyaded, and neith-r
of them left ber, but passed the time in the
earnest performanee of the peculiar religious
forms and duties of their church,  Le felt ke

bere last night, when my mother was acleep,

intrasion on my part to stay, so I left them,

They opened the door, and came in with a | Jooking in every now and then, In the

black board, laid me on it, and curried me
away down 8 nartow creoked staircase,
along a long cold passage, that sounded
strangely and drearily as they walked, till we
came 1o a big black door, marked No. 14,
for the moon shone (broegha littie grated
window, and I could see quite plainly, ibough

course of the afternoon, on entering the

{ room 1 ohserved ber &taring round with a

curious glance, as of amusement and deligh
mingled with surprise.

¢ Mr —— ., said she, ¢ whose pretty
smiling little children are these, round about
the bed?’

the rapt and fanatical widow.

The person had been knocking for a consi- |

A man was sittiog |

I felt at a Joss what to ¢ay, of course there
was no child there; but it was not so with

+ These,’ said she, ¢ are the babes of two
years old ard under that were slain by com«
mand, of Yerod throughout all the borders of
Bethlebew, Even asone of these sball you
soon be, my own darling girl.’

¢ How bright and beautiful they look!
murmured her daughter.

There was a long pause.

¢« Mother, dear mother I am going away

from you; give me your hand, Wiiliams;
’

My

She was. gone! Slowly the dim echpses
of death came over the orbs of her celestial
eyes, and her lips fell asunder,

» The Lord gave and taketh away,’ said
the widow, slowly and with difficalty getting
out each syllavle,

¢ Blessed be Hisname!l’ said Williams, and
falling upon the body he gave way to a
paroxysm of bysteric grief like a weakly
girl. Adding a fervent ¢ Amen,” I withdrew
to the veighboring side room which was
empty, for I was ashamed tp go through the
ward in the state of emotion 1 wasin,

Next cay a clinical lecture was delivered
on her case to the pupils of the establishment
and the vext ber mother and Williains came,
with a few friends of their religions sect,
and removed her Lody.

Bu: she does not sleep in the quiet charch- '
yard at Westwater, DBefore they went away
they gave me a bright and abundant tress
of her yellow hair, then each wringing my
hand warmly, they went out from the city
northwsrd, and 1 eaw them no ncre,

But wbat remains to tell? Southern’s
piece of basiness he mentioned in his letter to
me proved his ruin, It was a scheme to
elope with the wife of the principal pariner
of the Westwater company, who held through
her his share, He hoped that wupon her
being divorced be could marry ber, and obs
tain with her the immense preperty she hud
brought ber husband. He was, however,
mosvdamentatly foiled, and with a broken
character, deprived of his situation at West.
water. His name was immediately erased by
advertisement from the books of several
scientific societies of which be was a mem-
ber, and he went to seek his bread in Lon-
don, where | believe he draws a wretched
subsistence fron an cbscure and filthy peony
paper of whieh he is editor and proprietor.,

TFPME
AN EXThACT FROM A MANUSCRIPT
POEM.
YEa, Ruins vpon Ruins! Thou hast come,
‘I'me, from the depth of ages, and the fall
Of Nations, and the pulseless City’s gloom
Colamn and arch and moss-envelop’d wall
Liang on thy footsteps. As the banquet hall
When Revelry hath ceased. and the pale-sky
Gaozes within, the Reveller treads, sud pall
And images of death glare on his eye—
Thus o’er the Earth, O Time, thy feet move
silently!

And slow and silent like the change of leaves
Jy the chill breath of Aatamn, the high stone
Falleth low, and ths voiceless dust receives
Its voiceless offepring! With a hollow moan
Like night winds throogh the forest, wouk
and lone
The proud man dieth; and the flashing eyes
Of seornful Be ialy, weeping are upihrewn
And fade all lustreless! Aye, week and wice
Fall like the helpless weed, which *neath man’s
footstep lies!

Earth spreads a banquet, and why pot partake
Though Change is sporting round us? The
weak flower
Smiles for a season: vale and mountain make
With the deep forest, gladaesa for aa hour
With leaves und verdare, aud the crumbling
tower
Sports with its clinging ivy!  Then why steal
From Mirth and Gladness, though the silent
Power
Claim us invisibly? Even though you reel
Like the World’s Menarch from his feast, smile
on nor feel!

Earth has its poisons. and what thonzh we feed
A little hoar on them? The great and good
The weak and Evil have their lot, and Need
Doth fashion the:n e'en as the steel’s subdaed
By fire and hammer. ‘I'he inhawan brood
Of late aud Slander have their fangs, and must
Like Serpents use them. From their c'amors
rode
The strong soul turns sastained by inward trast
And shakes them from his neck into their native
dast!

From Blackwood’s Magazine for Juye,

THE VENETIAN PRISONS.

WE are now in prisou—in a Vanetian dun-«
geon—with our reader for & companion. How
atrociously ingenious, how diabolically inven«
uve is cruelly. In a cell, which we enter
stooping, we are made to notice that the round
hole above the docr from the passage by
which it is entered, while it admits air enough
‘0 keep a prisoner slive, and was not meant
t(). do more, excludes even the compusionship
of the eolitary candle, which was permitted
only at meal time. The light was placed
without, and opposiie to the air hole, so as
to throw merely a small circalar halo on the
prison walls. These awful enceintes bear
strong lestimony also to the endarance of man
in suffering, and prove that mind may even be
active, and that a certain exertion of its pow-
erg is possible in utter darkness and hopeless
confinement, sggravated 100 often by the anti-
cipation of a sanguirary death, of which the
only uncertainty was the when and the way.
Upon the stone over which we stamble as we
enter, Byron composing his * Foscari,’ is said
1o have looked darkness in the face for seves
ral bours at a time. These horrnd cells have
even their curiosities! Of all the portraits of
themselves which painters have bequeathed,
nong which we ever yet beheld interested us

- like two profiles on one low roof —a kingly

head with a crown on, and by it another face.

. These were the Paduan tyrant, Carrara, aud
. his son, who were certainly strangled within

these dungeons. Nor without its interest 1s
the 'scrawl of a poor illiterate fellow, who
records of himself only his own imerry dispo-
sition, thoogh doomed to live and die here, as
were ull who passed along this fatal narrow
corridor, * * * % Priggtgin their cap'ivi=

"ty here acknowledge their fidelity to the Holy

See; their names and that of their core may be
read, and ¢ Long life to the Holy Romaa

. Catholic Charch,” just as the soldiers who

sank before him in attempling a river they
could pot ford eried * Vive I'Empereur’
Conoerning this same Roman Catholic Charch
by the way, that never had a schism! Venice
not three centaries ago, defied the Pope's
terrible sentence of excommunication. She
shat up the church and the chapel, and laid
hiold on the priests, calling herself,neverthelese,
both Roman and Catholic. Oa the other
hand, 10 moke Bologna wsnd Pavia obedient
subj-cis, his holiness erased them [tom the list
of candidates for heaven. We entered one
cell which had a window, as well asa door;
and what a window! By its eide a hole 18
wronght in the wall, sufficient for the introduc~
tion of a cord. It was pointed outto us. We
should have overlooked it. Under that window,
within, \s the very stone, of a proper height,
for the victim to sit on and bestrangled ke
poultry —ta have his neck wrung (oh, damna=
ble and bloody man) against the unyielding
iron of his casement! "T'he next cell, pumber
6 we be'ieve, smells strongiy of thefice lighted
by a blessed mob some thirty yoars ago.
¢ Sweet smells the old carbon.’

Another cell—and the last—is that in which
a fratricide noble of Dalmatia was confined for
fourteen years. Ile had shot his brother, a
priest, whilst he was officiating at the high
altar in Zara. He died about forty four days
ufter his liberation, aged 35 years. His nervouns
system, not able fo sustain the stimualation of
air and light, 10 which he had been so long
unused, reacted on the machine and pot an
end toits fanctions. This cell has been spared
as a specimen to posterily, and is even, as
“it was, and as they all were, a wild beast’s
den, vaunlted with Istrian marble above, snd
ribbed all round with wood, and rivetted to
the walls with large nails. Its shape is exactly
that of a trank which you pack clothes in—
a trank with a roundtop. This isa colossal,
impenetrable trank. At one foot above the
ground you seethe planks still ready for the
bed of straw; you see the shelf for the water
and the Joaf of bread; and youn see, and
shudder, at the one emall air hole above his
pallet, from the dark cell into the dark corridor,
at the end of which corridor there is a small
slit, whence a glimmer of daylight comes to
scare the very visitor, who may go away
when he pleases. But (hese are no» all the
horrors. Here rolled the head from the
decapitated tronk; through these ronnd holes
fell the ensanguined sawdust into the sea,
* making the green one red,’ for these prisons
are only just above the level of the water.
Glad are you to ascend the dungeon steps: in
doing which youn obtain, through a parsimoni-
ously lighted cell, a view of the Bridge of
Signs, with tho s’ern looking marble heads
which projact in high relief from the covered
arch, \Vhat soands are these? Is it possible
that man cun sing and wrangle behind 1he
deeply receding windows, with the double
bars, of sach a tocality? Yes! for they ba here
for a certain season only. They had no Bridge
of Sighs to cross.  Their friends know where
they are, and why they have eyes, and see
the light;they have ears to cateh rhe jocund

Bat Earth is not all evil! The lone night
Hath Stars and Beauty, and the voice that
makes
The old heart yosng! In raptarous delight
The hoars fly on to bim who ne’er forsakes
That inward law, which if a_joy it takes
Yields us another, with a brighter glow. ’
He who his thirst from lawless foun'ain
slukes
Drinks wormwood! and his fleeting pleasures
grow

Into a burden huge of never ending wo.
Augustus Snodgrass,

sounds oo the quany below The hellich
jadgments of the Ten and of the Three have
censed for ever. They shall not die like
poultry, not even though they had commitied
one of the four capial crimes which Paul
Veronese has painted in the Judgment Hall.
A (riend of ours has pat his bavd into the
Lion’s mouth, to eatisfy himsell thatthere are
really no secret denouncements unswallowed
in- his msophagns. The Austrian and his
soldiers may be hated: but he would not drown
his state prisoners. I'ne si'ent mischief of the
¢offiser of the night,’ and the mysterious
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