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From ¢“The Recollections of a Gaol Chaplain.”

THE REVENGE OF AN UNRELENTING
WOMAN.

Nor the least painful of the duties of 2 gaol-
chaplain, is that of preparing a criminal for
execution.

To insist on the necessity of repentance—to
maintain that it MUsT precede not enly pardon,
but ‘any acceptable act of devotion—to avoid
holding out too little or too much hope,—to
eschew fanaticism on the one hand, and des-
pondency on the other, to check the transports
of enthusiasm by an appealto Scripture and its
“ words of truth and soberness,”—to0 cheer the
drooping spirit by a repetition of those bright
and blessed promises which light the Book of
Life—to wateh the slternations of hope and
despair in the convicts mind, and to stay them
by an application to * that Tree whose leaves
are for the healing of the nations,” is a task,the
anxiety and difficulty of which those only can
comprehend whose lot it is to minister to * the
prisoner and the captive.”

Ita perplexities too, are increased in a ten fold
degree, when, as in the case of Reza, guilt is
resolutely denied. Firmly, but without any
boisterous asseverations, or any vehemence of
tone and manner, she maintained her innocence.
“If my poor eld maste: met his end unfairly,
I am no party to the deed. I deserve to die;
but not for that. Life has long since ceased to
be desirable; and I willingly resign it. But that
old man’s marderer I am not.”

I dwelt on the necessity of repentence, and
the peculiar urgeucy, in her case, of devoling
every moment to make her peace with God,

“ Repentance !” ran her strange reply, *“1
know not the meaning of the term. I repent
of nothing! I have much to forgive,” and her
eyes flashed fire, “ much that I would forget,
but of nothing do Irepent.”

I warned her fully, and, Itrust faithfully, of
those torments which await the impenitent.
She_listened earnestly aand attentively. No
gesture of incredulity or impatience was in-
dulged in. But whan I finished, she replied in
those low solt tones [ g0 well remember.

“ May there not be a dispensation of mercy
beyond this world ? I say not that the B.ble
reveala it;  but [ infer it; and repose on it.
You warn me of torments that never end; and
Scripture warrants your allusions. But my view
of the character of my Creator lells me that he
is far too mereciful (o punish kis erring creatur-
;g ﬁ,))r ever. Ia this creed [have lived, and shall

ie.

it was in vain that I proclaimed to her the
peril of such sentiments.

*“ They are suited,” said she, with a gloomy
smile, *“ to my past life and present circumstan-
ces. « Brief space have I now to adopt a new
creed.”

Tleft her, fully acquiescing in the judgment
passed on her by the gaol matron,—that hers
was no common mind ; and had been no com-
mon fal!. The next morping, Baturday, Isaw
her again. She was calm and seif-pos-essed ;
end of her own accord touched on the evidence
given on her trizl. I again urged the du'y of
making a confession.

~“1 have none to make. I have nothing to
disclose ; nothing—at least,” said she, correct-
ing herself quickly, * nothing on that head.”
_*“ The only atonement you can make to so-
ciety 18 to disburden—"

“ Society ! I owe society nothing,” was her
hasty interruption. * [ have no reparation to
make : and'to those who have brought me in
guilty of poor Ampthill’s murder, I have to say,
why should I have destroyed him? Murder !”
acd a convalsive shudder thrilled her frame, —
* murder is a crime rarely committed save {fom
some powerful motive. No, no,” and a joyous
laugh rung frightfully in that cold and cheerless
cell,—*“ one does not dip one’s hand in blood
without some constraining motive. Ha, ha,
ha. Forgive me sir, I wander !”

But I thought her mind did not wander ; and,
struck by her manner and language, Iobserved,
¢ I'cannot, under these circumstaunces, and in
your present state of mind, administer to you
lh:' sacrament. You do not, I hope, expect
u?

¢ Idonot desireit! It isfor those—ifI un-
derstand aright aught pertaining to that solemn
mystery—who are in peace and charity with ail
mankind. Such a tose of feeling is not mige.
Those exist whom I can mever forgive »

* And yet, youexpect to be forgiven

¢t Ultimately,” was her gloomy and strange
reply.

She fell into a moody reverie. At times
there seemad to slart into those dark, fierce,
fiery looking eyes. But she was sileat; and
finding her incisposed to listen, and unable to
converse, 1 left her.

An hour afterwards she <ent for me.

“[ am unwilling, sir,” she began, ** that you
should think me indifierent to your kind sug.
gestions, sullen, or reckless. 1 am neither. [
strive to listen you; but in vain, The past
crowds in upon my memory. 1 wish to relate
it.. The disclosure will be a relief to me. *Tis
a strange record of error and passion. But in
your hands it may be usefal It may warn
others when Iam gone. Theirs will be the pro-
fit: mine the punishment!” s

¢ My father was an army agent; his connex-
ion was numerous ; his knowledge of business
good ; and his reputation was fair and unassail-
able. The world styled him * wealthy;” and
go long as every luxury was .thelrs. his family
were content to believe the opinion well-found-
ed. That his habits were extravegant; and
that these habits received no cheek, either in
the way of remonstrance Or ex imple, fmmvmy
mother, who fully shated the popular delusion,
may acconat for the sequel  He died suddenly,
nad without a will. His accounts were inves-

claims on the firm were cancelled, a mere pit-
tance was all that remained to my mother and
her six daughters. It is true that subsequent
events, and, among these, the purchase of a
large landed estate by the junior partner, con-
vinced us that we had been unjustly dealt with ;
but my mother had no brother, no uancle, no
malc relative to champion her cause. Appa-
rently the accounnts were clear ; and my mother
submived ia silence to the penalty they entailed
on her.

_** We hurried into obscurity. The reduced,
sir, and the falien, have no place in society.
Its sympathies are reserved for the daring and
the prosperous. The stricken deer is soon for-
gotten by the herd. He hurriesinto the nearest
lairto die. All at ence it was discovered that
my *father had been a most improvident
man;” and “mother a very thoughtless woman:
Misfortune was sure to overtake such parties.
Compassion was thrown away on them.

A small cottage, near St. Alban’s, scantily
furnished, ard in wretched repair, received us;
and there we strove to forget the past, and te
subsist on an income that never amounted to
eighty pounds per annum. Many has been the
drowsy homily,—many the laboured eulogy
pronounced upon * virtuous poverty *' It is the
caut of the day to laud virtue in rags. The
epicure surfeited with indulgence ; the success-
ful adventurer, who has obtained the height of
his ambition ; the statesman in the pienitude of
power ; and the noble ia his luxurious villa,will
descant glowingly on the glorious spectacle
affurded by a poor but virtuous man.  But the
struggle, the effort, the agony to hold fast in-
tegrity when vppressed by poverty; to retzin
principle when beset by temptaticn ; to abstain
from sin, when 1ts temporary acd partizl com-
mission would at once relieve from the pangs
of want—ah, sir, the intensity of this trial they
can only appreciate whose doom it has beento
brave it!

¢ While we were thus deliberating upon our
future plans, aad arrange who should remain at
home with our sorrow stricken parent, and who
should earn an honest livelihood elsewhere, by
the exercise of those accomplishments whick
lent a charm to happier days, a pariy made his
appearance at the cotlage, with an earnest ten-
der of hia services and his :nfluence in whatever
way we were pleased to command them.

* Hisname was St. Barbe

 The obligations of this person to my late
father were repeated and weighty. By him he
had peen extricated from many a difficulty ; his
sinking eredit supported ; over and over again
he had saved him from arrest ; enabled him by
opportune advances to obtain prmn(\i:on_b)‘ pur-
chase ; mediated successfully between him and
his haughty father, and reec nciled him to a
weal:hy uncle, whom he had aiienated by his
imprudence and extravagauce. Oh! if that
being existed upon earth to whom the wellare
of my mother and her famuly should have been
sacred and dear, surely, surely Ivan St. Barbe
was that man! His proflers of council, assis-
tance, and personal inquiry, were tendered with
apparent earsesiness and sincerity ; and in one
one or two instances aceepted. His visits were
repenied. Bat itsoon became apparent that a
stronger magaet than that of irtendship drew
himto the cotiage. He declared himself at-
tached to me (I was not then the discoloured,
wrinkled, and saddened being you now behold)
and 1a private urged my assenl to a secrel mar
risge. I refused it, Strong as was the hold
which he had acquired over my affections, me~
lancholy as were my prospects, and many as
were my privations, I shrunk from the web of
subterfuge he was assiduously weaving round
me. ‘¢ Where there is mystery, there is mise-
ry,” was my earnest and oftrepeated objecti-
on; * at least let my own family be cognizant
of our union ¥’

¢ ¢ Impossible !” was his reoinder; ¢ my own
ruin would be the consequence.”

* His representations weighed with me. He
pleaded the pride of his famuly ; the presumpti;
on that a few months, perhaps weeks, wouid
do away with all necessity for concealment;
his dependence upon his father ; the prospect
of being disinherited should our union be divul-
ged. Sophistries all! Butl listeped, and be-
lieved him. We were married be special Ji-
cence, at the liouse ofa dependant, whom he
could trust, and by a strange losking clergyman
whom he had knowa from boyhood. Three
weeks afterwards I consenled to accompany
him to Brussels. At midnight—iafatusted that
I was!—without ever divuigiag to those who
had a rigat to my confidence the connexion
which I bad formed, and the journey [ way
about to take, [ bade adieu to my humble home
for ever.

« The dream of happiness which awaited
me at Brussels lasted six months. It wag 5
bright oasis in my existence. I may well dwell
upon it. But it had its momeats of gioom,
The frightful shadows of the future fell darkly
across it. My position was painfully equivocal.
I had no society. That of my own sex was out
of the question ; to that of the other I was ip.
diff-rent. Iwas a Slranger among strargers
St Barbe seemed blind to this;bu't h: more I
dwelt on the sad peculiarities of my sitaation,
the more distinctly did conscience whisper © Tis
the punishiment of thy sin I

This feeling became at length intolerabe, and
the train of deception to which my position gave
birth, so galling, that [ begged St. Barbe 19 ter.
minate this dreary concealment, and o0 aljow
me to announce to my family. His features
usually o bright and suany, darkened as I pro.
ceeded in my suit ; and before long he sternly
interrapted me.  *“ Pshaw !let me hear no more
of this.”

« But I'was resolute, and perseverad. With
a muttered oath he turned from me. | C!m;g
to him. I wept. I knelt before him 1 jins
{ plored him to own me as his wedded wif, be.
' fore man, as I was before God.

o

i'igfﬂed; and it appeared that, after various |

«« Tt jstime,” said he, breaking from me,
| ¢ that this farce should end. There is no mar-
riage in the case.”

« ¢ No marriage !” cried 1, faintly, * Gra-
cious God Ivan! do I understand you rightly?
no marriage 7

< You have yourself to blame,” continued
he vehemently, **for forcing frem me thus
early this avowal. The marriage ceremony,”
—and he sneered, * was read, 1 believe word

forword. But the special licence was a clever
forgery ;; and the clergyman a discarded
groom.”

* ] wrung my hands with agony.

¢ ¢ ] love you, dearest,” and his tone seemed
to soften at the spectacle of my distress.
Pat up with a disclosure which, though
bastened by your own imprudence, was sooner
or later inevitable ! What are forms? Love
laughs at them.  You are sti;l my  hearts best
treasure.” There you reign supreme. But it
would require a fairer face than even thine to
bind me with Hymen’s fetters. Come, smile;
and be happy.”

¢ Happy I eried I bitterly. ** Your vil-
lany, your deep and eystematic villany—but
words are was'ed on you. Ileave yon to the
reproackes ef your own conscience. Here we
part!”

95 Part 10

“ What !” said I, sternly, “ do you imagine
that I would xNowinGLYy, live with you one
hour as yeur paramour ?”’ 5

“ Oh !” returned he, with a careless air, *“ if
that be your tone—agreed ! agreed! I wonld
not fer the world damage such a correct code
of mora's! My arrangementsare easily made ;
and [ can leave Brassels at sunset.”

* He flung his purse, as he epoke upon the
table, and left me.

“ That evening I was in Brussels—alone!

¢ No Janguage that I can command can de-
pict the mental agonies of that night. It found
me deserted, betrayed, helpless, hopeless; and
it left me on the verge of—madness! I can give
no accountof the nextday. It isablank te me.
Bat on the following morning 1 rose veryearly;
turned every valuable I posseseed into cash ;
removed to very humble lodgings ; attired my-
selfin the piainest garb, and resolved to remain
in Brussels till my little babe sheuld see the
light;snd then—revenge ! revenge! You start,
sir, atthe vehemence of my exclamatious ; but
remember my wrongs—and their author! He
had inflicted them, around whose name, when
life was new, the whole tissue of my hopes
and fears were woven ; in whom all my dreams
of earthly happiness h:d been wound up; for
whom 1 had sacrificed home, and fame, and
parent, and friends ; all that a woman holds
dear.

‘* My child was born. ‘It was a sufferer
from its birth. Many was the anxious days,
many the weary vigil which ita proracted
struggles cost me. But at length they ceased
and you may form some idea of the wretch+
edness, the recklessness, the utter hopelessness
of taat hour when a mother, loosing the only
object she loved on earth—parting from the
only tie that bound her to exixtence, could
kneel beside the narrow coffin, and humbly
bless Goo that He had for ever removed the
little one beyond the reach of care and sor-
row !

** Freed by death from every tie to Brussels,
I hurried to England: and, like a craven, guilty
being, sought, under the shades of night, my
former home. There was no veice to welcome
the returning penitent. My mother had Jong
since become a tenant of the tomb; and my
sisters were severed and scattered none could
tell whether. Atlengthl learnt, and but too
truly, that “ the disgrace of the eldest
daughter had proved a death blow to the first ;
and bad paved the way for the ruin of the
others 1

¢ My punishment was now cemplete. My
cup of eorrow was filled to overflowing. A
low, nervous fever seized me; and at length
left me the discoloured, care worn, permature.
ly-aged person you now behold. Never did the
ravages of disease tell more decisively upon
the personal appearance of any human’ being.
Recovered, my first feeling was a passionate
desire for ** Revenge!”

“:}:r‘\: h"C_"" he,” my heart = whispered,
se unbridled appetite has wrecked the
the peace of an entire family 7 Where 18 he,
the betrayer and destroyer, sodeep a traitor to
the dead—so cruel and remorseless to the liv
mg? | tried to trace him but in vain. iie
hd"’ !'Old’_ his commission, and had retired into
private life ; but where beflled, every inquiry.
Ten Y",’“,'.qps"d‘ I gaived en honest, if not
:\“rl('t;szzl}avrglltl()nd My bus_mvas a8 asempstress
creased. was punctual in my engagements,
and true to my promises. Those around me
:niv (;hu [was to be trusted, and gave me a de.
cided preference. 1saved money, and invested
e L gl K
rials, sufferings,
and scourge endured by another !—was en ob.
ject ofenvy ! 1, who brooded incessantly over
my wrongs, who could never banich the dark
spectre of the past, who was hourly goaded by
the most bitter recollections d whos
earliest end latest thou R e
ght was—Revenge!

[To be Concluded ]

ALL THE SAME A HUNDRED YEARS
HENCE.
PY LAMAN BLANCHARD.
NOTHING is more common, or in i
\ y OF in itself more
h_xd’rc_rous, than the epretacle of a x-mqull m?n;
sinking under the weight of u large idea. It is
!}').(» seeing a puny whipster, who has bravely
lifted the sword of & Plantagenet, escaying to
do mortal combat with (he mighty blade
H=roie Thumbs magnanimously dragging af-

ter them Herculean club :
i 8, are
thongh still strange. J not rare sights,

When ordinary people get hold of a grand

notion—such as * Happen what may, it will be
all the same a hundred years hence,”’—itis
astonishing how lightly 1hey can afford to treat
the gravest business on their hands, how insig-
nificant the struggles of a gereration become,
and how easily all the Jitle affairs of life may
be allowed to run on to rack asd ruin—them-
sclves, who are to be nombersd among hife's
little affairs, of conrse incladed.

“It will be all the same a hundred year's
hence” 1s the ery of the selfish and cold-hearted
man of the world, who, easy himself, is con-
tent to teke things as he finds them-=never
stirring a step out of his way to assist in redres
sing a proved grievance— in removing an 0b-
stacle to publie freedom and happiness—i®
tearing asonder the erippling bonds of an into
lerant and enslaving prejudice. b

It is the cry of sleek and comfortable patriots,
who plume themselves on having no polities &
all—on not caring a rush who 1s minister—o98
their superiority o party triumphs, and theif
indiffe-rence 10 factious contests. * Why shonld
we trouble ourselves about a foolish distinetion
between orange and green ? what does it signl*
fy which prevails 7  And if the purest of the
two colors should happen to be the one doom”
ed to be trampled jn the dust, or dyed in mar
tyrs blood, what about it ? why fret your hear!
about that ? it will be ail the same a hundre
year’s hence !”

It is the common cry of man, who seeing th®
untaught and destitute children of the poof
dropping insensibly and inextricably into erimés
lift not a finger to advance the eause of ednes”
tion—of men who see labor degraded into ¥
state of servitude o ruinous to body and minds
that the heart aches to think of it, and yet sf
not a hair’s breadth to assist it in that tesribl®
extremity. and raise it by any small degree °:;
of its deplorable and brutalized condition—
men, who, with the vital interests of a race 8
stake, while an invaluable institution is totte™
ing under attack, or a fearful despotiem i8 P€°
ing treachercusly reared up, keep within g
seated in their arm chairs by the are eide.h’"’a
Jess of everything good save their chees 8%
their master.,

What they will not move out of that l‘"f
corner to do for a nation, they will not, "m’r
they are their own masters, be roused to 40 {‘."
any individual n the nation. Poverty me)
bruised and gasping on the doorstep, but thef
will not offer it the sustenance of a erush cq
balm ofa kind word. Tell a pha]amhroph'“
of this order that the man will die of “’“‘;m
his gate. and his great soul, looking out €L 7,
half shut eyes, will perceive no dying °U.e.
there—it will see nothing bt faturity, rf"'l:tj
to him its benevolent secret, that, a HURS
years hence, it will be all the same whe
poor devil die there or not. i

A good Christian philosophsr who C“h’“
his mind to a point (and keep it there) ¥
a fnll century, with all its eradles and e g8 d
can be clearly overlooked, cannot be "'”o:b.
to see, * with equal eye” any disagreeabl 3
ject immediately before him. Iv may OF %

. 1ve
not be there ; the thing may be efflieh¥ oy 5
pitiable, or otherwise ; but however if li the
fact he deems ceriain, that it will - after
game the next century or the cesty
that. of

A child may be falling under horses’ kc."bul
a mother may be floating down a Sres™r cpp
why, upon this principle, risk a kiek ol'el’
ircket 1 Lost or saved, it will ulimei®®oy
Jie ’ ay
the same thing. The house over the ¥ d, ¢
be on fire, bat as it cannot cross the TO%
reasting of the inmates is of ”_‘ﬂ‘"‘“e sed”

: ’ ¢ in :
quence, and will be of none at alil rch'd »
gon. Why encouater perii and g_"”cc o P
the coat skirts, to avert a calamityy OF "o be
mote an escape, when the two 'hmgl'b the 1€
as one by and by 1 Why, hnstcn';" ;-
prieve in one’s pocket, to save the P
culprit from being hanged 1 A ,narli" enoﬂl"
be sure, will do it—another minute . will be
—but & hundred years hence, wher od 199%°
the diffirence to him between guilt st
cence, a grave in Newgate oF
Abbey 1

Cold blooded _indifferecce—aptitl,
makes a stagnant pool of the heart ’"uli 1 ‘rh'
—selfishness that knows not how : ud
joy even what is miserably and ’“;;pe acret
its own~—never yet had so cowmforta fate
But the tendency of the false an H whe
principle is, npot to stop
blindly adopts it as an establishe

but ble ?
reason why ne should take ule e
the affairs of the world, and "f’h' or, ofted ll‘
advance the welfare of his nelgTFEr lomefts
sencibly turns it, & 1WO€CEE
against himself. £ al

It is the insidious enemy 01 &0, 0
enterpri Il moral excellences £/,
nte pr!sc, allm . 5 ,gcnds forth ¥ “c’
distinction. The poet Wi c0 ]

. : pess OF y O
wanting any chara of clear tient 1ab0
or strength that studious an p:Ivilhx e
give, while comforiing h"m"“ me 8 DY thet
that his sonnet will be ail ‘hel:nlitt e mi
years hence, may make ¥p '!
it will be a profound ncc're‘h":’, maonels (b
the period epoken of. 20 NVEE, 50, n08l e ®
another example in the po¢ do

when
statesman that winks at 8 WrouB L i h '{s:dr;
hisown behalf, who mista

n
. kesa be canfoce-'
tieans for a powerful peo

ple, B:v,
s

the session in which he mu}?tnd'"’“"
tury whose spirit he bhﬂ“n
learn that the expedient &
essentially the nr(riw.htl'i"
hundred years, and tha deal,
man to be talked of & 8%
thought of.
the affairs of mankind '_’CC”W ransaclion - ise
of a vicious laziness 10 ul
own. The business whi¢

set about to night 18 ¢
—the work of “"mo"owa:d the 4t

poned until next Week:
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