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“*" From the N. Y. Spirit of the Times. 

STARVING pelo B oD) Les 

Poowdi (LIGHT ANDBSHADE. + 

Tue ¢ity of Boston is a staid and sober city. 
- Truebenevolenceis a characteristic of itsin- 
habitants. ie t 1st 2 

There’ is much of mise 
cmets—nevertheless! : 
BraTe STrREET—WIith ‘its magnificent Ex- 

changa~—its "elegant banks, and its costly 
bujdings—crosses one extremity of Broad 
Strédt. Out of Broad Street—towards the wa- 
ter — extend eastward, numerous dingy, dirty 
by ways, misnamed * streets” —sa close, rare 
row and filthy, that the pure air of heaven but 
seldom finds a passage through them! = 
The man of ease, or the wealthy ‘banker, 

who daily lolls his hour or less: on change; 
knows little of the wre:cheduess existing scarce 

i 

ry existing in its pre- 

pavement which he treads so’leisurely, in’ po- 
lished boots ‘and ‘costly broadoloth. ° ’ 

But'there is'one’** Street” among those many 
dirty ones, to which I shall altude.. This par- 
ticular passage is especially narrow; and its 
peculiarity in distinctign from its neighbours, 
consists in its extreme filthiness. ‘The time 
worn buildings there, gre crammed together 
as if the only building space usder heaven was 
on that precise spot, and all creation—indivi- 
dually end collectively—had pitched upon 1t 
it for the piling vp of their surplus lumber, 
bricks and mortar. ' The cold wind whistles 
and croaks, alternately, amidst the gumberless 
chimneys, which are thrust into the -air from 
every angle of the house-tops, and which re- 
semble so many huge black coffins—standing 
bolt upright—in the thick and smoky atmos- 
phere, above! For half a century the sun light 
has' ‘never penetrated below the blackened 
chimney pots, which surmount these tall soot 
pipes, and it is almost well that it is thus! 
Such wretchedaess and squallor as exists be- 
neath those roofs, like rankest weeds, will 
flourish best in darkness! The denizens of that 
good oe will scarcely creditit, but the incre- 
dulous should make’ a visit to that 'quartier, 
they might find use for alms there, too—if 
charitably disposed. SRO 
‘A cheerless, freezing night in February, 

1844, nad succeeded an unusually stormy day. 
Before midnight, a driving easterly storm had 
set in, which continued till" morning without 
cessation. The *“ Old South” bell had tolled 
the hour of one o’clock. The watchmen ‘ex- 
changed salutations at the corner of the mi- 
serable by way spoken of, and one of them 
turned into it from Broud Street, in the hope of 
finding a partial shelter from the pitiless and 
raging storm. A gust of wind, surcharged 
with sleet,” dashed over him as he entered the 
narrow street, and though ‘he was enve- 
loped in'a comfortable ‘rough weather suit, he 
gladly hurried along on his round of duty. 
The night was dark as Erebus. The sickly 

- They, naa 1 : 

guished by the high wind ; and save the dull, 
phosphorie glimmer, which came and went 
with the sleeping elouds of snow and hail—no 
sign of light cheered the deep, heavy loneliness 
of the scene. 
As the night guardian passed the door of a 

cellar about half way down thatnarrow street, 
his ear was saluted with a sort of stifled groan, 
He listened, but concluding it'was but the 
howling of the wind, he ‘continued cn. 
‘While the millions whom Providence blesses with the means of subsistence—w hile the thousands who never knew what labor ‘was. while the “ well-to-dc,” the ‘wealthy, or the poor, were enjoying the sweets of refreshing slumber on beds of down, or of straw—in that’ Ione street, with no hand to ‘suceour orsoothe 

a_ human being, 25 worthy, p eradventure, ag 
the rest, [ay, crippled ‘by Misery —GRAPPLING 
WITH DEATH! 5X3 ; 
The wind continued to howl, the sno 

sleet still dashed upon the pavement, ae sed and sheltered siept soundly, the. watchman muttered to himself ¢ all’s wei)” and the suf. ferer still struggled in her misery! 
Ld * * * * 

INSANITY. 

course of life's e 
ubtediy, 

READER! In the 
vou havé, undo 
of insanity, 

You have seen the ten 
snared in the foul mes; 
troyed, crushed, an, 
broken heart! Y, 

' Xperience, 
witnessed many phases 

der bud of promise en- 
hes of the libertine—des. 

d left to waste away with g 
n| ou may have seen that bud decaying, day by dav, imprisoned in & mad house, bereft of reason, lost forever to herself or family. You have chanced to hear the name of her destroyer mentioned in her presence aud have watched her crimson cheek and seen the ecalding ‘tear~uwhile no word ory pass her lips. You have known a heart, < wij, dowed to the core,” and you may have watch. 

ed the life strings as they lightened and synder. ed, Jeaving the victim a nameless thing! You, perhaps, have known the man of means—whom 
Fortune dealt too harshly—embark hisall upon 
& final hazard, and lose that all—his reason 
with it! And, haply, you have seen him gaze 
upon the stars, from out the casement of a 
narrow cell, when he supposed them golden worlds! Hed watch, and watch, snd bless the. night which brought him stars to look upon—because he thought them his—and he would stare and strain, aed strive to elutch them, in his madness! Or, you have seen the 
gambler, who. had played awsy a fortune with his last throw—zthrow reason to the winds. Have you not meen ambition’s fool picture 

{ watched 

a stone’s throw distant from the clean bright 

| midst of all the heart burnings: and “privations | 

premdbs, ritedamu.at | Baken 

ignorant of th 

| the love of 

the seme, Mike! save m 

- Ihave seen the mother weep hot, burning’ 
teers, for loss of husband, or ‘her little pnes, 
and while she wept ske had no ‘spark of reason 
in her brain, I've looked vpon-the idiot in his 
cell—I've ' seen: the: lunatic, = the * phrenzied, 
calm,blood thirsty mad—Fye known of wrecks, 
where talent, wealth, ambition—everything 
most dear in life—have awaited at the beck, 
or order “of the victims. ; 
tion follow the brightest Jepencty have wit- 
nessed the downfall of the old and young, of 
beauty, innocence and worth—and I have 

i 

1 have seen destruc. 

in‘their fall—but neither you~ nor I have ever 
gazed wpon a sight so terrible— misery so in- 
describable-as that which wait on MapNEss 
FROM STARVATION! 2326910485 & 4 

. ‘But the watchman continued on his’ rounds, 
and asthe-approached the door of that lonely 
cellar again, his attention: was. arrested by a 
repetition of the groan. . He called but no one 
answered ; and descending some half a, dozen 
rickety wooden steps, which threatened to give 
way undér him at every :astant—his head 
suddenly came in contact with the ‘top of the 
door frame.’ He groped about in the darkness 
for the latch or handle, but without success. 
He halloed, but still: obtained no reply, save 
the intolerable moaning below—he made a half 
desperate plunge against what he supposed to 
be the door. This effort was unnecessary, 
however. The boards which served as a sort 
of shelter to the inmates, gave way, and they 
fell to the ground. In the midst of mud, snow 
and filth, the watchman groped his way to the 
farthest corner of the cellar,” whither "he was 
attracted by the continued moaning.’ Finding 
it impossible to gather anything from the suf- 
fezer, he left the scene, and repairing to the 
nearest spot for aid, he obtained a lantern and - 
returned to the cellar, where a scene was | 
presented such as is but seldom witnessed in | 
this Jand of charity and benevolent instituti- 
ons! * 8 8; nN el y. 

: RETROSPECTION. 

~The holy institution of Marriage was vouch= 
safed ac a blessing to humanity. How of- 
ten does it prove a terrible curse? 
The following history is commonplace —the 

fate of the victim is briefly told.” 
A poor girl the child ofindigent, but worthy 

parents—had . chanced to meet ‘a ‘man ‘upon 
whom her affections were lavished, and she! 
afterwards became his wife. A few short | 
years of happiness had passed, when "the hus- 
band became addicted to habits of intemper- 
ance. J 
From bad to worse he sped, and finslly, con- 

firmed in drunkenness and debauchery, he pro- 
ved a noted sot. His labor was neglected, and 
the little he had hitherto earned, ard which 
had served them fora scanty suppor, was en- 
tirely cut ‘off: The faithful wife fouad it meces- 
sary to assume the position of protector—and, 
to toil for kim—to delve day and. night for his 
comfort—to- be his slave—(in the hope of" 
saving him)—served to ‘buoy her up in ‘the 

But 

st, ‘they were glad to 
he winter's cold, even in that 

3 : 

which wait upon a drunkard’s wite. 

: Wnitly at last, 
find shelter from t 
miserable cellar! 

The brute who called himselt her husband continued to wallow in his fiith, and on the very night in question, he was accompanied to his dreary lodgings by a wanton—hie poor wife now suffering in the last stages of a fatal malady. No-thought had been’ taken to sup- 
ply her ‘with food or nourishment, and after: lingering" for some days'in pain and want, de- lirium had overtaken her. * : 
The shades of evening came. Tt was a cold 

and cheerless season, ‘in mid winter, The 
storm which had ra 
creased as night set in, aud the rdin'dashed ine -to'the cellar, already sufficiently cold and damp." | On one side of the apartment, in a large open fire place, might be seen a’ few ‘embers, which had béea extinguished by the rain that pouted ‘down thé ample old fashioned chimney, and in | another corner a few wet boards were'tlirown ' together, upon which lay extended; all that remained of the form of Msry Edwards. The poor wreich was burning with fever and pain, her body was scarce half ‘covered with the fragments of a miserable coverlet, nor had he tasted foad for two ‘whole ddys. The elock struck ‘ten, and the husband stumbled ‘into ‘the cellar, accompanied by his paramour! Appro= priating the bed quilt (which half sheltered his dying wife,) to his own use, he lay ‘down on the hearth with his companion, and they were soon esieep! 2 _*“ Mike,” said" the poor wife, faintly, and imagining she heard an'answér she added— “Ahmet Its very cold, and there be poor creatures who have not even a cellar to shelter them ‘on this" dreadful night! “Now'1t burns! Oh! how hot—hot—T suffer” —byt the exertion was too much, and ‘a terrible ‘groan - finiehed ] the sentence. : ) 
A watchman hal 

this moment, 
self deceived 

ted in front of the cellar at 
He listened, but supposing him- 

by the night wind, he passed on, 
© misery which caused that moan! she ghouted suddenly, * Mike! for God, some water! Qpe drop, only one drop—T faint” —and the Poor woman fell back upon the boards again, in agony, ! ““ O, uever mind,” she continusd, its all 

*“ Mike,” 

well—yes! prety, pretty! I see j “no! | Pain? no, no, not pain—ha' hat rn Pr Just 8s you'see ‘me—h-zarty and bright! But | I wish I were “little Ma 
too! Bat I am, now, you — preity, Bee—rosy cheeks, all | 

elsave!! Oht chijl-= chilly”—and a terrible chudder shook that worn out frame. But 

|, plunged her teeth into her fleshless arms, un- 

the rake, the drunkard, the murderer, | 4 

ged throughoit the day in-'}’ 

‘rise and fall with the c 
i the finest season of ‘the 

| but, as tis intimacy j 

| ing out, 

stately festivals. ~The wit was ¢ 

people unt 
; manners, 
Italian grace 

tion must be humorous. 
At length the prince, 
leave, invited his ente 
Supper. 

- periority of the Italian, 
tian, acknowledged the 
many had been. destined 
looked forward with infi 

_ parative opinion of posterit 
-to which so litt 

good—now, three days gone. . No, not hungry.’ 
What's that? Give me, give—and she 
mindlu 
sed! 
-$« Well, well, they always said it would be 

thus! 
‘dead afd buried in this lonely cellar. Oh how 
dark and cold! Tll—ha! ha! hs! - Here, help! 
help! Ah, God of mer— 16 ¥1g0 
Eh?’ enquired the watchman, mentally, 
“1 thought I heard that groan before. What, 
ho! here what’s the matter? Do you here?” * 
“The repeated groaning was the only reply he 
‘obtained. He descended into the cellar, and 

l'of ‘the tagged wounds her fury cau- 

«darkness, he departed for a light and assistance, . 
as has been stated: ol a 
g ».1 THE SCENE.* ; 
1 Upon a temporary platform, composed of a 
few wet rough boards, in the extreme corner 
of the cellar, the watchmen found a human 
being, hell covered with aragged and filthy 
‘apparel, moist with the foul dampness which 
pervaded the apartment, and which was en- 
‘hanced to an" oppressive. degree by the putrid 
reffluvia which arose from‘ a drain, running ina 
isort-of gutter across the ground of a cellar, and 
‘which: served the purpose of a common sewer’ 
ito, the neighbourhood. This being proved to 
be a woman, about thirty five years of age, It 
‘was evident she was near. death’s door, end 
‘her fleshless cheeks and emaciated limb, told 
plainly that her sufferings’ had been neither 
Hight or brief ! On’ the right, at another sxtre- 
mity of the cellax, ‘Jay ‘2 man and woman, 
sleeping heavily, undisturbed by the ‘awful 
scene which was enacting before them ! The 
only article found in the place, were a broken 
stool, an old candlestick, and a black junk bot- 
tle. Fuel was obtained, a fire was lighted, and 
‘a physician was immediately called... The fus- 
‘band, (for such he, prored to be) was aroused, 
‘but he seemed totally indifferent to. all that was, 
passing, and shortly afier the fire commenced 
burning, laid himself down on. the hearth be- 
fore it, and’ wes asleep again!  Restoratives 
‘were applied to the temples and nostrils of the 
sufferer, but ehe was too fur gone for human 

<3 

denly raised herself on her long arm, and 
‘throwing back her matted - hair she madly 
bhuisked for “ help, help! In God’s name, 

¢ What will yon, good woman ? asked the 
physician. : 

¢ Help ; here! Give me food—give—water 
—one Jog Ah ! God help me, I die. Mike, 
some drink 1” : 
| A bowl Was placed to her lips, but she dash-. 
ed it furiously to the ground. : . 
“No, Mike ! not poison, ‘that’s cruel! 
Drink, Mike, I say—there, hold him back—I 
see! That girl, hat ha! There she is! Her 
face is bloody—help, water—no, no, no! I 
‘will. There, I'm very. feeble, and 1] try— 
‘you see I am not strong ~don’t ‘choke me, 
Mike—Pm hungry,  and—ah, ,I, can eat, 
ne | Bear me gently, Mike—I'm. better—. 
‘bgtter—bet”—wu oS FRPP pp. trils—ber breathing became ' Jess distinct 
‘and in spite of every effort to save: her, in the midst of “the most heutt-rending ‘moans, she ‘expired! bar add 
-  The:neighbors came inithe next morn; and performed such offices as charity sere Ere —she was, wrapped in her shroud, and the «city authorities eventually took charge of her remaias. 

12 He, Foorence took 
‘since. ® newspapers o 
cled’ the facts, and thie cir 
‘gotten. : . 

place about a year 
f the day chron) - 
cumstance was for- 

‘From the New York' Sun. THE PLAY AT VENICE. 
. {BY THE LATE WILLIAM LEGGETT. 
Somx years since, a German Prince, making ‘a tour of Europe, stopped at Venice for a short period. It was the close of summer; the Adriatic was calm, the nights were lovely, and ‘the Venetian women in tke ful] enjoyment of those delicious epirits, that, in their climate, 

oming and departure of h 0 year. Everv day was given by the illustrious stranger to research among the records and antiquities of this singu- lar city, and, every night 10 parties on the Brenda. When the morning was nigh, it was the custom to return from the water, to sup | at some of tne palaces of the nobility. In the commencement of his intercourse, all national distinctions were carefully suppressed; 
nereased, he was forced vanity of the Italian break- Ove of its most frequent exhibitions elittle dramas that ‘wound ‘up thege 

onstantly sha- 
liana: and the 

to see the lurking va 

was in th 

ed by some contrast of the Ita 
Germans, some slight aspersions on Teutonic rudeness, some remark on the history of g ouched by rhe elegance of southern | 

The sarcasm was conveyed with » aud the offence sofiened by the umour. It was obvious that the only retalia. 

el 
ation to the infinife 8y- 
and above al] of Vene- 
darkness in which Ger. 
to remain so long, and 
ite 8orrow 1g the com- J Y Upon the: e; le of its gratitude must pr 

on the point of taki 
riainers to a farew 

He drew the convers, 

* Hungry, did you or at i himself a prince, a king, an Emperor? not jhungry. I had say? Why, no. Oh no, 
Some seup—ah! it wes Rp 

pedple, 
- But, my lords,” said he, “we ara an % 

I'm dead and buried—dead? Yes, | 

finding it. impossible to leurs anything ia the | 

aid to save her. Recoveringa iittle, she sud- |: 

‘just readin, 

amost curious instrument. traced with 
It sparkled with diamonds; but its & 
wonder was its sound. 
miraculous exactness, and the strokes 
followed by tenes superior to the rie! 77 
sic id my day.” “That wag'a repeate’ 

earth at my command, | had nething to 
hour better than the cleopad by? 
But this must be incomparable from its pr 
of being carried out—from its suitablene 
hours—from its exactness. Jt must be 
mirable guide even to a higher 

y | All depends upon the exactness © 
may assist nav 

.emulous |.inyention !, 

InEOInUE } hoe wid £15 10 1 3 vIRDE 

ed with your dramas, and have contriv 
little arrangement to give one of our & 
if you will Cdbdeacet ty follow mie to the 
hall.” The cempany rose and followed hi 
‘through the gplendid suit ¢f Venetian villes 10 
the hall, which was fittéd up a8 a Germap bara- 
The ‘aspect of the theatre produced ‘at | 

‘surprise, and next a universal smile. Ir had! 
resemblance to. the, gilded. aud sculptured sa- 
loons of their own sumptuous lirtle theatres: 

h the more, Tes: ‘However, i oT: 
{ _, The surprise 

ver, it was only so muc 
tonic. ‘The curtain rose. = urpris 
into loud laughter, even among the Veneti 
‘who had been seldom’ betrayed a smile, 
‘generations together.” haf © 

The stage Was. a temporary erection, Tide 
‘anduneven. The scenes representing a wretch: 
‘ed and irregular street, scarcely lighted by 2 
few twinkling lamps, and looking the fit haus 
of robbery and assassination;; On a na it 

] 

view some of the spectators began to 
had a kind of resemblance to aa Italian 
and some actually discovered it to be one 
leading streets of their own famous city. 
ihe play wes on'a German story: they 
‘under a roof. ~ The street was, notwit| 
‘ts ill.emened similitude, of course, £0 
‘The street was solitary. At length a travelle’ 
‘a German, with pistols ina belt round Mi 
'waist, and apparently exhausted by higjo®* 
ney, came pacing along. He knocl 

-veral doors, but could obtain no adm 
He ther wrapped himself up in his 
down on a fragment of a monument and 
quized. oes 
« Well, here have T come: and ‘this 18 

reception. ~ All palaces, no inne; alln 
and not a man to tell me where I can 
‘in comfort and safety. «Well, iit cant B® 
helped. A German dogs not much ost 
campaigning has hardened us. Hunger 
‘thirst, heat and cold, da of war, and te 
roads, are not very formidable, after what ¥* 
‘have had to work through from father to 
Loneliness, however, is not so well, 
‘man can labor or ‘read. Read ! that’s If 
come out Zimmerman.” He took a vol 
out from his pocket moved nearer 
decaying lamp, and soon seemed absorbed. 
Another soon shared the eyes of theyspec! 

tors: A long, light figure eame with ind of A 
visionary movement, from behind the mond 
me nt surveyed the traveller with keen curio” 
ty, listened with Apparent astonishment 10, * 
words and in another moment had fixed 
gazing over the volume, The eyes of this #5 
gular being wandered rapidly over 
and when’ it was turned, they were Cok 
heaven with the strongest expressions of Mo 
der’ The German was’ weary ; his BeCy 
soon drooped over his study, and he; ci 
his book. ; MOY Be : 
¢ What,” said he, rising, and stretching 1 

‘limbs: *“ is ‘there no one stirring in. this 
fortless place ? Is it nat near day 7? He 10° S 
out. his repeater, and touched the penda® Fs 
it struck four. His mysterious attendant 
‘watched him TE) the Rin was i 
versed over with an eager gaze ; but : 
struck, delight was mhigled with wonder, He¢ 
aidhee: Bro 3es an Gata The Garmes- 
+ In my country, half the world would be think * ing of going to their day’s by this time. * another hour it will be sunrise, = Well, thei Pil do you. a service, yon nation of sleepef® 
and make you open yous eyes.” He drew.0F 
one of hie pistols, and firedit, The atte ; 
form, still hovering behind him, had I 08% 
curiously upon the pistol, but on its going 0% started back in terror, and with a cry that mete 

‘the: traveller turn. 0 jot 
| ‘Who ‘are you?” was his gree ag to if 
strange intruder, | , Ae of 1 will not burt you,” was the. answer: * Who cares about that 2” was the Germas® retort ; and he plied out the other pistol. 
“My friend,” said the , even JEL 

weapon of thunder and lightning cannot Fe 
me now ; but if you would know who I, g 
let me entreat you to satisfy my curio ordi’ 
moment. * You seem to be a man of extra we 
nary powers.” r gEsIony 
“Well, then,” said the German in a gentle” voice, ‘if you come as a friend, I shall b¢ ny to give you information ; it is the custom country not to deny anything to those thatlo*® 

to learn.” ; yi (105° 
The former sighed deeply, and murmiré’ 

“And yet you are a Teuton. But you yet 
r g a little ease of strange, and ” more interesting figures : was ita manuscript’. * “No, it was a printed book.” po “Printed? What is pristing? 1 8675, heard of but writing.” ~~ 00 0 “It is an art by wltich one man oun give the world, in one day, as much as three 807° 

dred could give by writing, and in 8 aracté” 
of superior clearness, correctness, nd beshl; one by which books are made universal 8 literature eternal.” : TE ** Admirable, glorious art 1” said the ingiire"s 
“who was its illustrious inventor.” 
“A German.” 
‘But another question, J saw you 

: 

were 

est BY 
It gave the hour 

“How? When I had the lusuries 9 od 

ra and the sua 41%". 
fi 

00d 

tion, astronomy. 
Whose was it1 He i and-an example Jike yours 1 upon a German. § [Ategs cannot . be 

ost eve eea charm- 
than man.” 

raust be 0 

“He was a German.” 


