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the moment she quitted the chureh, 
they ‘could do could restore her. 

Inthe hall, for nobody took much 
of me in the confusion, ull the doctor 
ye up ¥en verv evi and 

'® Lime came down agein slowly. Aa 
Hlerly-looking woman came down with him Theva 4 

it
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say at the door, * There ie no 
Iady turned back from the door 

me, und asked me my business. 
come there from Mr Courtney to 

his daughter. The lady mused 
oft this, and then said, ** I's a 

5 and I told my brother he was 
dont know how you are to break it 
said she. 
here, and could not go on. om 
courtney was gazing at him 

: Salmized A firmness 
‘received the dreadfulriutelli- 

“1 was mistaken. I thought it, 
kvow the worst while he 

to bear it ; so I urged the 

it exactly,” suid I, * that the 
» 

that the poor girl was——dy- 
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that ber poor father was choking, but 
Bo outward sign of his inward suffering, 
the quivering of his lips. I whisper 

the Messenger to' go away, and then 
‘tention to my friend. Ie motion- 

hljgy® to put my face close to his and in a 
ng which made me start, for I never 

hearg such sounds from human throat 
he gaid “ i 

: wp Mill go 16 er 1 
| “taforger” I aid, wrying to soothe him, 

wy rou go to her: we arein prison.” 
[™ Will ask the warden,” he said ; “he can- ee 
tgp UP pug his S—_- and, saggeting 

Toom, im as well as 
2d others we od as we went down 
ing, A¢roes the yard, he was shown with 

"0 the warden’s room. Bat he was too 
overpowered with his own emotion to 
$80 it wag who had to make the ne- 

ons: but the officer who acted 
said it wae quite agaivst the 

of the question. I: would 
, to an escape; and he 
the debt. 

he will be gure to come back,” said I; 
487 10 take precautions to prevent an 

you will not refuse to let a fa- 
his ‘dying child, who hes sserificed 

, and perhaps in vain! Such 
oo Tould not be refused to a prisoner in 

! of murder: and what terrible 
Withers in being guilty of debt to place 
in & worse condition than a murderer ge; 
oy ry entreaties, expostulas 
Uke ; 
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ny 2 in vain that Mr Courtney, recovering 
in Or Bppealed to the feelings of the offici- 

an eloquence and a pathos that would 
%fiened (he heart of a savage. Bat I do 

Compare the customs of savages with 
Tri va calling themselves es : 

%aveges on the face of the 
: Ho So Pedstics. towards each other 
Ben, i que 0 Barbirities which cinfized 
{ellow. ores "ame of the Jaw, commit on their 

sory ures. It wag 'Isay, all in"vain § 
the priggy, | BAY epoken to the stone walls 

fouxed my poor friend back to his room, 
~U kat he would have dashed out his 

in Shs the wally in his mad excitement 
Stopped by the cruel severity of the 

1 Visiing his dyiog girl before she 
her last, He stamped, and tore his 
creed the law-executors ; arraigning 

3 idence in his phrenzy for.permitting 
tions to exist on earth ; comparing 
ds who deserved all the calami- 
ed them, for permitting the ex- 
Cruelty on one another as that 

Separated him from his child. I 
for this gently, eaying that ha 

tke the many responsible for the 
{ew ; and I tried to bring his mind 
BOE state, urging him to submit to 

liad gy 008 of Providence, who, doubi- 
oh 1, £0%d Teasons for permitting the misery 
revails in the world to continue for a 

Order to work out some wise and be. 
Ads, which, 10 our limited faculties, 
ous and inscrutable, I succeeded 
him, or rather, he was worn out 

aring conflict of his own grief; and 
M on the gofa, on which he lay moan- 

he window watching him, and 
2 my mind all sorts of projects, 
d impracticable, when, suddenly, 
at the entrance of the yard. The 

"0 Were gnuntering about flocked to 
Way, as if something extraordinary 

pened. Presently after, several men 
bearing a sofa without a back, and 
8 stretcher, such as is used for traps- 

yo ies which have met with sudden 
pry secident in the mreets. As soon ag 
dogg 2 tuned round, and the men began 

the two er three steps leading into 
Istinguished vn the sofa the body 
essed ia white, and with her feet 

A shawls, emod in a moment 
tale was; I did not doubt that the 

d io o0 Louisa, finding her end approach- 
in tye sted on being conveyed to her fa- 

ardg Pron. And it was'so, as 1 learnt 
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Prison was in a state of great ex- 
be supposed, for Miss Court- 

whe Wn by eight to nearly all the ig. 
tespected her for her reserved and 

"demeanour, gd for her devotion io Lo) 
ing. [lt that &_ terrible scene was ap- 

butd was ata losaat the momen: 
Udicate 190 Mr Courtaey that hie 

davghter was being carried up stairs. © While 1 
was deliberating there was a tap at the door 
which I openec, when 1 found the procession 
on the outside. There was no noise, although 
the passage was thronged with anxious faces ; 
but somehow the story of the poor gil’s devo- 
tion—how she had sacrificed herself in the hope 
of obtaining her father’s liberty—had gotabroad, 
and there was a feeling of deep admiration® at 
the act, and of solemn awe at the Sineyypan 
There were several of the charwomen about 
who were the usual attendants on the prisoners, 
and with her assistance I conveyed Louisa into 
her father’s cell, after first apprising him of her 
arrival. ‘We laid her on her father’s couch ;— 
it was evident that she wae dying. She had in 
her haxd a paper which she grasped tenacious. 
Jy, seeming to concentrate all her remaining 
powers of life in that one act. She tried to 
epeal, but she only muttered some. inarticulate 
words which we could rot understand; but we 
gathered from a feeble gesture which she made 
that she wished to presen: it to her father. He | 
took it, but all his faculties seemed paralysed, 
and he could neither read it nor openit: he 
held it forward to me. 
My own hands trembled very moch, and my 

eyes were ¢o dim that I could hardly see, but 
I made a ghift to read it. The paper was an 
undertaking on the part of her father's detain- 
ing creditor to bandon all his claims on her 
father on the morning of the daughter's marri- 
sge with him. My poor friend Jooked at the 
stone wells of his cell, and then at his daughter: 
he eould hot speak, yn rsa see what was 
passing in his mind : his 8 spoke as plainly 
as words that_he would gladly bave remained 

{ in prison to the end of his life, than purchase 4 1 
freedom at such a price! He knelt down by 
his daughter's side, and took her hand 1n his ; 
he kissed it, and then kissed her forehead, and 
blessed her! The poor girl smiled a heavenly 
smile of satisfaction as her father bleseed her, 
and made an effort to speak, but she could not. 
Life was ebbing fast! She made a little mo- 
tion with her hand, as I stood by crying like a 
child ; buther father shed no tear! 1 took her 
hand aod 1 thought 1 felt a feeble pressure ; it 
was the poor girl’s thanks for the little acts of 
kindness I had shown to her father. I tried to 
summon up fortitude to speak some words of 
consolation, and I asked ber very gently, if she 
would like 10 see a clergyman; 
She made another motion with her hand, 

but whether it was an assent or not I could not 
tell; gud I was about to repeat the question, 
when I was stopped by a hurried knock at the 
door, as if given by some one in haste. I 
went to open it, but before I had time to place 
my had on the handlé, it was opened on the 
outside, and & young man entered hastily, fol- 
lowed by another gentleman, tall, and in a mili- 
tary frock coat. The exclamation of Mr Court- 
Bey as they entered, revealed at once the 
name and relationship of the younger one. 
“My son!” he exclaimed, in a voice and 

with an expression of misgled joy and sorrow 
—"“my son!" Insuch a place!—and ‘at such 
a time!" And you too, Morton !” he exclaimed 
to the other. 
“Louiea ” exclaimed Morton. « My God | 

how is this |” 
At this cherished name, and at the sound of 

the long-loved voice, the dying Louisa sprang 
up from the couch as if she had received an 
electric shock, and opening her eyes, which 
were lit up with a brilliasey that sctally reem- 
ed to shed light throughout the cell, ehe fixed 
them on Morton, and uttered a scream, vo loud, 
so shrill, # full of agony, that it penetrated into 
our very souls, while the stone walls of the cel] 
seemed to vibrate with the thrilling sound ! 
“Edmund!” she cried out, &s ene raised up 

her arms and stretched them towards him, It 
was the first word that she had spoken, and it 
was herlast. Edmund Morton flew to her ; but 
at his approach some dreadful recollection 
seemed to come over her. She hurriedly felt 
for the third finger of her left hand ; she held 
it up, and pointed to the fatal ring which en- 
circled it. With ‘a frantic gesture she tore it 
off and flung it from her. I heard its faint tinkle 
as jt struck on the stone floor. Then, placing 
her hand cn her heart, her head slowly bent 
forward, like a drooping flower, and her body 
falling slowly back, she sank on the couch ; she 
was dead ! 
“Who has done this ™ said Morton, franti- 

dally; “and wnat is the meaning of this ring 1 
Has she been forced to marry 1 Can it be 1” 
said he, looking at ber father wiih a fearful 
look of suspicion. 

I laid my hand on him and led him from the 
cell ; the son followed us. I took him to ihe 
end of the gallery, by the window, where there 
Was no one to overhear us, and there, in a few 
words, I told him the truth of the case. He 
made no reply; but I saw that he zlenched his 
teeth, and bit his Jip tll the blood started. 
“George,” he said, ** go to your father,” 
George Covrincy mused for a moment, and 

weat ia. I did not like to accompany him at 
euch a time of sorrow, €o I remained outside ; 
bat he bad not been in the rooms masy seconds 
before he opened the door hastily, and beckon 
ing me in, pointed to his father. ; 

His father was kneeling by the side of poor 
Louisa ; his hands clasped, as if in prayer, and 
his head leaning forward and resting on her. 
body. 1 approached him reverently ; but: I 
was alarmed at a certain air of motionless ri- 
gidity which his attitude presented. J went up 
to him and felt his hand; he made no sign! 
1 raised up his head; he made no resistance! 
I felt his pulse; there was no pulse! The 
shock had killed him! 

I cannot pretend to deseribe the anguish of 
hipson! * Mother! father! sister!” —be kept 
on repeating—** all dead 1 I; was wish diffi- 
culty that I could force him away from the 
room to allow the necessary offices to be per- 

| solace could reach, T sat wp with him all 
night. He asked repeatedly for Morton. And 
in the morniag when the gate was opened, his 

| Impatience to see his friend became excessive, almost to delirium. Also! the news of his friend came too toon. An old chum of mine ‘called me out of my room toon after the gate 
‘was opened, and ached me if the name of the 
tall gentleman, whom all the prison by gome 
means had learnt was the Jover of Louica, wes not Morton, and at the rame time pointed out 
to me an account in the mewspaper headed 
“Fatal Duel” I could not see. to read it in 
the dusk of the » 80 I took the paper 
nto my room. 1was afraid to look at it ; end 
¥ stood by the window, holding the paper in 
‘my hand. Young Courtney saw by my look 

concerned him ; and taking it from me, his od 
‘caught the heading of the paragreph, and he 
Jan over it with intense anxiety. : : 
“Thank God,” he said, “ he is sofe 

|“ Who is safe v” said I, : 
i _“* Morton is safe I” He bas shot the rascal ! 
He will want me now ; I must gos i Saying this he hastily left me ; and I after- ‘wards learnt that he joined his friend and ac- 
companied him ‘abroad ; but he returned in 
time to atiernd the funeral of his sister, 

. I wished that the. sorrows of my tale ended There, But I grieve to tell that the suddenness 
and terrible nature of the shock of hearing of the death of his mother, and witnessing the 
death of his father and his sister, all in the 
same ynoment, produced a fatal effect on the 
stunned intellects of George Courtney, He 
lost his reason,—perhaps it was best that 
it should be so; for to the last moment 
of his existence, if his memory had been 
preserved, he could not have forgotten the’ 
toe of that fate} times I ame sure I never 

I never heard of Captain Morton afterwards ; 
George Courtney 19 still livieg in & private 
asylum for the insane. I'm sure I wonder 
how I am still living, softer all I have eaf; 
fered and witnessed of the eufferings of others !' But it cannot be long now before I 
shall be at rest 00 ; and after my death, the 
publication of these Chronicles: of the. Fleet Prison muy do good to my fellow creatures, 
exemplifying some of the consequences of Im. 
pisonment for Debt ! . 

- @he Fondo Punch. 
MRS. CAUDLE'S CURTAIN LECTURES. 

Mrs. Caudle has returned home. The 
house (of course) ‘not fit to be seen.” 
Mr. Caudle, in self-defence, takes a 
book. 

‘* Arter all, Candle, it is something to get 
int, one’s own bed again. 1 shail sleep 1o- 
night. What! You're glad of it Thats 
like your sneering; I know what you mean. 
Of course ; I never can thiok of making my- 
self comfortable, but you wound my feelings. 
If you cared for your own bed like any other 
man, you'd not have etuid out till this hour, — 
Don’t say that I drove Jo out of the house an 
soon we came in it. Tonly just gpoke about 
the dirt and the dust,—but the fact is, you'd be 
happy in a pigstye ! 1 thought I could” have 
trusted that Mra. Closepeg with uatold gold ; 
end did you only see the hearth rug? When 
we left home there was a tiger init, I should 
like to know who could make out ‘the tiger, 
now 1 Oh, ivs very well for you to swear at 
the tiger, but swearing won't revive the rug 
again. Else you might swear. 

** You could go out und make yourself com 
fortable at your elub. You littie know how 
many windows are broken. How many do 
you thitk * No: I shan't tell you to-morrow 
—you shall know now, I’m sure ! Talking 
about getting health at Margate ; all my health 
went away directly when I went into the 
kitchen There’s dear mother’s china mug 
tracked in two places. 1 could have sit down 
&nd cried when | saw it ; @ mug I ean recollect 
when I was a child. Eh 1? should have lock. 
ed it up, then? Yes: that's your feeling for 
anything of mine, 1 only wish ithad been your 
punch-bowl ; but, thank goodness! I°think 
that’s chipped. 
“ Well, you haven't answered sbout the 

windows—you can’t guess how many? You 
don't care T Well, if nobody ‘caught cold but 
you, it would be Jittle matter. Six windows 
¢lean out and three cracked | You can't help 
#1 Ishould like to know where the money’s 
to come from to mend em! They sban’t be 
mended, that’s all. Then yow')| see how res- 
pectable the house will look. Bat I know very 
well what you think. Yes; you're glad of it. 
You think that this will keep me at home—but 
I'll never stir out again. Then yon can go to 
the ses-side by yourself; then, perhaps, you 
can be happy with Mies Prettyman 7 Now, 
Caudle, if you kuock the pillow with your fist 
in that way, I'/l get up. 1s very odd that J 
¢ant’t mextion that persons name, but you be- 
gin to fight the bolster, and do I don’t know 
what. ‘There must Ue  eomethiog in it, or 
you wouldn't Kick about e0.—A guilty con- 
science needs no—but you kmow what I 
ean, . 

¢ 8h# waseoming to town for a week ; and 
then, all of a sudden she had a letter, I dare 
say she had. And then, as she said, it would 
be company for her to come with us. No 
doubt. She thougnt I should be ilf again, and 
down in the cabin; but with all her ar, she 
does not know the depth of me=~quite, = Not 
but what I was ill; though, like « brute, yon 
woulda’ see it, : 
“ What do you say ? ‘Good night, love ¥— 

formed oa the bodies of the father and daugh- 
ter. Igot him into my room, where he laid 

[ the worst : no, and I don’t make m 

that there was something in the paper which | 

down on the bed in a state of grief ‘which no Is 1 can't go to sleep with my; head full of 
the house. The fender in tire, parlour will never come te itsell again. I haven't counted the knivee, yet, but I’ve made up i ; half of em are lost. . Nos 1 dost alps ooroat 

‘unhap. py before the time; but of course thas. 
thanks for caring shout your vroperty. 

nutmegs, I'm a wicked creatuse,—Not a broom 
hes the whole place seen since’ Fve been 
away. But 2s soon as I get: up, won't § rummage the house out, that’s all. I heads’ the heart to look at my pickles ; but for all 1: 
left the door locked, 1 am sure the jars have been moved, Yes; you can swear at pickles” ‘when you're in bed ; but nobody makes more: moise about ’em when you want’em. 0 

*‘1 enly hope they’ve been to the, wineeel-- 
lar: then yon may know what my feelings: 
are. That poor eat too—What 1. ¥ou Mate 
cats 7 Ves, poor thing! because she’s my 
favourite—that’s it. If that. cat eonld: ome" ly speak—What 1. is sews necessary 4. 1+ 
don’t know what you mean, Mr Candle : bus if 
that eat could ouly peak, she’d tell me how Ehe’s been cheated. , Poor thing t I know: where the money’s gone 10 that 1 left for her milk—1I know. Why what have you got there - 
Mr Caudle A book §. What ! If you ain't 
allowed to sleep, you'll yead ? Well, now it is 
come to something | I! thet ign’ insulting ‘a 
wile to dring a book to bed, I don’t know what 
wedlock ie. But yon shaw’. read, Caudle ; vo,» yon shan’t ; no while I've strength to get up 
and put outa candle. 1 oot x 
“ And that's like your feelings * You can 

think a great deal of trumpery books ; yes, your, 

print ; but for what's real and true about. youy is, 
why you've the heart of a. stone. I ehobld: like to know what that. book’s about 3 What? 
illow's Paradise Lost} 1 thought some yub- 
igh of the sort—something to insult: me; - A+ 

nice book, I think, 10 read in bed and a very respectable person. he: wes, who: wrote its 
What do I know of him 1 Much more. than, ! 
op think. A very preity fellow, indeed, with 
is six. wives. What? He hadnt. siz—Aid 

only three 1. That's nothing to do with it ; bute 
of couree you'll take his part. Poor women i» 
A nice time they, had with him, I dare pay! 
Lax I've no doubt Mr Cardle, you'd like 

follow Mr Milton's. example : eloe yom wouldn’t read. the stuff he wrote, But you don’t use me as he treated the ‘poor souls who married him, - Poets,1adeed!: I'd make a law * 
againet any of em having wives, exeept Dpom. 
paper; for goodness help the dear creatures 
tied to them ! Like innocent moths lured by: 
a candle ! Talking of candes,you don’t know 
that the lamp in the passage is #plit to bite 
I say you don’t—do you hear me, Mr Caudle’ 
Won't you answer? Do you know - where 
you are 1—What 1 Jn the Garden of Eden % 
Are youl Then you've no business there at 
this time of night.” ) i fs oid 
“ And oaying this,” writes Caudle, * she ', 

setambled from the bed, and put out thie light.” 

From the New York Courier and Enquirer.” 
MR. AND MRS. CAUDLE IN . 

J a ZINN. ERY rR TRE 
ur foreign files bring sad intelligence { 

the delighted readers of Mrs Candles Carini. 
Lectures. We learn im our London papers, . 
that both Mrs. C. and her worse half have... 
been arrested, examined before Mr, Jardine, of 
the London Police aud Mrs, Caudle commit. 
ted to prison, from which, moreover, (apd. 
this is the saddest part of the whole narrative), . 
the entreaties of her beloved an ‘affectionate 
husband could not obtain for her the poor boon, of even a temporary release. Aig vif - We may remark that sundry statements 
have gone the rounds of the press, to the ef. . 
fect that the lady, Mrs. Caudle A no substan. 
tive existence, but was merely a creature of , 
the brain ; and that her lectures were never 
actually delivered, as is alleged in the reports 
of these which have found their way into the 
public prints. It is needless to siy to those 
who may read the builiomillyysing ¢opied 
from the police department of the London Zémes 
of July 23, that nothing could be farther from. 
the truth, } sid 336.7840 5) 

It seems that Mr. and Mrs. Caudle were 
brought before Mr, Jardine, one of the Justices, 
charged with “ yuarreling and creating an ob, 
struction” in a publi street, at the hour of twe 
o'clock at night. the hour when Mrs, Caudle 
certainiy,to preserve her reputation as a *‘pow- 
erful public speakes,” & have been other 
wise engaged, . * 

deferred, at the request of Mr Caudle who hed 
a certificate from Mrs Caudle’s medical attep— 
dant, alleging that she was, suffenng from = 
sort of mental - derangement, “on by 
excessive dreitability” The Times then goes 
on with ite account of the proceedings, in the 
words following viz += Rk ; 
On this occasion Mr Caudle ventured, in ba 

wife's absence, to inform his worship that. 
‘good lady ** was not always an angel ;’ 1 
the proceedings of yesterday afforded a preity 
conclusive demonstration of the fact. = 
Long before the ms gp - nvor pcre 
heard haranguing her unfo: te porto 

rs wailing [ooo flachés to the court, i: 
having been found impossible to Keep herguia. 
On entering the doek ¢he indignantly ‘ordered 
the gaoler not te Jay his hands upon bet, snd, 
before eny witness had been examined, ealled 

on the magistrate for permission 10 address 
b the Court. It was quite amusing 10 observe 

the submiesive buy useless entreaties of Jie 
Caudle to Mrs Caudle, during the inquiry, w 
‘keep the latter calm: “ “2 
A constable of the F division stated’ that he 

saw Mrs Caudle, surrounded by several oibere, Yes; you can be vary teader 1 dare say—. 
like all of your sex—1to suit your own ends: opposite a public house, having words with ke ¢ 

there ain't epiders in the curtains 28 big samt ’ 

can’t think too much of the stuff that’s put into. 

““ The case,” says the Times, * hadibean 


