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Confessions of a Maniac.
nY MKS. ELLIS.

From my wel Xnown interest in all estublishments for the pro.
tection of the inrane, 1 had no ditficulty in obtaining adimssion to
that of————. T had already nspected many of their apartments,
in company with the matron, when she wassaddenty ealled away,
und I was leR to pursuc iy observations m a manner better sated
to my tastc.

Anongst other interesting objects, my attention was attracted by
the countenunce and manners of a nnddleaged female, who
strongly reminded me of the picture of Mzs, Siddons as the tragme
muse.  This lady—for a lady she certamly was—heckoned me
towards her; and told me with a look of great incanng, that she
wished to relate to me her history. She complumed Uitterly of her
confincment, und added, that, when she had told ric all, Tshould

Judge whether the made of treatinent m that institution was not

the worst that could posably be udopted w her case.

These complamts, with the prevailing wlea so frequent amongst
the insane, that the body rather than the mind requires to be re.
stored to bealth, convineed we that there was more of malady in
her case than wct the eye.  There was, however, at the same
time, so wuch intelhgence in the eapression of her face, sueh
evideut supenority 1 her manuers and sppearanee, and traecg sl
o striking of what had once been brauty of the hughest order, that
I felt strongly tempted to histen to her story.  The conscquence
was, 1 found mysclf, on the following day, by peranssion of the
authorities of the place, scated 1n her hittle apartment, wiile she
opened the narrative, (which would doubticss have been told to
any other listener as attenuve as mysclf, ) in the following simple
manner :—

We lived in a pleasant habitation in the midst of a lovely garden,
my sister Lillah, and 1. My mother dicd waen Lillah wasa
baby ; and my father, who had nothing clsc to love, thought we
were the best and the pretticst cluldren in the world. And so
perhaps we were. At least I may speak of Latlah, for the wild
rosc on its waving hough was not merc dehicate or fuir.  For my.
self, * mien said that I was beautiful ; and the peopie of our vil.
lage, and the strangers who came to out housc, paid .ne the most
marked und fattening attentions, I ca.: well remember—but these
things have all passed away, and 1t behoves me now to be silent
in the dust. .

My father took great pleasurc m our cducation, especially mine ;
for 1 had talents to lay hold of cvery hranch of leamning, and a
thirst so insatiable for every kind of knowicdge, that often, when
I ought to have been attiending to my domestic duties, I was
buricd in the pages of ancient lustory, or cecapicd by the mwests.
gation of some disputed pont 1w philosophy or scicnec. Nor were
the lighter accomplishments of fanale cducation forgotten. Music
was the amuscinent of my father’s lesurc hours. With me it was
a pissivn s for nothmg cise sccmed to satisfy my soul. Muwe,
however, thougl it satirfied me for a ime, was upt to leave me
melancholy and depressed 5 and the result of my vanous pursuits
was only this—that all was vanity.

To my sister, the aspect of the warld, and the tenor of life,
were 85 opposite to mine, as if we had lived in two different plan.
cts. ‘Tormented by no aspinng drcams, but simple in her tastes,
domestic, quict, meck, and pleased with httle things, she was
uniformly cheerful; and her happy vaice used to be heard i the
housc and the garden, winging as gaily as a young bird.

Lillah was five years younger than myscif, it was thercfore my
duty, and sometimes 1 fancicd it was my pledsure, to attend fo
her leaming. My system of instruction, however, was too fitful
and capricious to be attended with any striking results, and she
was too happy in her partial ignorance to fecl any thing like ar.
dour in the pursuit of gicater knowledge.
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Notwithstanding these deficiencics, my sister was so lovely and
o loving, so gentle and so kind, 1t was impossible not to regurd
her with feclings of the utmoest tenderness; and my father and
1, though she occupicd but hittle of vur attention, would either of
us have defended her from danger at the penl of our hives?  Be.
sides this, I know not how it was, but Lalluh, in her own littlo
spitero of uscfulness, was aecustomed to aeccomplish more then 1
ever did mmne; for such was her love of order, and the simplo
and direct upplication of suchtalents as she had eultivated, to
whatever end she kad in view, that she became, as she advanced
i years, the support of our domestic eomfort, without losing any
thing of her refinement, her gatety, or of that indeaerhable love.
liness, which scemed less to be a part of her nature, than to shine
like a ballo around her wherever she went.

‘hese were our days of hapmness.  Every onc has rome such
pont to look back to, thut seems 1n the distant past ke a green
istand of rest, 1 the teoubled occan of Life; and this was mumne ;
for we hved together so harmoniously, and yet were all o dif.
fcrent.  Verhaps it was from that very reason, that we never in.
terfered with each other’s sphere of action ; bat all seemed rather
to supply what nught otherwise have been found wanuing in onc.

Such was the tenor of our lives, when my father’s failing health
rendered 1t nocessary for him 1o engage a curate; and a gentlo.
man gecordingly came down from Cumbridge, with the highest
recommendations to my futher's confidence and csteem.

We had cxpested 10 sce a youth whose education was but just
completed ; but we found a man of nearly thirty, whose senous
turn of thaught, and studious habite, had combmed with his re-
ligious impressions, to induce him to choosc the life of a clergyman ;
and us hie was not in want of moncy, and preferred residing sn tho
country, he was perfectly satisficd with the humble upﬁcro of
action which my futher’s offer opened to his ehoice.

“What do you thunk of s appearance 7" asked Lillab, the
first time we were left alone togethcr, after he had mude his calt
at the parsonage.  And without waiting for an answer, she went
on—* He frightcns me to death. I am sure if T were to make
the slightest blunder in the ase, ot cven the accent of a word, it
would offcnd s car. I am dcetermined, howerver, not to carc for
him; but to talk on 1n my usual way, the same es1f he was not
present ; and if he thinks my eonvemation too tnfling for his no.
uec, be may turn o you. But tcl me what you think of him,
Flora ™

She repeated the question, and looked anxiously for iy answer;
but ncither on thus occasion, nor on any subsequent onc, was 1
uble for a long tunc to make up my mind. Ihad been accustomed
to adnuration, both from my equals, and from those who could
neither understand nor appreciate me; but this man scenied quite
insensible to my superionty. I had been accustomed 1o flattery ;
but the tenour of his conversation, though it could not be called
rude, was calculated to rob me of all false pretensions, and reduce
me 1o the scale of an ordinary woman. I had been accustoreed
to take the lead in conversation—t0 be drawn out, and made way
for, as if iy opinion was law to the society in which I moved, but
now I often felt mysclf involuntarily shrinking back, as if I pos.
cssed not a single sentiment worth uttering.

I will call our news acquaintance Emile, for it 18 of no conse-
quence to you or to mc, what was his real name.  Suffice it, that
hc became associated, not only with our domestic arrangements,
but with our pleasurcs, our studics, and with all things m which
my father had been accustomed to take a part.  Indeed, we be-
came morc than ever dependent npon such a companion, for, as I
sard before, my father’s health failed rapdly, and hehad an affec-
tion of the head which disquabificd himn for all htcrary pursusts.

My sister, unlke me n thig, 25 in a. other things, soon
recovercd her scliipossession in the presence of our new friend.
She even talked to him with the utnrost composure, kbout such



