
100 THED CONFESSIONS 0F AN UNEXECUTED FEMICIDE.

niysclf th:it 1 ivould not bc utterly deserted by
the worl(l. 1 was(lisappointed. They camne to
lionour and pay tlieir last respects te lier aslies;
but net to favour me. Mlien. flic coffin wa8î de-
posited in flie earth, and thec turf laid over it,
cadi separatc(l in silence and in sadness. Noue
spoke te mue. I vas shunned like a scorpion,
and returned alone and uîipitied to ilmy desolate
mansion.

I raiscd, in thec burying-ground, a monument
to Eliza's meniory. It vas of marble and of
virgin whitenless-an emablein of lier oiwn purity.
1 liad it cncireled with a railing, and planted
\?ithiin with floivers. It stood in fthe centre of
the clîurcli yard> anîd vas altogether abeautiful
anti affecting objeet. On tîme Sabbatliftic con-
gregated multitudes wlio came to worsliip tlie
Lord, would assemble around it; and maay a
tale lîad tlîey te relate of flie lovely being 'ihose
aches slept benientli. Mýy iouse was net f-r off;
rend tliey would point to it, einbosoneed among
its trees; amid tell li 1 la(l brokea bier beart
-how 1 had destroyed lier friend-and hiow, as
a inemexito to lier worth, 1 boul eaused thils
sepulebral coluiimi to be raised. I have per-
haps spoken of tliese tlîings as events wliicli
once liad existence; but tliey exist stili. Tlîe
tomb is yet visible fremin my parleur window,
and 1 do nothîing but sit tbere frein merning tilI
niglit, gaziîmg upon it. Soinetirnes, at midaiglit,
1 have ventured outto Eliza's grave, aad walked
around it, and wliisperetcC i er naine. Some-
tCrnes I have even tried te pray ; and if xay
beart is anywhecre filled witle flie Divine Spirit
of repentance, it is tliere.

But tlie spirit of 'Mary hiaunts me still.
Whcrever I go, she cornes at tlîe fatal heur-at
ail seasons, aîîd in ai places. To geL rid of this
niglîtly visiter, I have tried every sehemne. I
have gene te foreign lanîds, and plunged lîead-
long into society. I have joinedilathe dance and
the masquierade; but it isthie sanie. ils tht
destied heur appreaches, le ! slie appears, arnd
tlic uavaryimg ivord ceaxes freux lier mouth-
1Repenit!" 1 have reiîmarked, hioiever, fial

her aspect changes iii proportion as rny seul lk
gay or nelanclîohy. Wlien I mingle vitb mirl),
and try te drowa my sorrew lu forgetfiilness,
abc seenes more sad and afflicted, and standei
longer by mne, and utters lier admonition la mort
ixnpassioned language. lYhen, liowever, mj
heart is subdued 'vitb a sense of its crime, an(

lighit-Iier black eyes roll amore softly upea
nee-she lingers but a menîent-amd the varn-
iîxg, as it flo'ivs frein lier lips, cernes upea uîy
car hike a straiii, of neot uipleasaxit mnusic

But lately, and I vent te nîy eister's tonib.
1 tliroew miyschf on iny knees before it, mid vept
at tlie recolcction of former days, and flic deeds
1 liad doue. My lieart was xnehted. I felt the
bitterîîess of reiuorse, and raîsed nîy bauds ta
lieilveu, vlile I entieated forgiveness in tlie lai;-

gage of agomiy. Suddenly tlie dlock of the

cîmureli stiuck tell, and 'Mary steod before aie.
1 never saw lier look se beautiful. Silo wis
îenehuicly ; but a sinile sat upeie lier lips, and
slie regarded me vitli a look of divine -satisfac-
tien. My licait leapt witli joy, for 1 found that
what I lîad done vus geed. Suie vaiiishied away
la tlie darkness of aiglît; but tlic adamonition
wiîth )iliicle she liad lîitlerto clîarged nie, fol.
lowed net, and 1 drew fron it an oiniu that mny
repentanece lîad truly begun.

I need net jeursue this subjeet fartlier. I am
an alteredimaxi. ilie bloed oftafelloNw-ereature
stili cries against nie; but a contrite hieurt ay
do aîucb te silence its voice. Tlie appearamie
of Mary is nxo lonîger terrible-now that île
change lias comnîenced withiiin e. She basm
been rny geod angel since tlie momnt of my
crime tlI tlie present day. Site lins liovered
around me;. and, by appearing at short inter.
vals, lias terrified nie froue a comission of in.
iquity. She bas kept ney conscience aivaLe,
and at last inelted its stubboru nature te virtue
and repenîtance. lIeaven did net send ber to
bc my punislîrnent, but te be my guide. For
ycars 1 have regarded ber as a deuoe coule to
* omient mie; but tlîis vas enfly i>hile I itti
bardeucd la sin. WVithout ber varimg veice, 1
liad Lravelled e ila my former vays, and per.
!shed unfergiven. Even new, I feel 1 eeuldnc:

*dow~itlmouthler. I canuiot trust mnyown streogml,
«aîd notliing but lier iocturnal visits ceuhd Loir
my spirit in tlee truc path te wisdoxn and hip.

*pmxm"ss.

Emerson, tlîe matliematician, once mainteind
a stout argument regarding the value of notbe;

3 in a anathematical sense. Ile was lippilyrS
, dieuled in the following enunciatien :-ThLxeir
rfiaitely bigle power of aotlîing approaches inf-

1 aitely acar te semetliing, and tlie infinitely lo
calmhly awaits tîme trial LIeut attends upon it., bieripowcr of sonaethiagapproinatesexfinitelyr.
rnchancholy is tinged with a sert et placid de- 1te nething."


