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so. As the light strengthened, however,
and penetrated every corner of the cell,
other abjects of amazement struck his
sight. On-the ground lay the broken
fragments of the pilcher hie had used the
day before, and at o small distance from
them, nearer to the wall, stoorl the one
he had noticed the first night. It wus
filled with water, and beside it was his
food. Ilc was now certain that, by some
wechanical contrivanee, an opening was
obtained through the iron vwall, and that
through this opening the current of air
had found entrance. But how noiseless !
For had o feather almost waved at the
time, he must have heard it. Again he
examined that part of thie wall; but both
to sight and touch it appeared one cven
and uniform surface, while to repeated
and violent blows there was no reverber-
ating sound indicative of hollowness.

This perplexing mystery had for a time
withdrawn his thoughis from the win-
dows ; hut now, dirceting his eyes aguin
towards them, he saw that the fifth had
disappeared in the same mamner as the
preceding two, without the least distin-
guishable alteration of  external appear-
ances. ‘The remaining four looked as the
seven had originally looked ; that is, oc-
cupying, at irregular distances, the top of
the wull on that side of the dunguon.
The tall folding door, tao, still sceaed to
stand beneath,in the centre of these four,
asit had at first stood in the centre of
the seven. But he conld no longer doubt,
what, on the preceding day, he fancied
might be the cffect of visual deception.
The dungeon was smaller.  The roof had
lowered—and the opposite ends had con-
tracted the intermediate distance by a
space équal, he thought, to that over
which the three windows had extended.
He was bewildered in vain imaginings to
account for these things. Somec frightful
purpose—sotne devilish torture of mind or
body—some unheard-of device for pro-
ducing exquisite miscry, lurked, he was
sure, in what had taken place.

Oppressed “with tlvs belief, and dis-
tracted more by the dreadful uncertainty
of whatever fate impended, than he could
be dismayed, he thought, by the know-

ledge of the worst, he sat numinating, -

hour after hour, yiclding his fears in suc-
cession to every haggard fancy. At last
a horrible suspicion flashed suddenly

“across his mind,and he started up with a

frantic air. ¢ Yes ! he exclaimed, looking
wildly round his dungeon, and shudder-
ing as he spoke—*Yes! it must be so! 1
scev iLI—I {eel the maddening truth like
seorching flames upon my braun ! Jiternal
God t—support me ! it must be so '—Yes,
yes, that is to be my fate ! Yon reof will
descend !—these walls will hem me round
—and slowly, slowly, crush me in their
iron arms ! Lord God ! look down upon
me, and in merey strike me with instant
death!  Oh fiend-—oh, devil—is this your
revenge.

IIe dashed himself apon the ground in
agony j—tears burst from him, and the
sweut stiod in large drops upen his face
—he sobbed alond—he tore his hair—he
rolled about like one suflering intolerable
anguisit of body, and would have bitten
the iren floor bereath him 5 he breathed
fearful curses upon Tolfi, and the next
moment passionate prayers to heaven for
immediute death. Then the violence of
his griel beeame exhousted, and he lay
still, weeping as a child would weep.
The twilight of departing day shed its
glovm around him cre he arose {rom that
pusture of utter and hopeless sorrdw. e
had taken no food. Net one drap of
wiler had cooled the fever of his parched
lips. Sleep had not visited his eyes for
six and thirty hours. Ifc was faint with
hunger ; weary with watching, and with
the excess of his emotions. He tasted of
his food; he drank with avidity of the,
water; and reeling like a drunken man
to his straw, cast himself upon it to brood
again over the appalling image that had
fastened itsell’ upon his almost frenzied
thoughts.

He slept. DBnt his slumbers were not
tranquil. e resisted, as long as he
could, their approach ; and when, at last,
cufeebled nature yiclded to their infiu-
cnce, he found no'eblivion from his eares.
Terrible dreams hamnied him—ghastly
visions harrowed up his imagination—he
shouted and screamed, as if he already
felt the dungeen’s ponderous roof deseend-
ing on him—he Lreathed hard and thick,
as though writhing Letween its iron walls.

Then would he spring up—stare wildly
ubout him—stretch forth his hands, to be
sure he yet had space enough to live—
and, mutierigg some incoherent words,
sink down again, to pass through the
same ficree vicissitudes of deliripus slecp.
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