THES AWARANTE.

3

¢eives its comment—she has not.a lineament
which is not honoured by a daily perusal from
the public. She is the minister of justice—the
great avenger—the receptacleinto.which crime
is almost sure to fall, and as she conveys the
prisoner to trial or bears bim to the fulfilment
of sentence, she is still the inspirer of terror.~
There may. be-som, no doubt—pethaps there
mdy be many—who have forebodings at her
approach, and tremble as she passes, with an
anticipation of such a ride for themselves.—
Could upbraiding conscience come mote fent-
fully- than in this * Black Maria's” .shape, or
conld the sleeping sinner have compuncuous

the fall from drawicg-rooms to pawn-brokers®
recesses. What a history.1s thine—feeble art
thou—very, thinand threadbare ; sull thou hast
scen more of weakness, 2y, in men and women
100, than is now displayed in thine own.ruin.
Yea, cobble those boots for sooterkin—they
are agape, indeed ; yet were once thought fit
ornaments for the foot of fashion. Leathern
patch-work, thon hast been in strange. places
in thy time, or we aremuch mistaken. Come,
thy many mouths are open, and thy. complex-
on scarce admus of blushing—tell us aboat
thy fugiuve wanderings.

-Let then the * Biack Mana"' wag her tongue

visitings more terrible than the dreamin which ; —fus ivngue she bas, and something of the
be imagineg himself handed into this peniten- | longest—and she would chatter fast cnough, I
tial omnibus, asan atonement for pastoffences? warrant me.  Let us regard her as a magazing

What, let us ask, can be more appallieg than
the “Black Maria™ of a guilty mind?

It is a matter of regret ti.at history must be
the woerk of human hands— that the quill must
be driven, to preserve a record of the past, and
that inanimate ob;ccis—cold, passioniss, and
impartial witnesses—are not gifted wich ne-
mory and speech. Much has been done—a
long array of successive centuries have fidget-
od and fumed ; but, afterall, itislitile we know
of the action of those who have gone before.—
Butif a jacket now were capable of 1aik, then
there would be biographs in earnest. We
would all have our Boswells, better Boswells
than Jobnson’s Boswell. A dilapidated coat

of memoits—a whole library of pérsonal de-
tail, and as her prisoners descend the steps, let
us gather a leaf or twa.

Here comes one—a woman—traces of come-
liness sull Linger even amud the more enduring
marks of sin, poverty, and sorrow. Het story
hes been told before, 1n thousandsof instances,
and it will be told agan and again. There is
not much that isrew in the dowaward caresr
of those who fall. Itisan old routine. @id-
diness, folly and decepuion, it may be, at the
outsel—iears, misery, and carly death, at the
close. Yes, yes—the old father was humbla
in his ploddings—the mother had no aspinngs
above her sphere, but she who now 13 weepag

might be the most vencrable.and impressive of ) buiier tears, she longed for slksand séunsand
moralists. AMuch could it recoant of frailty , gay company. It wasbutacracked and crook-
and the results of frailty, in those who have ; ed looking-glass that toid her she was beauti-
wora it; furnishing sermons more potent thaa | {ul, but its pleasing tale was easily believed—
the polished compositionsof the closel. Couid (fur perfumed youths endorsed us truth, and
.cach house narrate what ithasknownof cvery § whispered Fanny that she was worthy of &
accupant, humaa nature might be more tho- { higher lot than that of taiiing the humble wifs
roughly understood than it is at present— jof dingy labour. Those secret meeungs, those
What beacons might not every. apartment sct  long waths by moonught—ihese stones of soft
up, 10 warn us from the foliy which madesh:p- | affcction, and those briuant hopes! Day by
wrock of our predecessors! Even the murtos, y doy home grew more distasteful—uts recarnng
whiie fiattesing vanity, conldicll, and i would,  caies mate weatsing—ibe slightest rebuks
how beauty, growa wild wiih iis own cxcess, § more harsh, and Fanay fied. That home s
{ell into prematare decay, Hol ho! how the ; desolate now. The oid faiher ss dead, the mo-
ol gotlet would ring, as we Jdtan the spatk- j ther dependeni upon chamy, and the danghier
ting draught, 1o thiak of (he many such scenes yis here, the companion of felons, if not a felon

of roaring jollity it has witnessed,. and of the
multitade of just such jovial fcliowsas ate now
carousing, it has seat 10 rest before thar wae,

hersdll.
Another 1—that dogged ook, man, scareely
hides tho wicichedacss: wathin.  You may, if

under the pretence of making them merty 1— j it scems best before these adic siarers, assume
Wiag, ho! Iet the bottdo spoak. Your botile { the mesk of sullen fierceness. “ Who cares,”
speak.  Your boltle has itsexpericnces—a de- ¢ s ail weil cnough, indeed, but suil thethonght
cantsr has soen tho world. Thoa tautered ; iravcls back to days of innocence aad happ:-
vobe —once finc, but now docasod - nobluy. «n p ness. You sci out «n the pursuil of picasure
vuine -how sonrly thoa smilest pdbcoum of « and cryoyment, but « has coms to thisatfast;



