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from the oppressed bruin “ withering thoughts that
the world cannot know.”

My history is simple—but could I record my count
less tears, the example would not pass away unheeded.
My parents were in the middle station of life, and at 
an early age I was married to a person in a similar 
rank of society. We lived contented, and therefore 
happy. Our residence was in a large town in a wes
tern country, from whence my husband was accidentally 
called to transact some business w hich detained him 
some months from home. He left me the mother of
a healthy boy ; he found me-------but the fearful word
will come soon enough. To begude the weary mo
ments of my husband’s absence, 1 was induced at in
tervals to mingle with society, and this led me from 
my home, i had, perhaps,been allowed loo much in
dulgence by my parents, who accustomed me to con
tinual gaieties, so that solitude Came ujfon me as a 
fearful blank, as a melancholy. One dreadlul night 
—the memory will never lose its deep intensity—J 
had undressed my smiling boy, then about three years 
old ; he took his farewell of me after 1 had joined his 
tiny hands hi prayer, and I then left him to enjoy that 
peaceful repose which 1 hoped would renew his health 
and vigor. Happy are the affluent. their tender nurs
lings afo fostered by care, and shielded by studied at
tention. But this was not to be my blessed lot, noi 
that of my darling boy ; yet was he as beauteous as 
the richest and the proudest of them all, and his ca
resses to me were as dear as if he had been arrayed 
in the splendid robes of opulence. 1 was living in 
lodgings, and my only two apartments communicated 
by a door which generally remained open. When 1 
left my child that night, sleeping with his face pillow
ed upon his downy arm, 1 had no intention of going 
beyond the next room, where I sat down, and imagi
nation soon brought to my mind the gaieties of my 
youth, and my loneliness became irksome. At this 
time a thoughtless companion called, and wished me 
to accompany her to a card party. 1 went ; the cheer
fulness of the assemblage induced me to prolong my 
•bsence, and hours passed by unheeded. At length u 
returning sense of duty called me home. 1 had relied 
upon the generally sound slumbeis of my child, and ub. 
imagined t should find him asleep, as I had done when 
I hud previously indulged in the fatal practice, 
found the inmates of the house where 1 lodged in a 
state of confusion—some horrid words caught my 
ear as I rushed along—the door of my apartment was 
broken open, and my boy—-my rosy cherub—lay there 
a blackened and disfigured sufferer. His pain was success 
too intense for the usual cries of infancy, hut in their 
stead be uttered a plaintive continued moan, every 
tone of which echoed the dying peal of my happiness.
I was frantic with grief, hut my sorrow availed not. 1 
watered his wounds with my tears. I would have given 
worlds—I would have bartered every hope of joy to hear 
the slightest word of endearment from his swollen lips,
hut he never spoke again! And in that moihent when the except with a man’s own consent, 
last sigh of dissolving nature heaved .on his lips, lie turn- all calumniators, thrice detected, ought to be banished 
ed his glazing eyes upon me, and in a piercing look, as criminals, unworthy of the benefits of the society, 
through which beamed the intelligence of a superior be- of which, however powerless, they endeavor to be the 
ing, he reproached me; yes, the darling babe of mybosom pest and bane.—Sir R. Phillips. 
reproached me for my cruelty. That look has haunt- —»Se
ed me ever since, and even now it glares upon me—I A Granite Cup.—A Paris paper describes a cup of •
must pause. ******* \ few more tears have I shed colossal dimensions, which has lately been made near 
to thy memory, my child ! I would fain complete my Berlin, and is intended as an ornament for the centre 
sorrowful task, and not permit vain regrets to be the of the new museum in that city. The cujSiias been 
only fruit of my penitence. Tlie fearful tale of my wrought from a large block of stone, called Margrave- 
boy’s accident was soon rudely told by the unfeeling stone, and has employed more than twenty men every 
witnesses of my agony. He had awakened, and, on day, for a period equal to two years. This goblet, at 
my not replying to bis calls had wandered into the present, while it is but coarsely wrought, weighs about 
sitting room, where by some accident, which must, ev- 80 tons ; it is 68 feet in circumference, and 22 in (li
er remain a mystery, the fire caught his night clothes, ameter. Forty persons have conveniently breakfasted 
He screamed, but, before assistance could be rendered, on its brim. The block from which it was carved, it. 
the flames had done their work of death, and shrivel- ig said, must have weighed from 250 to 300 tous.

led his delicate skin, which was fairer than monumen
tal alabaster. He died, and I watched for days and 
nights by his mangled corse. Oh ! how terribly bit
ter were those moments! I gazed upon the trifles 
which had beguiled his fancy, and when midnight lent 
its deep silence to the scene, I was startled by his jo
cund laugh of happiness ; but it closed wilh the 
moaning of pain, and it chilled my heart. I startled 
—but found ! had slept. I was alone with my dear 
boy. At last the grave closed upon him, but still I 
felt no change, for my joy and hope were buried with 
him. My husband returned ; he had doated on our 
child, and shed bitter tears for his death. But thiär 
was not all—he felt that I was a murderer—the mur
derer of my child ! Ti ue, he did not openly reproach 
me ; that 1 could have borne with patience, because I 
deserved it ; but in the cold averted glance, in the 
pensive sigh of misery, I felt all he would fain con
ceal, (n the lone and stilly hours' of night, when 
conscious guilt banished sleep from my pillow, 1 have 
marked his anguish—anguish which 1 could not soothe; 
which 1 dare not question. This could not last.— 
His constitution, naturally delicate, received a shock 
in the calamity of his child, from which he never re
covered, and, after lingering some months in a de
cline, bis sorrows were ended in death. In dying, his 
grief resolved itself to words—he declared that lie 
forgave me—“ but”—I cannot tell the rest. lie- 
sleeps beside our ill-starred hoy. Here was a second 
being consigned to the grave through mv rash negli
gence. Why did not 1 follow ? Why—but that icy 
penance might be fulfilled, that I might feel the deso
lation 1 had brought upon myself? i am now alone in 
a crowded world !

And now, all is past away ; returning years have 
brought seasons of hope to the innocent and happy— 
but to me they come without a smile—without a bles
sing. Still I see the dying glance of my babe, and 
the echoes of my husband’s reproach ; and when I 
behold the children of my acquaintance gladdening 
their homes, and cheering their hearts with innocent 
prattle, I turn to departed days, and from my inmost 
soul .wish 1 had died in giving birth to my sainted clier-
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To the Editors of the Delaware Repintcr.

Gentlemen :—Observing a communication in your 
paper of the 14th on the subject of female cleanliness, 
in uliich was introduced the portrait of a slatternly 
wife, und the reasons for her sluttishness as given by 
herself, to be that “ she was married now, and that it 
was just as well to appear as she did, as otherwise,” 
led me to look around upon the married women of my 
ac(|imintancé, and 1 assure you the scrutiny caused 
much self-congratulation, that my bachelor independ
ence made me as yet hut a spectator, of the prizes or 
blanks in the matrimonial lottery ; still ! am not so in
corrigibly fixed in my unsocial habits, or insensible to 
the real charms of domestic life, as not to feel that a 
suitable companion would enhance the value of my 
existence, and by sharing iny pleasures increase them 

in a sevenfold ratio.
Under these views, my mirid rested on the idea of 

“Taliitha’s Sister,” and as she lias had the beacon ol 
warning offered to her in the person of her married 
relative, it is not improbable that she may be the very 
being of wjiom I have been in secret search these 
twenty years ; for I must candidly confess, that the ve
ry great negligence and inattention of married women, 
in general, to neatness of person, has been the means 
of keeping me in “ single blessedness” until the pres
ent moment ; for I dreaded to stretch my band to
wards the barrel of snakes with but one cel in it. lest 
I, like many a wiser man, should miss it, and “ catch 

a tartar.”
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OjlLEIlS.

From a London Paper.

THE CONFESSION OF A SUFFERING 
MURDERER.

Who shall minister to a mind diseased ;
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ;
A'id cleanse the foul bosom of that perilous slutT
Which neighs upon the heart?

I open wounds over which Time has no healing in
fluence : 1 open them as a warning to others—as a 
beacon to show where many a mortal’s happiness is 
wrecked.

The infliction of death is not adequate punishment 
for tlie crime of murder ; there is a misery far be
yond this—it is that of living—of living to feel the 
heinous consequences of guilt, to sutler tlie stinging 
ol a restless conscience, and to have no refuge from 
its constant torments. My life has been a revolution 
o! eventful vicissitudes, yet in the varied scenes of mise
ry through which I have been doomed to pass, there has 
boon one shade more dense than all tlie rest—one 
tingeof moral hopelessness to which my other griefs are 
but as idle imaginings, as trivial records. It is true, 
indeed, that tlie world looks upon me with an eye of 
complacency ; and that in falling into the yellow sere 
I luve “honor, love, obedience, troops of friends ;” 
bui tiieso empty vanities 1 turn from with a galled 
spirit, and envy the nothingness and oblivion which 
nwy not shroud the remnant of my miserable exist- 
®n',r>—fer I am a murderer ! the m mderer of helpless 
infancy!!—This is tlie sorrow which like the Upas 
free, poisoned every prospect, and has called forth

Tn society, character is the first, second, and the ul
timate quality. A man is never ruined who has not 
lost his character : while he who has lost his character, 
whatever be his position, is ruined, as to all moral and 
useful purposes. Envy and calumny will follow a man’s 

like his shadow ; but they will be powerless if 
ho is true to himself, and relies on his native energies 
to bent or live them down. Virtues may be misrepre
sented, but they are virtues still ; and in vain will an 
industrious man be called an idler; a sensible man a 
fool ; a prudent man a spendthrift ; a persevering.man 
a changeling ; or an honest man a knave. The qual
ities are inherent, and cannot be removed by words, 

At the same time
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