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ONE winter’s evening, towards the close of the year 1800, 0r
within a year or two of that time, a young medical
praditioner, recantly established in business was sded by a
cheaful firein hislittl e parlour, listening to the wind which
was beding the rain in pattering drops against the window,
or rumbling dismally in the chimney. The night was wet and
cold; he had been walking through mud and water the whole
day, and was now comfortably reposing in his dressng-gown
and dlippers, more than half aslegp and lessthan half awake,
revolving a thousand matters in his wandering imagination.
First, he thought how hard the wind was blowing, and how
the ald, sharp rain would be & that moment beating in his
face if he were not comfortably housed at home. Then, his
mind reverted to his annual Christmas visit to his native
place ad dearest friends; he thought how glad they would
al be to seehim, and hav happy it would make Rose if he
could ony tel her that he had fourd a patient at last, and
hoped to have more, and to come down again, in a few
months' time, and marry her, and take her home to gladden
his lonely fireside, and stimulate him to fresh exertions.
Then, he began to wonder when his first patient would
appea, or whether he was destined, by a special dispensation
of Providence never to have any patients at all; and then, he
thought abou Rose again, and dropped to slegp and dreamed
abou her, till the tones of her swed merry voice sounced in
his eas, and her soft tiny hand rested on hs shouder.
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There was a hand uponhis $houder, bu it was neither
soft nor tiny; its owner being a @wrpulent roundhealed boy,
who, in consideration d the sum of one shilling per week
and hsfood,was let out by the parish to carry medicine and
messages. As there was no demand for the medicine,
however, and no recessty for the messages, he usualy
occupied his unemployed haurs—averaging fourteen a
day—in abstrading peppermint drops, taking animal
nourishment, and going to slee.

“A lady, sir—a lady!” whispered the boy, rousing his
master with a shake.

“What lady?’ cried ou friend, starting up, nd quite
certain that his dream was an ill usion, and helf expeding that
it might be Rose herself.—"“What lady? Where?”’

“There, sir!” replied the boy, panting to the glass doar
leading into the surgery, with an expresson d alarm which
the very unusual apparition d a astomer might have tended
to excite.

The surgeon looked towards the doa, and started
himself, for an instant, on beholding the gpearance of his
unlooked-for visitor.

It was a singularly tal woman, dessed in dee
mourning, and standing so close to the doa that her face
amost touched the glass The upper part of her figure was
caefully muffled in a bladk shawl, as if for the purpase of
concealment; and her face was drouded by a thick bladk
veil. She stood perfedly ered, her figure was drawn upto its
full height, and though the surgeon felt that the eyes beneah
the vell were fixed on him, she stood perfedly motionless
and evinced, by no gesture whatever, the dlightest
consciousnessof his having turned towards her.

“Do you wish to consult me?” he inqured, with some
hesitation, hdding open the doa. It opened inwards, and
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therefore the adion dd na alter the position of the figure,
which still remained motionlesson the same spat.

She dlightly inclined her head, in token of acquiescence.

“Pray walk in,” said the surgeon.

The figure moved a step forward; and then, turning its
head in the diredion d the boy—to his infinite horror—
appeaed to hesitate.

“Leave the room, Tom,” said the young man,
addressng the boy, whose large round eyes had been
extended to their utmost width during this brief interview.
“Draw the artain, and shut the doa.”

The boy drew a green curtain acrossthe glasspart of the
doa, retired into the surgery, closed the doa after him, and
immediately applied ore of his large eyes to the keyhale on
the other side.

The surgeon dew a dair to the fire, and motioned the
visitor to a sed. The mysterious figure slowly moved
towards it. As the blaze shore upon the black dress the
surgeon olserved that the bottom of it was saturated with
mud andrain.

“Youarevery wet,” hesaid.

“l am,” said the stranger, in alow deep vaice.

“And you are il1?’ added the surgeon, compassonately,
for the tone was that of apersonin pain.

“I am,” was the reply—"very ill; not bodly, bu
mentally. It is not for myself, or on my own behalf,”
continued the stranger, “that 1 come to you. If | laboured
under bodly disease, | shodd na be out, alone, at such an
hou, or on such anight asthis; andif | were dflicted withit,
twenty-four hous hence, God knavs how gladly | would lie
down and pray to de. It is for another that | beseed your
aid, sir. | may be mad to ask it for him—I think | am; but,
night after night, throughthe long dreay hous of watching
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and weeping, the thought has been ever present to my mind,
and though even | see the hopelessiess of human assstance
availing him, the bare thought of laying him in his grave
withou it makes my blood run cold!” And a shudder, such as
the surgeon well knew art could nad produce trembled
through the speder’ s frame.

There was a desperate eanestness in this woman's
manner, that went to the young man’s heat. He was young
in his professon, and had na yet withessed enough o the
miseries which are daily presented before the eyes of its
members, to have grown comparatively cdlous to human
suffering.

“I1f,” he said, rising hastily, “the person d whom you
sped, be in so hopeless a @mndtion as you describe, na a
moment is to be lost. | will go with you instantly. Why did
you nad obtain medical advice before?’

“Because it would have been uselessbefore—because it
is uselesseven now,” replied the woman, clasping her hands
passonately.

The surgeon gazed, for a moment, onthe bladk vell, as
If to ascertain the expresson d the fedures beneah it; its
thickness however, rendered such aresult impaossble.

“You are ill,” he said, gently, “athough you do na
know it. The fever which has enabled you to bear, withou
feding it, the fatigue you have evidently undergone, is
burning within you nav. Put that to your lips,” he continued,
pouing out a glass of water—"“compose yourself for a few
moments, and then tell me, as cdmly as you can, what the
disease of the patient is, and hav long he has been ill . When
| know what it is necessary | shodd know, to render my visit
serviceableto him, | am realy to accompany you.”
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The stranger lifted the glass of water to her mouith,
withou raising the vell; put it down again urtasted; and bust
into teas.

“1 know,” she said, sobbing aoud, “that what | say to
you now, seans like the ravings of fever. | have been told so
before, less kindy than by you. | am not a young woman;
and they do say, that as life steds on towards its final close,
the last short remnant, worthlessas it may seem to all beside,
Is deaer to its possesor than al the years that have gone
before, conneded though they be with the recoll ection d old
friends long since dead, and young ones—children
perhaps—who have fallen of from, and forgotten ore &
completely as if they had ded too. My natura term of life
canna be many years longer, and shoud be dea on that
acourt; but | would lay it down withou a sigh—with
cheafulness—with joy—if what | tell you row, were only
false, or imaginary. To-morrow morning he of whom | spe
will be, I know, though | would fain think otherwise, beyond
the reach of human aid; and yet, to-night, though he is in
deally peril, you must not seg and could na serve, him.”

“I am unwilling to increase your distress” said the
surgeon, after a short pause, “by making any comment on
what you have just said, o appeaing desirous to investigate
a subjed you are so anxious to conced; but there is an
inconsistency in your statement which | cannot reancile
with probability. This person is dying to-night, and | canna
see him when my assistance might possbly avail; you
apprehend it will be uselessto-morrow, and yet you would
have me see him then! If he be, indeed, as dear to you, as
your words and manner would imply, why nat try to save his
life before delay and the progress of his disease render it
impradiceble?’
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“God help mel” exclamed the woman, weeuing
bitterly, “how can | hope strangers will believe what appeas
incredible, even to myself? You will not see him then, sir?’
she alded, rising suddenly.

“l did na say that | declined to see him,” replied the
surgeon; “but | warn you, that if you persist in this
extraordinary procrastination, and the individual dies, a
feaful resporsibility rests with you”

“The resporsibility will rest heavily somewhere”
replied the stranger bitterly. “Whatever resporsibility rests
with me, | am content to bea, and ready to answer.”

“As | incur none,” continued the surgeon, “by acceding
to your request, | will see him in the morning, if you leave
me the aldress At what hou can he be seen?’

“Nine,” replied the stranger.

“You must excuse my pressng these inquiries,” said the
surgeon. “But is he in your charge now?’

“Heisnat,” wasthe rgoinder.

“Then, if | gave you instructions for his treatment
through the night, you could na asgst him?”’

The woman wept bitterly, as $ereplied, “1 coud na.”

Finding that there was but little prosped of obtaining
more information by prolonging the interview; and anxious
to spare the woman'’s feelings, which, subdued at first by a
violent effort, were now irrepressble aad most painful to
witness the surgeon repeaed his promise of cdling in the
morning at the gopanted hou. His visitor, after giving him a
diredion to an olscure part of Waworth, left the house in
the same mysterious manner in which she had entered it.

It will be readily believed that so extraordinary a visit
produced a mnsiderable impresson on the mind d the
young surgeon; and that he speaulated a great ded and to
very littl e purpose on the posgble drcumstances of the case.
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In common with the generdity of people, he had dften head
and read of singular instances, in which a presentiment of
deah, a a particular day, or even minute, had been
entertained and redised. At one moment he was inclined to
think that the present might be such a cae; but, then, it
occurred to him that all the aneadates of the kind he had ever
head, were of persons who hed been trouded with a
forebodng of their own deah. This woman, hovever, spoke
of anather person—a man; and it was impossble to suppcse
that a mere dream or delusion d fancy would induce her to
spek of his approaching disolution with such terrible
catainty as $e had spoken. It could na be that the man was
to be murdered in the morning, and that the woman,
originally a cmnsenting party, and boundto seaecy by an
oath, had relented, and, though ureble to prevent the
commisgon d some outrage on the victim, had determined
to prevent his deah if possble, by the timely interposition o
medicd aid? The ideaof such things happening within two
miles of the metropdis appeaed too wild and preposterous
to be entertained beyond the instant. Then, his original
impresson that the woman's intelleds were disordered,
reaurred;, and, as it was the only mode of solving the
difficulty with any degree of satisfadion, he obstinately
made up his mind to believe that she was mad. Certain
misgivings upan this point, however, stole upon hs thoughts
a the time, and presented themselves again and agan
through the long dull course of a slegless night; during
which, in spite of all his efforts to the contrary, he was
unable to banish the bladk vel from his disturbed
imagination.

The bad part of Waworth, at its greatest distance from
town, is a straggling miserable place aough, even in these
days; but, five-and-thirty years ago, the greder portion o it
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was little better than a dreary waste, inhabited by a few
scatered people of questionable charader, whose poverty
prevented their living in any better neighbouhood, a whaose
pursuits and mode of life rendered its litude desirable.
Very many of the houses which have since sprung up onall
sides, were not built until some years afterwards; and the
grea majority even of those which were sprinkled abou, at
irregular intervals, were of the rudest and most miserable
description.

The gpeaance of the placethrough which he walked
in the morning, was not cdculated to raise the spirits of the
young surgeon, a to dspel any feding of anxiety or
depresson which the singular kind of visit he was abou to
make, had awakened. Striking off from the high road, hs
way lay aaoss a marshy common, through irregular lanes,
with here and there aruinous and dsmantled cottage fast
falling to pieces with decay and neglect. A stunted tree, or
pod of stagnant water, roused into a sluggish action by the
heary rain o the precaling night, skirted the path
occasionaly; and, nav and then, a miserable patch o
garden-ground,with afew old baards knocked together for a
summer-houwse, and dd paings imperfedly mended with
stakes pilfered from the neighbouing hedges, bae
testimony, at once to the poverty of the inhabitants, and the
littl e scruple they entertained in appropriating the property of
other people to their own use. Occasiondlly, a filthy-looking
woman would make her appeaance from the doa of a dirty
house, to empty the mntents of some woking utensil i nto the
gutter in front, or to scream after a littl e slip-shod girl, who
had contrived to stagger a few yards from the door under the
weight of a sallow infant aimost as big as hersalf; but,
scarcely anything was stirring around and so much of the
prosped as could be faintly traced through the old damp
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mist which hurg heavily over it, presented a lonely and
dreay appearance perfectly in keegping with the objeds we
have described.

After ploddng wearily through the mud and mire
making many inquries for the placeto which he had been
direded; and recaving as many contradictory and
unsatisfadory replies in return; the young man at length
arrived before the house which had been panted out to him
as the ojea of his destination. It was a small |ow building,
one story above the ground, with even a more desolate and
unpromising exterior than any he had yet passed. An dd
yellow curtain was closely drawn across the window up-
stairs, and the parlour shutters were dosed, bu not fastened.
The house was detached from any other, and, as it stood at
an angle of a narrow lane, there was no aher habitation in
sight.

When we say that the surgeon hesitated, and walked a
few paces beyond the house, before he culd prevail upan
himself to lift the knocker, we say nothing that need raise a
smile upon the face of the boldest reader. The pdice of
Londonwere avery different body in that day; the isolated
position d the suburbs, when the rage for building and the
progressof improvement had na yet begun to conned them
with the main bady of the dty and its environs, rendered
many of them (and thisin particular) a place of resort for the
worst and most depraved charaders. Even the streds in the
gayest parts of Londonwere imperfedly lighted, at that time;
and such places as these, were left entirely to the mercy of
the moon and stars. The dances of deteding desperate
characters, or of tradng them to their haunts, were thus
rendered very few, and their offences naturally increased in
bodness as the wnsciousness of comparative seaurity
becane the more impressed uponthem by daily experience
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Added to these nsiderations, it must be remembered that
the young man had spent some time in the pulic hospitals of
the metropdis; and, athough neither Burke nor Bishop hed
then gained a horrible notoriety, his own observation might
have suggested to him how easily the drocities to which the
former has snce given his name, might be committed. Be
this as it may, whatever reflection made him hesitate, he did
hesitate: but, being a young man of strong mind and grea
personal courage, it was only for an instant,—he stepped
briskly back and knacked gently at the door.

A low whispering was audible, immediately afterwards,
as if some person at the end d the passage were onwversing
stedthily with another on the landing abowe. It was
succealed by the noise of a pair of heavy boas upon the
bare floor. The doa-chain was ftly unfastened; the doar
opened; and a tall, ill -favoured man, with bladk hair, and a
face as the surgeon dten dedared afterwards, as pae and
haggard, as the murtenance of any dead man he ever saw,
presented hmself.

“Walk in, sir,” hesaid in alow tone.

The surgeon did so, and the man having secured the
doar again, by the chain, led the way to a small bad parlour
at the extremity of the passage.

“Amlintime?

“Too soon” replied the man. The surgeon turned
hastily round, with a gesture of astonishment not unmixed
with alarm, which he found it impossble to repress

“If you'll step in here, sir,” said the man, who hed
evidently naoticed the atdion—"if you’'ll step in here, sir, you
won't be detained five minutes, | assure you.”

The surgeon at once walked into the room. The man
closed the doar, and left him alone.
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It was a little @ld room, with no dher furniture than
two ded chairs, and a table of the same material. A handful
of fire, unguarded by any fender, was burning in the grate,
which brought out the damp if it served nomore cwmfortable
purpcse, for the unwholesome moisture was geding down
the walls, in long slug-like tradks. The window, which was
broken and petched in many places, looked into a small
enclosed piece of ground, amost covered with water. Not a
soundwas to be head, either within the house, or withou.
The young surgeon sat down by the fireplace, to await the
result of hisfirst professonal visit.

He had na remained in this paosition many minutes,
when the noise of some approacdhing vehicle struck his ear. It
stopped; the stred-door was opened; a low taking
succealed, acoompanied with a shuffling noise of footsteps,
along the passage and on the stairs, as if two o three men
were engaged in carrying some heavy body to the room
above. The aeaking of the stairs, a few seconds afterwards,
annourced that the new-comers having completed their task,
whatever it was, were leaving the house. The door was again
closed, and the former silencewas restored.

Anather five minutes had elapsed, and the surgeon hed
resolved to explore the houwse, in search of some one to
whom he might make his errand knavn, when the room-doar
opened, and hs last night's visitor, dresed in exadly the
same manner, with the vell |owered as before, motioned him
to advance The singular height of her form, couded with the
circumstance of her not spe&ing, caused the ideato pass
aaoss his brain for an instant, that it might be a man
disguised in woman's attire. The hysteric sobs which issued
from beneath the vell, and the mnvusive dtitude of grief of
the whale figure, however, at once eposed the asurdity of
the suspicion; and he hastily foll owed.
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The woman led the way up-stairs to the front room, and
paused at the door, to let him enter first. It was <antily
furnished with an dd ded box, a few chairs, and a tent
bedstead, withou hangings or crossrail s, which was covered
with a patchwork counterpane. The dim light admitted
through the artain which he had ndiced from the outside,
rendered the objeds in the room so indstinct, and
communicaed to all of them so uriform a hue, that he did
nat, at first, percave the objed on which his eye at once
rested when the woman rushed franticdly past him, and
flung herself on her knees by the bedside.

Stretched uponthe bed, closely enveloped in a linen
wrapper, and covered with blankets, lay a human form, stiff
and motionless The head and face, which were those of a
man, were uncovered, save by a bandage which passed ower
the head and under the chin. The eyes were dosed. The left
am lay heavily across the bed, and the woman held the
passve hand.

The surgeon gently pushed the woman aside, and took
thehandin his.

“My God!” he exclaimed, letting it fall involuntarily—
“the man is dead!”

The woman started to her feet and beda her hands
together. “Oh! don't say so, sir,” she exclaimed, with a burst
of passon, amourting amost to frenzy. “Oh! don’t say so,
sir! | can't bear it! Men have been brought to life, before,
when urskilful people have given them up for lost; and men
have died, who might have been restored, if proper means
had been resorted to. Don't let him lie here, sir, withou one
effort to save him! This very moment life may be passng
away. Do try, sir,—do, for Heaven's ske!”—And while
spedking, she hurriedly chafed, first the forehead, and then
the breast, of the senselessform before her; and then, wildly
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bea the cold hands, which, when she ceased to hdd them,
fell li stlesdy and heavily badk onthe coverlet.

“It is of no we, my good woman,” said the surgeon,
soathingly, as he withdrew his hand from the man’s breast.
“ Stay—undraw that curtain!”

“Why?” said the woman, starting up.

“Undraw that curtain!” repeaed the surgeon in an
agitated tone.

“l darkened the room on pupose,” said the woman,
throwing herself before him as he rose to undaw it.—*Oh!
sir, have pity on me! If it can be of no wse, and heis redly
deal, do nd expaose that form to ather eyes than mine!”

“This man ded no ratural or easy deah,” said the
surgeon. “I must see the body!” With a motion so sudden,
that the woman hardly knew that he had slipped from beside
her, he tore open the aurtain, admitted the full light of day,
and returned to the bedside.

“There has been violence here,” he said, panting
towards the body, and gazing intently on the face from
which the bladk vell was now, for the first time, removed. In
the excitement of a minute before, the female had thrown off
the bonret and veil, and now stood with her eyes fixed upan
him. Her fedures were thase of a woman abou fifty, who
had orce been handsome. Sorrow and weeping had left
traces upon them which na time itself would ever have
produced withou their aid; her face was deadly pae; and
there was a nervous contortion d the lip, and an unretural
firein her eye, which showed too dainly that her bodly and
mental powers had nealy sunk, keneah an accumulation d
misery.

“There has been violence here,” said the surgeon,
preserving his sarching gance

“There has!” replied the woman.
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“This man has been murdered.”

“That | call God to witness he has,” said the woman,
passonately; “ pitil esdy, inhumanly murdered!”

“By whom?’ said the surgeon, seizing the woman by
the am.

“Look at the butchers' marks, and then ask me!” she
replied.

The surgeon turned his facetowards the bed, and bent
over the body which now lay full in the light of the window.
The throat was swollen, and a livid mark encircled it. The
truth flashed suddenly upon him.

“This is one of the men who were hanged this
morning!” he exclaimed, turning away with a shudder.

“It is,” replied the woman, with a cold, ummeaning
stare.

“Who was he?” inquired the surgeon.

“My son,” regjoined the woman; and fell senselessat his
fed.

It was true. A companion, equally guilty with himself,
had been aquitted for want of evidence; and this man had
been left for deah, and exeated. To rewurt the
circumstances of the ase, at this distant period, must be
unrecessary, and might give pain to some persons gill alive.
The history was an every-day one. The mother was a widow
withou friends or money, and had denied herself necessaries
to bestow them on her orphan boy. That boy, unmindful of
her prayers, and forgetful of the sufferings e had endured
for him—incessant anxiety of mind, and vduntary starvation
of body—had plunged into a caee of disgpation and crime.
And this was the result; his own deah by the hangman’s
hands, and h's mother’ s shame, and incurable insanity.

For many years after this occurrence and when
profitable and arduous avocaions would have led many men
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to forget that such a miserable being existed, the young
surgeon was a daily visitor at the side of the harmless mad
woman; nat only soathing her by his presence and kindress
but aleviating the rigour of her condtion by peauniary
dorations for her comfort and suppat, bestowed with no
gparing hand. In the transient glean of recolledion and
consciousness which preceded her death, a prayer for his
welfare and protedion, as fervent as mortal ever breahed,
rose from the lips of this poa friendess creaure. That
prayer flew to Heaven, and was heard. The blesgngs he was
instrumental in conferring, have been repaid to hm a
thousand-fold; but, amid all the honous of rank and station
which have since been hegoed upm him, and which he has
so well eaned, he can have no reminiscence more gratifying
to hisheat than that conneded with The Black Veil .



