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THE HOUSEHOLD TRAGEDY,

SCENE FIRST.

The interior of a Lunatic Asylum. The hero,
an inebriale, standing with his hands
chained together,— Supposing himaself sur-
rounded by persons deranged,— Walks lo
and fro, soliloguizing.

Why these cold fetters! thus entwined
Aronnd me—holding s0 immovably,
Within their complicated folds, these
Lacerated limbe? Why incarcerated |
Mid’ these crazy people, as though I
Were infected by their melancholy
Mania ! whilst ever and snon, falls
Dismally upon my ear, loud yells of fear,
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And madmen's clanking chains!

They were mad who bronght me hither!

I'll have my liberty or 'l diel Ifit

Were for cure! they'd give me rum;

I tell thee all T want is rum! Me insane?

Not Il Why then hold me by this strong

Chain in this strange durees, to be go

Tormented where such horrid specters

Hold their midnight revels? "Tia

Madness! et me go hence; sunder

These vile chains: O ye gods; I must

Have rum!

Enter the tnebriate’s Faller's ghost, and ad- l
dresses lim.

Bon, silence! cease now thy raving!

List once again to thy Father's voice! "Tia

Its last sepnlchral mesegage! Thess

Hallucinations that now torment thee,

And go fearfully wreck thy stormy brain,

And on its mental canvas sketch wild

And farions pictures, of terrific magnitude,

And alarming apprehension, wre those of
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Which I forewarned thee, ere the huge
Tyrant of the grave raised his rapacious
Arm against these silvered locks, and

Ere that which this ethereal apparition
Hepresents were entombed in yon

Marble sepulchre. Oh thou erring

Child! how oft, in the still watches

Of the night, have I pursued thee, with
Wearied and faltering footsteps, into
Subterrancan dens, where thou and

Thy confederates, riotously, to the wine-god,
Sang devotional songs ; making night
Hideous—the cheek of innocence turn
Pale, and the heart of the uninitisted quake
With fear! Iave I not heard thee utter
Groans of mania ? Thy once prond heart,
With irregular pulsations, bleed at every
Pore, and, from its gushing fountain, send
Forth piteons cries, whose sharp and fiery
Pointed shafts sting to anguish, and

Measureless disappointment, this Fatherly
L
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Bogom, ag though transpierced by & whole
quiver

Of venomously pointed lancets, all

Prepared for the occasion? O thoun fallen

Fragment of manhood ! hast thon not seen

These gray hairs wet with midnight

Dews, when from thy congenial spirita

I had brought thee forth, and when the

Intrusive fiends, that had so tortured

And calamitously hurled from ita

Throne thy reason, had momently,

Like the wild billow in the passing

Tempest, sank to peacefulness, go

That thou conld’st appreciate the appeals

Of thine aged sire? Did I not then divine

Thy foturity, and warn thee of thy coming

Fate, which hath, alas! befallen thee ? The

Gods be witness, that from his blood

Are these white robes spotless!

Before these invisibles, acquit thine

Aged gire. () ye heavens! whence

This calamity ? O that the silent
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Earth might once again lend moisture
To these ossiferous sockets, that yet they
Might drop one tear of anguish o'er
That dread figure which now stands
Before me ; who forever haunts my dead
House dreams,—summoning me forth, from
Its uneaey abode, to revisit these dread
Bcenes of vitality. But my time is ap;
My departure draws near, hear now
The message of thy fearful fate, on which
Errand I were sent; its fearful contents,
Though reluctant, must I read.
Ere the chariot of day mounts her
Golden throne, shall fall the last sand
From the hour-glass of thine earthly carcer,
And thon shalt slumber with me!

The Maniac.
Yes! I've disturbed my aged gire!
And called him from his peaceful gravel
He fixed on me that eye of fire!
I felt ita torment! yet who can save ¥
He'd better staid within the tomb,



