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CHAPTER XL.—(Continucd.)

saw the young m:(zlu imd

ne woman scufle together ; and then

:?1: ?grl:ngr tock up a stone, and struck the

Jatter on the foreheud, and he struek her again

and again, until she fell down, And the

young man went away, when the young woman
find lain miotionless for somc t{ime; and the
boy crept out to look at her, and she wus _deud.'

He heard the man returning, and hid himself

again. The man stood for a whl.le over t}!c

corpse, then stooped down, raised it across his

arms, and went awuy with it.

Witness concluded by saying, that he was so
much frichtened he was afraid to stir from his
hiding-place, until the day began to breal ;
fhat then he ran, as well as he could, to the
next farm-house, but was too wenk to continue
his way to the town, until he had got some-

'nn' to eat ; 3
dtlhcil c::)ulc in, ,zmd immediutely told his story at
the mayor's ofitce. )

Ife was asked if he could point cut the per-
son he had seen committing this dreadful
deed ; he answered that he thought he could,
for the moon was bigh, aud he had scen him
plainly. The erier’s rod was placed in his
hand. Ie turmed slowly round; and as he
tonched with it the head of the prisoner, a
fearful murmur ran through the erowded
court-house.

This was all like a lonthsome dream to poor
Bdmund Fenvell, though he knew it to be
reality. )

The judge on the beneh was a man who, it
was said, scarcely ever permitted one grain of
mercy to be dropped into the scales of justice
while be held the balance. He would bully
the eriminal who pleaded for compassion; but
above all, while « wretched fellow-creature
trembled before him on the crumbling yerge of

> eternity, he would be fucetious, flashing some
miserable pun iuto the face of the doomed
man; and then glaneing round to note an ap-
proval of lus faint witticism among his audi-
tors, Sowetimes e was called “Judge Blad-
derchops,” or the ¢ Puffing Judge ;" some-
timos he was called the ¢ Puamning Judge;”
but oftener the * Hanging Judge.”

¢ Qurrah,” said he, at a large dinner party,
« i that hung beef before you?” “No,” an-
gwered Currun, in his shrill fife-like voiee,

The witness then

whut let you ouly try it, and it will soon be.”

In fact he was the judge who had presided
over the trinl of Robert Emmétt, and whose
conduct and words on the oceasion have, with
the agsistance of the poor younz enthusiast’s
comments upon them, immortalised his lord-
ship in o very peeuliar way.

This man ebarged the jury upon Edmund
Fennell's trial.  In that charge, there was not
a word of mereiful Interpretation of circum.
stanees in fuvor of the undefended and unde-
fending youth before him. On the contrary,
it mueh vesembled a violent speech to evidence,
by an attorney-goneral, upon an ex-officio pro-
secution. T'he jury retived to thefr room, with
brows of which any onc might interpret the
meaning; stopped in just Jong enough to give
the appearance of not being in an unseemly
haste in deciding upon their verdict; returned
to their box, onc by onme; took their seats
slowly, and it sccmed sorrowfully, after all
their prejudice against the prisoner; answered
to their names, when called over to turn, by
the proper officer in low and solemn voices;
and not even a breathing could be heard among
the gazing and listening multitude, as the
usual routinc of words passed between them
and the same individual :—

“ Gentlemen of the jury, have you agreed to
your verdict 2"

“We have.”

“Who answers for you ?”

“ Qur foreman.”

“ How say you, gentlemen of the jury—in
the first count of the indictment, is the prisoner
at the bar guilty or not guilty ?”’

“ Guiley."” :

And the answer of the foreman of the jury
was given in n whisper so thin and wiry—

“There was nought
Between it and silence.”

And yet it was heard in the farthest corner of
that crummed and suffoeating hail,

“Liook to him, jailor,” immediately said the

. egistrar of the eourt; and although these also
were but words of course, and often carelessly
uttered, they now seemed to be deeply felt by
the perapn who spoke them, and broke upon
ihc lf;tllly pause around with the solemnity of a
cnell,

Clasping his hands tightly, the miserable
youth at the bar raised his blood-shot eyes up-
wards, and his white lips moved without sound ;
then he seemed endeavoring to arrange his dis-
Organized idens. Several times he pressed the
ower parts of the palms “of his hands sgainst

18 temples, ns if ‘he believed that his brain
a8 about to burst through them, and that he
must thus try to keep it in its place. '

The offioer of the eourt, who had just con-

isorry, if what I have spoken was wrong.

‘signed him to "the watchfulness of his jailor,

now glanced back at the judge, and receiving
his significant nod, again speke:—

“ Prisoner at the bar, have you anything to
say why sentence of death and execution should
not be passed upon you ?”

% T have,” answered the prisoner, speaking
impressively, though in a low voice—¢ L have;
is this the time for me to say it?”

@It 3s.”

“ My lord, I will not take up much of your
time, T am not ablé to do so, it T wished to do
go, My lord, to my amazement, and my utter
consternation und dismay., I find myselt, all
within a few hours, arrested, committed, tried,
and dound guilty of a crime, which, upon any
humun creature, T would not perpetrate, were
it to purchase a place in Heaven for me. But
of this—of this murder—oh, how innocent am
It My lord. the Judge of us all, and high
above us all, before whose throne I must
speedily appear, witnesses, to his own mercy
aud cownpassion, how iunocent !

« Prisoner,” interrupted the judge, gurgling

e o e o e ; o
but that, as soon as he could, he | his words through & mass of f\t,]an‘c‘l ;n_ﬁatmg
‘ his ¢heeks with his wheezing breath, “ Prisoner,

you have had a fair and impurtial trial, and
you have been found guilty, by a jury of your
fellow-citizers—an upright and conscientious
jury; and this unsupported assertion of your
innocence, agrinst their decision, and against
the clearest testimony, is only « useless oceu-
pation of the time of the court.” (Puff, puff,
pufl.)

« My lord,” resumed the prisoncr, “ T am
As
well as I can recollect, I intended to say noth-
ing caleulated to offend the court, or the jury.
I am bound to take it for granted that both
have fairly discharged their duty.”

e bowed his head for 2 moment on his
hands, then cxtending his arms, aud turning his
eycs upwards, suddenly eried out—

«The Almighty Maker never sent from his
handg, upon this earth, a more perfect specimen
of his work than you were, my own Helen!
And human body never held within it a ten-
derer, 1 more devoted heart than yours did!
Deep and eternal damnation be the doom of
him who shed your precious blood!”

There was a suppressed burst of griel
amongst those who surrounded the evidence
tuble; but over ali these symptoms of sudden
emotion, old Gaby M‘Neary's convulsive =obs
were audible.

The prisoner continued, with an impetuosity
that nothing could interrupt—

« And T am told that you have been mur-
dered, and I have been convicted as your mur-

derer! I—I, to whom you gave your youn¢
love! I, to whom you gave your hand in mar-
riuge ! Yis, Helen, yes! my wife, you were—"

tears now barst from his hitherto dry eyes.
« My wife! the wife of my bosom! my good,
my young! my beautiful bride ! and my maiden
bride too! Oh, God! oh, God! IHew little
do they know, who call me your murderer, the
bereavement of my wretehed heart, at the
thought of your less!”

<« Prisoner at the bar,” again interrupted the
judge, “ you have uttered linguage, which out
of respect to the afflieted father of the mur-
dered yonng lady, cannot be permitted by the
court. You have called her your wife.”

« Cullel her my wife?” interrupted Ed-
wund in his turn, as he stepped, almost jumped
back, < and does any one say she was not my
wife 7’ he continued fiercely, « who dares to
say it? Does any onc of you all who orowd
round about me here, to gratify your want of
charity, by witnessing the despair, and the
agony of my young heart—does any one of you
‘all dare to say it ?”  From side to side of the
crowd, und up and down from them to the gal-
lerics, and from the galleries to them again, his
wild glances flew, :

“« No!” answered a loud but yet broken
voice, and Gaby M<Neary started up, turned
round, and fully confronted the prisoner, while
he frowned deeply, although his tears came.
«No! I am her futher, and I believe she was
your wife—she told me so herself,” he added,
his voice giving way, as he suddenly dropped
into his seat again.

“ God bless you, and thank you, sir!"” cried
Edmund. “ God bless you!” . :

The judge gave a greater puff than be had
that day uttered.

« Wiy have we not had evidence of this?”
he demanded.

¥dmund had again sunk his forchead upon
his open hands; he now slightly start-
ed, uncovered his face, looked thoughtful
tor an instant, and his late impetuosity calmed
down, replied to the bench in a quiet tone,
while he bowed respectifully.

« My lord, I could not—I would not have
tendered evidence upon that point, if I had
twenty lives to save; for as your lordship
knows, I could have proved it only by dis-
closing the namoe of the clergyman who married
me to my beloved Helen; and you are also
aware, my lord, that such a disclosure v;vould
subject him, by the law of the land, to a felon’s
punishwment.”.

All eyes were novw fixed, with a very t_:hzgnged
expression, upon the prisoner, The judge
emitted o puff; which might be called the puff

bewildered. Guaby M‘Neary stood up « third
time, contemplated his former friend with pe-
culiar interest, and then, muttering something
cjaculatory, which on this grave oceasion we
shall not further describe, pounded his stick
aguinst the floor, and again sat down.

“Is it the intention of the prisoner to oecu-
py any further the time of the court?” de-
manded the judge.

“Only for a few moments longer, my lord.
Your lordship is about to pronounce the dread
sentence of the lnw npoa nie,

accept it as a boon, as a charity, amd as such,
thank you for it. And I know it is a horrible
thing to die a muorderer’s death upon the gib-
bet; a very, very horrible thing; but to me it
will be a pleaxing thing; to me, the hopeless,
und broken-hexrted lad before you. it will prove
a blessing not o punishment. Were I to live
on, it must be in utter misery, and in utter
darkness of the heart; for with her whe is gone
from me, the light of life has goue also. My
lord, I await your sentence.”

Recapituluting the evidence, the judge drew
from it wwost unquestionable proofs ol the pri-
soner’s wuilt, and warned him  that; in the
duesperate position in which he stood, it would
mwuch better become him to declare at vonce his
abominable erime, than to persevere iu ground-
less ussertions of his innecence.  That the
wurdered ludy was the prisoner’s wift, it was
impossible to believe; but if sueh were really
the fact, why hiad not proof been ziven of jt?
and his lordship had asked the question before.
Surely the proof were casily attainable.  As to
the reason assizned, why 1t had not been—
namely, that the prisoncr would not place in
juopardy the—his lordship suppesed—popish
priest, whe, it was pretended, had performed
the ceremony—that could not be a motive
likely to influence an individual who had no
Liesitution in staining his soul with innoeent
blood. Much more was suid, not, we haope,
with the intention of making the sufferer writhe ;
and at lust came the sentence of the luw——the
judge hastily, and as if’ eagerly, proceeding to
put on that silly thing, the mele-dramatie black-
cap, before hie pronounced it. At the expira-
tion of forty-eight homnrs, the prisoner was to be
conveyed to the common place of. execution,
atd there hanged by the veck until he was
dead—

« Hunged by the neck until you are dead,”
repeated o voiee, in eautious whispers, some-
where near to Edmund.

After which the prisoner’s body was to bz
given for disscetion—

“ And your body to be given for dissection,™
continued his invisible tormentor—

“ And the Lord have merey on your soul,”
ended his lordship—

“ An’ somehody else be ready to recuve your
sowl I paruphirused the hissing whisperer,

But simultancously a thousand voices piously
and fervently eried “amen,” to the judge’s
more mereiful prayer.

CHAPTER XILI.

With a kind of nightmare sensation, the sen-
tenced Ned Fennell, having been re-conducted
to his cell, benedth the court-house, seated
hiwself on the miscrable place.  The jailor and
a turnkey passed out of his dungeon, and
locked the door, but he took no notice. They
had asked him some questions. he had returned
them no answers. It was now deep darkness
all around him; he sat still and stirred not.
Rats came aud walked about his feet; he was
vaguely conscious of their being so near him,
but he madz no attempt to chase them away,
And How long he remained in this motionless,
feelingless, callous condition, he did not know,
and he did not care to know. The door of his
cell re-opened, and a turnkey, wearing a black
mask. entered, a rushlight in his hand, and
was followed by the Catholic elergyman, whose
duty it wus to prepare sentenced criminals for
death; and still the circumstance scarcely
aroused him from his lethargy.

The priest and he were left togother. He
gnzed at his visitor, but ouly with a dull ex
pression. The clermyman addressed him eom-
miseratingly ; and Edmund seemed gradually
to catch meaning from his words—scemed to
comprechend the horrible past, and the terrible
future. He sank on his knees and prayed.
His companion followed his example, and
prayed with him. A solemn view of the
necessity of preparing for his death, now almost
exclusively filled Lis soul ; the judgment
throne—the greatness, and the power, and the
majesty of Him who sat upon it, came before
him in 2 vision, us it were, and yet almost a
palpuble one.

The pricst and he still knelt and still prayed
together, Then Kdmund Fenncll prayed by
himself; and then, having signified his readi-
ness to begin the confession of his sins, the
clergyman sat on the bedstead, while he knelt
beside him. The confession was over; ‘the
penitent now sat ¢lose by his spivitual friend,
and for some time, they so remained hand in
band together,

Presently the priest addressed to him soath-
ing and consoling words, inspiring the great

‘hope of a place of rest in another world, and

Edmand, with a placid eountennnce, listened
attentively; he could now thank God and his

MONTREAL, FRIDAY, FEB. 2, 1812,

|

I koow it is o
dreadful one, and yet I do not dread it. I'|pent his knee to tae floor of his prison, and

reverend comforter, for a great relief of heart.

For some time tliere had been husty steps
passing and repassing outside the cell. The
conversation between the priest and Edmund
began to assume a mixed chavacter, partly
worldly, and partly religious. The former
learned from the latter, thut he had not tasted |
food for thirty hours; he sturted up, and |
knocked at the door of the dungeon; 1t was
opened, and Futher Counell appeared standing
without,

The instant Ldimund heheld the old man, he

looked with a secking earncstness into his pro-
tector's face. Neither of them wept at this|
meeting ; the cause of it ¢ lay too deep for
tewrs.”  Father Connell advanced very slowly
to Edmund, Arriving close to the spot on
which he knelt, the aged pricst raised his hat,
and stretehed forward his vight arm over the
head of the suppliant, and looking upwards,
prayed with great solemuity,

“ May He, whose merey is as unbouaded as
his power and his justice, have merey and com-
passion ou you !’

Edmund Fennell kissed the land that had
been raised to Heaven for him. Futher Con-
nell gazed at him, filled with the woe that
spenks not—Edmund broke the silence :—

¢« [lear not much for me, =ir,” he said, in a
calm though sorrowlul voice; “ I am not
guilty of the horrid aet for which they have
sentenced me to u dreadful death.”

The old man stepped back, eatching his
breath,

“RKdmund Fennell,” he eaid, “you are
kneeling—Iis this true ?"

“ Tt is my father,” answered Fdmund,

He arose and spoke apart with his confessor,
Father Connell understoad $iim, and watched
them both with devouring cagerness.

“ Now, sir,”" resumed Kdwund, addressing
the young priest, and motioning towards the
clder.

4« Sir,” snid the former, approaching Father
Connell, « I have permission from my penitent
to declare to you, that under the seal of con-
fession, he has asserted his funocence of hand,
act, or part in this murder, and of all know-
fedwe of it, previous to his being accused of it

“Then let me hold you in my arme, my
son,” said Father Connell, “and praise the
Lord with you.”

After embricing Edmund, they entered more

into particulars.  The other clereyman was of
their council.  Fdmund, for the first time since
he was thrown down and beaten by his captors,
could now excrcise the powers ot his mind—
lis recollections, his judgment, his reasoning
and comparing faculties; and he supplied to
his twa clerieal friends statements which, but’
a few honrs before, mizht have done him some
coad service,  [Te mentioned the flitting ap-
pearance of Ilobert Costigan amony the people
on the high ground near tlie river; tozether
with the words which the old beggar had whis-
pered into his cur.  Ile ulso informed them
that the same whispering voiee had, more than
onee, been near him during his trial in the
court-house—though of that fact he could nnt
be qpuite sure, so confused was his brain on the
occasion.  ITe next gave an account of the boy
who followed Rohin Costigan, and whom he had
himself seen many years ago, in the shower of
houses ; and thougl he did not since encounter
the imp, until this very day, still he was con-
vinced that it was the same boy, grown into
somewhat matured years; and here Edmund
recollected peor Mary Cooney’s description,
not long ago, of the uninteresting youth; and
he was convinced that it was the very same in-
dividual who had borne fitlse testimony against
him on his trial. And lastly, Iidmund, after
noticing Costizan's threatsof vengeance against
liim in the shower of houses, and in poor Nick
M Grath’s bed-room, concluded by usserting his
firm conviction that the old ruffian was not only
the murderer of his wife, but also the contriver
of his (Fidwund’s) arrcst and condemnation
for the atrocieus act.
. Futher Connell, well recollecting the charae-
ter of Robin Costigan, gave credence to Ned
Fenuell's assertions and statements.  And that
the sentenced lad had, oun the faith of the con-
fession by which he prepared his soul for death
and judgment, persisted in declaring his inno-
cence, now also recurred, with great force, to
I'uther Connell's mind,

The old gentleman seemed to ponder deeply,
and most anxiously, for some moments. He
suddenly arose from his seat, and moved rapid-
ly to and fro within the narrow confines of the
cell, his eyes winking quickly, and sceing
nothing to the often named accompaniment of
the working of the working of his fingers, He
passed and repassed the elergyman and Ned
Fonnell, without seeming to notice the presence
of either. As suddenly as he had started, al-
most jumped up, from the bedstead, he now
stopped short before the door of the dungeon,
and with his clenched knuckleis gave one loud,
authoritative knock ageinst it. By the turn-
key, who was stationed without, it was quickly
opened, Not facing round to greet the conviet,
it was nearly in a race that he gained the outer
prison-door, and emerged into the street. He
walked along at his ‘utmost spoed, breathing

- e e,

Las from haste. Soon turning his face to a door
some little distance from the prison, he seized
its knocker, and with it gave three blows thag
:l‘uldc the neighborhood ring und echo again.
The instant hi~ summons was maswered he
pushed forward. without putting a single ques-
tion to the wondering sorvant, mounted a fiwhg
of stuirs before him, vetting up two steps at a
time, with almoxt the springyness of youth ;
ﬂl.‘my_: open a door on the lunding-place, and
without pause or apelozy, broke into a drawing
roow, in which was seated o florid and very
handsome little wentleman, surrounded by his
family, to whowm he was reading aloud. " But
without any wish for stage ofleet, or of! surprise

to the reader, it seems (he more cnnvenient,
plan now to go buck t: Idmund Fennell's
prison, before reluting tl old priest’s further
proceedings,

Scareely had  Iather Connell left Edmund
and his eonfessor alonv. than another visitor
entered the cell. It wos Nelly Carty,  Her
step, manoer and face, showed carnestness and
anxiety.  When she had passed the sentinel
turnkey at the deor, she suddenly turned round,
and, with & scrutinizing frown, looked at him
head to foet ;. but not sveming to zain anything
by her investigation. she continued her hasty
way close to the bedstead, upon which [Sdmund
Fenuell and his priest wore sit(in .

Having saluted them both, she arain looked
behind her, as if to unte whether the door had
been shut and - secured. 1t had; and she ad-
dresscd Edmund Feunell 1« very low whisper.

“Youll be wonthering what brines me here,
Masther Ned. Tt's great business, und many
kinds of business that brings e here, I want
to make inquiries of you,” here she sunk her
whixper even still lower—T want to make de-
mand of you, if & man wid a bit of ould black
felt over his face, and holes iu it for his two
eyes and his month, is onc of the jailors that
comes in an’ out to you, in this place ?”

Fdmund, surprised at ler appearauce, and
her whole demeunor, and particularly at this
fuestion, answered that he conld not distinetly
tell whether such was the fact.  The elerey-
man, however, clearly recollected that it wuscby
a person 8o digguised Lie had been ushered into
the prisouer,

#*But)” he resumed, T did not supposo
him to be a regular turnkey ; from my former
knowledge of the customs of the prison, I be-
lieved him to be a very different oflicial,”,

“ And your Riverince was right,” said Nelly
Curty, ominously nodding to himw,

“ My exceutioner I said Jdmund Feuonell,
changing color,

“ e thinks as mueb,” continued Nelly
Carty, “ but he may be mistaken.”

“ Woman, what do you mean ?” said poor
Edmund, trembling with the hope which these
words seemed indireetly to convey.

“ Do not dare,” said the priest, sternly, “to
utter a syllable that may unfoundedly draw the
mind of wmy penitent from the Dblessed pros-
pect of a speedy participation in the joys of
Heaven.”

“T won't, you Riverince; and yet I'll ans-
wer your yuestion, Masther Ned,  Ilearken to
me. Thongh T owe you no good will, for
turning from Mary Cooney to anuther, I have
heart enough left in my hody, to relieve your
mind from the terrible thoucht that isin it at
present; from the fear of denth on the gallows,
Listen to me well; I say. Rirst of all I can
prove to the faces of the foolish judge and
jury, who brought you in guilty of your own
wife’s murther this blessed day—I can prova
that it was not your wife’s blood at all, nor
lock of your wife's hair at all, that was found
close by the riverside; and is that news for
you, Musther Ned Ifennell 77

Edmund could only clasp his hands, and
gape, and gasp for breath. The priest spoke
for him,

“ News, indecd, if truc; but low can you
prove it ?”

“By a plain story, your Riverince, that I
will give my oath to, und that another body,
well known to Masther Ned, one Masther Tom
Naddy, will give his oath to—aud that another
body too, will give Ler outh to—and now, I
mace Mary—yes, my own poor Mary !—it was
you they left for dead by the river-side—it was.
you Masther Ned Feonell murthered, if he
murthered any one, though you'll soon be well
enough alive, plase God, to tell them what
yourself knows about the mather! An’ isn't
tlat another sort of good news for you, Mas.
ther Ned 7" :

But Hdmund did not answer; he had
drooped his head upon the priest’s shoulder.—
The fear of death had not unmanned him ; the
sudden reflux of hope now did.

Nelly Carty, at the clergyman’s instance,
called at the door for wine aud water, and
other refreshments, and ¥dmund partook of
them and quictly recovered. Nelly Carty was
then urged to be more explicit, and she re.
sumed.

She told of her meeting with Costigan, on
the high-road, the previous night; of her
hunting him off the road, down towards the
river-side; of her then racing into the town, to
find Mary Cooney, and keep her out of his
way; of her failurc in this intention, by Mary's:

shortly and in puffs, as much from eagerness

absence from Father Connell's house; of a.ve-



