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TALES OF THE BGRDERS.

tips tvved a8 in prayer, butshe shed not a
single tear, she breathed not a single sigh.
8he arose, she bockoned to her attendants
Bnd ncoompamed them from the court fouse,
““ il His friends entertnined thie hope thag
the Parlion Power might blemoved, they re-
'doubled their. exi‘smons, they mcreased their
amportumtxea, ey wero willing to make any
sacrifice eo thn\‘. his fife might be but saved,
and even then, atthe eleventhhour, they
hoped agains:t hope. But Ianny yielded not
to the vain thought. Day after day she sat
by Hef lover’s side, and she in her turn be.
cume hig comfofter. Sbe no longer spoke of
tieir bridal, but she spoke of eternily,—she
spoke of thexr meeting where the ambition
the nva!ry, and the power of princes should
be able to cast no cloud over the happiness'of
the soul,

Fourteen days had p&qed and during that
he befrayed no slwn of terror, she evinced
none of.a worman 'y weakness. She seemed
to have mastered her griefs, and her eoul
was prepareﬁ to meet them. Yet, save only
when shespoke to him, her saul appeared en-
tranced, “and her body lifeless.  On the 26th
of July an order was brought for the exceu-
tion of the victims on the following day,
James Dawson Bowed his head to the officer
who delivered the warrant, and calasly an-
swered—"'1 am prepared "

The cries of his mother rang through the
prison house, Shetore her hair, she sank up-
on the flopr,” she entreated Heaven to spare
‘her child. Flis father groaned, he held the
hand of hisdon in his'and the tears gushed
-down his furrowed chéeks. Fanny alone
was silent, she alope ivad tranquil. No
throe of agony swelled her bosom, flushed in
*her conntenance, or burned in her eve.’ She
wha calm, speechless, resigned. He pressed
hér to his bosom, asthey took their last fare-
well:

' * Adien ~—adien !—my own P he cried—
' my Fanny——farewell ! an eternal fare-
wellp
‘ “Nay, nay," she replied, ‘' say not eternal
—we shall meet'a dgain. *Tis & short farewell
~1 feel it—I fedli it. Adxeu fove ! adien!
"Die ﬁrmiy We shail meet soon.”
" Next morning the prmners were to be
dragged en sledges to Kennington Commo®
whzch +was the pldce dppointed for their exe-
cution. Inthe first éledige was the execu-
tioner, sitting over his pinioned victims with
& drawn sword in his hand. No priest, no

mimster of veligion &ttended them, and a-
P

round the sledges followed thousands; soine
few expressing sympathy, but the mgjority
following from curicsity, and others ventug
their execrations against all trastors.  In the
midst gf the multitude wasa hacknoy coach,
following the sledges, and in it was the gentlo
¥anny Lester, accompanied by & reiativa
and a female friend. They had endeavour
ed to persuade her from the fearful trial, bu
fhe was ealm, resolute, and not to be moved,
and they yielded to her wish. The coacl
drew up within thirty yards of the scafiold .
Fanny pulled down the window, and lean-
ing aver it she beheld the piles of feggols
h"med around the scaflold, she saw the

ﬂames ascend, and the soldiers form a circle
round thém. She saw the victims leave the
sledge, she looled upon himm whom her hear
loved as he mounted the place of death, and
his step was firm, his countenance unmoved,
She suw him join in prayer with hiscompan-
ions, and her eyes were f{ixed on him as he

flung papers and his hat emong the mum,

tude. Shesaw the fatal signal given and |

the drop fall—she heard the horrid shout, the

yell hurst fromthe muliitude, but not @ mus- .

cleof her frame moved. She gazed mlmlyl
as though it had been on a bridal ceremony ‘
She beheld the executioner begin the barbar
ities which the law aavards treason—the
clothes were torn from the victims, one by
anéthey were cut down, and the finisher of
theaw, with the horrid knife in his hand
proceeded to lay open their bosoms, and tak
ing out their hearts, flung them onthe fag
cots that blazed around the scaffold. Tl
last spectacle of barbarity was James Daw-
son, and when the executioner had plunged}
the knife in his breast, he raised his heart i
his hand, and holding it 2 moment before th
horror stricken and disgusted multitude, b
east it into the Bames, exclaiming as he flung
it fromhim “ God save King George!
Faony beheld this, her eyes became blind
she heard not the shout of the multitude
she drew back her head into the coaeh, r
dropped upon the shoulder of her companion,
* My dear?! I follow thee! I follow thee!
she exclaimed, clasping her hands together,
% sweet Jesus ! receive both our souls togeth
er!” They attempted to raise her head, ©
support her in their arms, but she sank back
lifeless--her spirit had aecompanied him ¥’
loved, she died of stifled agony and a brokes
heart.




