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Recovermg from his fall, he observed as coolly
ashecould, *Wemust settle thiswith wea-
pons.”

“The sooner the better,” 1 replied, * so if
you will only name your time and place, and
your weapons, I am ready ; and settled indeed
it shall be, befere I close my eyes to sleep.”

Swords were decided upon, and wrapping
our cloaks about us, we proceeded, without
farther arrangements than removing the but-
tons from our foils, to the spot selecied.

It was near nudnight ere we reached the
place pitched upon for the arcna of our combat.
It wasa skirt of wood, at the side of a ul),
whose base was laved by a litile rivulet, which
wound its way through briars and furze, mak-
ing 2 monotonous sound as it beat its tiny
waves into melancholy murinurs.  The moon
shore out in her tranquil loveliness, and the
stars, like velumes of bright poetry,* opened
their gorgeous pages of living fire along the
blue skics; kindling in any other heart than
mine at that hour, thoughts of that better land,
*where the wicked cease to trouble, and the
weary are at rest.”’

Throwing off our cloaks, we made at each
other with the fury thatinflames the tiger and
thealligaior, when cach strives for themastery.
1 was ao excelient swordsman—Hartley only
a tolerably good one. I suffered him to cx-
haust himself with incffectual lunges, *all hus
thrusts became more faint and irregular, and
then maing a feint as if 1o parry his attack, 1
plunged my sword into his bosorn, and drew
it recking from his heart ¥

-A wild and unnatural shrick rosc upon the
air, startling the bird from her briar, and wak-

ing cchointo fcarfal response, as he fell dead Y

dead! dead!

Never, never shall I forget that one wild ery
of agony! Nover, never shall I forget that
glance which he gave me ashisheart’s blood
spouted from his bosom ! that shrick sounded
in my cars like the wail of abaffled ficnd, that
look,—his features unnaturally distorted, upon
whose ghasily kneameats the cold moon threw
her soleman light,—seemed the picture of hate
and despair !

1 dropped my sword, and {cit abost his heart,
but no pulse answered to thecall.  The blood
came welling o5zt my trembling fingers, and
i the fit of the moment the awful sullness was
agzin broken, as! howicd forthmy crime to
the might winds. A thousand caverns ssemed

* “Yestars which arc the poeiry of Hea-
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to cntch the sound, :md run through it with ;&
the variation of echo. E
“ Murder, murder, murder ¥' and the welk8
rang with thcery ! T heard the tramp of he
ses, yet there I stood, heedless of detection, i
the carpse of Edward Harley, my mind dwof
ling alone on the horrid cnime ! had commu
Butl will notlinger. ¥ wasdiscovered, dra:§
ged before the officers of justice, sent on gl
farther tnal, wied and condemned.
The 1aorning of the day on which I wasto
executed, the sun rose with uncommon brm}. J
ness.  1looked frommy prison window, v
road was thronged with persons who weof
coming into town to witness the executio;
even females had walked long and wesryix}
miles, to glut their cariosity in witnessing &
last convulsive agony of the victim. To &4
present day, Ihavea distinct recoliection of &

in boots and a chip bat, with ared calico blocsf
on, and an orange colcred waistcoat.
wretch had caught 2 little negro right under g
window, and like Coleridge’s unwilling wecfs
ding guest, the litle descendant of Ham wiff
trymgto getaway, butlike the Ancient M=§
ner, the villain “held him with his ghuer ;

while he cnlg,htcncd him on ihe numbcr
spasms I would have, before, ashe expressifyg
it, I should * finish pulling hemp, and standin
upon nothing.” Idropped a brick out of mfg
window upon lus dirty toes, and cut shozt Af8
partof the ccremonies, by sending him awajd
howling in pain. E

Thebell tolled one! 1was carricd by (4
soldicry 20 the place of execution, was p]a 2 )

syesbandaged, turned 1o bid a long farewoli =
pature. A tall manin a whitehat, ard grocg
goggles, who was standing near the scaffold
told mche “dida’t lika to hury me, but b
1ad been wating there several hours, and wis
getung bungry, and would be obliged to me
get through as soon as possible, as, if 1 dido’
he would ba compelled wicave, and he dida’ty
think it weuld be fair treatmonl”  1made hex
no answer, the callous wretch !

Oh! neverdd sweet natare weara lovele
face than on thatday. Faroff upon the smootk
and tranqwl water, lay the frolic boat, its saiis
lauly fiopping the mast; while the dipping ¢
an oar not far off, hrought vividly before the
mind’s ¢y¢, the bught and happy scencs of in-
nioceat boyhood's happy hours.

1 could notgive up e without a suugg!:

ca M—Byrou.

when all above and bencath looked 50 inwvaung-



