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The Bells of Shandon.*

Sabbato pango,

Funero plango,

Solemnia clungo.
TInseription on an old bell,

IWith deep affection
Aund recollection
T ofien think of
Those Shandon Bells,
Whose sound so wild would
In days of childhood
Fling round my cradle
‘Their magic spells.
On this I ponder
And still grow fonder
Sweet Cork, of thee,
With thy beils of Shandon
That sonnd so grand on
The pleasant waters
Of the river Lee

I've leard bellx chimin®
Full many a clime in,
Folting sublime in
Cathedral shrine,
White ut u githe rate
Brass tongue~ would vibrate,
Buot all their musie
8poke nuught hke thine;
For memory dwelling
Oun each proud swelling
Of thy bellry hneliing
Jws bold votes tree,
Made the bellx of Shandea
Sound more grand o
The plen-am wi ters
Ofthe river Lee,

I've heard bells tollin?

Old Adrian*« male 1n,

Their thunders rollin’
From the vatcan,

Aud eymb.eis glorions

Swinging uproarious

In the gorgeous turrets
Of Noire Dame;

Bat thy sounds are sweeter

Than the dome of Peter

Flhings or she Tiber
Pealing volemaly;

O, :he bells of Shandon

‘Thay <ound o grand on

‘T'he pleazant waters
Ofthe river Lee.

Therss n Lell in Moscow,
While in town and Kiosk, O.
In St, Sophis
The ‘Turkinan gets,
Andloul in air
Calls men to prayer
From the wpering sammit
Of tall minarets,
Buch emply p hantom
I freely giam them,
Bat there’s a phantam
More drear 10 me
*Ts the bells of Xlandon
Thyt sound so grand on
‘Tue pleasant walers
Ofilie niver Lee.
(Father Praut.
# At abby near Cork, celebrated for 11s chunes ot bells

Marion Brown's Lament,.

[Founded on 1lte story wat told of Clareshouse, who.
‘whcn he hud shot her hushand a-ked anockingiy,
“What tuuk you aow of your bruw good w?]
¢ “What think you now of yous braw good-maa?
Ah! woe 18 me!

My heart waec igh when T began,

My heart was higi and my anwer ran
*More that cver e 13 1o mn?

“Miekle thoushi { of my brd--groom Lea..,
Ab! woc 18 me!

Mickle I thought of him donce and grave.

When he waled me out umony :he tare
Me a poor maiden his wife 10 be

#Bat there on the green-sward lying dead,
Ah! woe i+ me!

A1 laid on my lup his noble head,

As I Liesed the lips that for Je-us bied,
More than ever he was 10 tne.

“Ny heart was high when 1 began,
Al woe is me!

1 was g0 proud of my brave good-man,

Never a tear from my eyelids rap,
Alkho® they stwod i my e

“But when [ Inid him on his bed,

Ah! wee is me!
And epread the face-cloth over his head,
Aad sat e down beside my dead,

Oh, bat my heart grew szir in me.

And sye as I Iookt a1 the empty chair,

Ah woe is me!
And the Boak that be fefi Iying open there,
And the text that bude me cust my care

©On ths Father of all that cared for ine.

And aye as my Mary and linle Will,
Ah! woe 15 me!
Whispered, ‘Father i« sleeping «till,
And bush! for Minnic is weary and 11,
My heart was like to break in me,
“I's well for men 10 be heroes grand!
Al woe is me!
Bat a woman's hearih is her country, and
A desolute home is a deeolate land;
Aud he was all the world to mc.”
—_——
Lirrie Bor.—*Father, I know how to fire
?ﬂ‘the guos and cannons of earth, but who
is tall enough to touch off thunder!”

‘ﬁ'.& cotemporary says “a female re-
€rult was detected tryirg to put her pants
on over her head.”

————
3&="Sam, why am hogs the most intelli-

gent beings in the w v e
Dose eber]ling_" orld? Because dey

B&When js thund

er i H
When it comes peal on g 0 onion?—

peal.

Selestions.

The Phantom Witness.

AN "ENGLISH STORY.

I was on my first circuit—both the cause
list and the criminal paper of the North-
ampton assizes were crowded with cases, I
had two or three Lriefs of no great impor-
tance, for I was young at the bar; and yet
at this same Northampton assizes I was

trunk of a tree, which in the dim twilight
was not ub-erved uutil it was too lute; and
then it had so dislocated the machinery of
the chaise that it was impossible to proceed
farther with it, and the party were fain to
take shelter for the night aba road-side inp,
named **The Wheatsheaf.”

The rain came down in torrents, and the
wind howled through some neighboring
copses, as if presaging by its dismal tones
unheard of evils to the anfortunate traveilers
then benighted on their jouruey.

duily getting shudowy, nervous, pale and
weak; I could not sleep—at times I could not
think. A “case’” sat heavy on my soul; 1
felt weighed down as by a constant night-
mare, I had a criminzl case on hand. It
has been put off from day to day, on acconnt
of the length of time it was cupposed it
would oceupy, but it was coming on.

A fearful sense of responsibility was con-
stantly present to my imagination. I had
not yet grown callous to human suffering.
I could not then contemplate crime, suffer-
ing, and retribution, with the merely critical
eye of an artist in law, and suffered accor-
dingly.

A young girl, almost a childl—her age
was but fifteen—was to be put on ber trial
for murder.

Anna Dermer Ileritage was committed
for trial by the Northamptonshire magis-
trate, for the murder of Juhn Adolphe Sea-
ton, an infant, and her own sister'sson. 1
was retained fur the defense.

Day and night, at meal times, and in the
hours that should have been those of recre-
ation, at times when my other duties should
bave occupied me, I pondercd over my case
and re-read the depositions, and toiled men-
tally till I bezan to luok like some wretch
with undiseovered crime resting heavily
upow s hearr, and who wilked audlived
in bodily fear of detection.

Could she be guilty? { had seen her more
than onea—a mild geatle, loveable, fuir
soung girl, who did not rppear to bave
nerve enough to have crushed an inuffensive
fly. But the evidence!

The evidence was awfully conclusive
against her. I condense it for the reader.
Before we step intu court on this most re-
markable trial, we will glonce over the
youthful and engaging prisoner.

There resided on his property, which com-
prised a Leautiful mansion and a manor in
the county of Northamptonshire, a Siv Ralph
[Leritage. This gentleman had only one
son, whose irregularities had estranged him
frow his friends, relations, and finally from
his father. But the father had long fought
against the fucts of his son’s bad conduect;
he had been the last and most Joth to shut
his heart against him; and it was not until
a highway robbery, in which Richard Iler-
itage most unquestionatly had a share, that
Sir Ralph was compelled to banieh from his
home the son to whom his heart clung.

Pity this poor father—pity the man who
bas garnered up his best affections in a
thankless child!

And so Richard Ileritage disappeared,
and years passed away, and only now and
then came vague runiors that he was wan-
dering about those South American streets
which teem with adverturers of every clime
aad hue.

And Sir Ralph felt that he was growing
old and feeble; his wife had been long since
in the family tomb of the lleritages. 1le
was a lonely man; and it was with a gush
of grateful tears that, one sutamn evening,
he read a letter that had reached him {rom
Ceylon, 12 say that his youngest brother,
Allred, who had many laug years ago sought
that Island as a home, with a sickly wife,
was 1 more, and thatthechildren—orphans,
ar.d one a young widow~-iwere left destitate,

that their unele, Sir Ralph, would give thiem
encouragement to come “home.” ‘They
called England “hLome,” although they had
been very little children indeed when they
had gone to Ceylon with their sick mother
and anxious father.

Twelve years had elapsed, and father and
mother were both dead. The eldest girl,
Rachael, had married for love, and he whom
the loved died within eighteen months of
their union. Rachel then was a youug
widow, with an infant clinging to her for
help. Her sister Anna it was who wrote to
their uncle at his grand estate in North-
amptonshire, detailing all these events; and
it was that letter which produced the flood
of tears we have mentioned from the lone
kaight.

Would those two sorrowing ones and the
little child be welcome? Would he open his
heart to them? Ay, yes! The mere thought
of their coming was new life to him, aod he
wae seen to smile, for the first time in the
memory of some of his servants, on the day
succeeding the receipt of Anna’s letter from
Ceylon.

That the answer to that letter was oll
that could be wished by the sisters, we may
well imagine. Itscnt them ample means
to come to England, and assured them of a
fatherly welcome to Heritage Hall.

The time sped on, and the sisters, with
the infaut ronched England. They traveled
by post from Liverpool to Nurtham ptun, and
but for the accident of a break-duown of the
post-chave about ten miles from 1leritage
Hall, would, un a wild tempestuous day in
February, have dined with their uncle.—
But this was not to be.

Oa the cross-road that the postilion was
advised to tuke, since it avoided a very billy
district, the chaise cncountered the fallen

or nearly s0, and were only waiting in hope,

The iun’s best roouw.—I took trouble to
examine it, in the interest of my young eli-|
ent—was shabby in the extreme. It had
two beds in 1t, aud there was down in the
centre of the room a sliding partition, which,
on an emergency, would consert the apart-
meat into two.

It was ioto this room, then, at ten o'clock
on this wild spring evening, that the two
gisters, with the infant, were ushered. The
rain dashed agniost the two latticed win-
dows as if their destzuction was the sole ob-
ject of the storm; and the wind struck the
large sloping roof of the house with such
gusty blows that the sisters, more than once
believed that some one must be at work in
some mad fushion above their heads.

The small candle that the ill-appointed
inn afforded them flared and flickered in the
little eandle stick, and threatened each mo-
ment to expirs, so they hastened to rest.

And there were the gentle sisterly en
resses, the kind ““Good night!” the God
bless you, Annal” and *God hless you
Rachel?”’ and the little one was kisged and
commended to Heaven, and the light was
put out; and then Rachel, from some cause
that she could not define, burst into & pas-
sion of tears, and sister Anna called vot:
is it? Why do
you ery when you are going to be ro happy?”

~I cannot help it, Anna! My heart is
heavy--so heavy!  And yet how much we
have to be thaukiul for, in the kindness of
your uncle, who promises to make Nrnest
(my tufant son) his heir.”

And then Auna laughed and spoke in
bandinage, to raise her sister’s spirits:

Lo be sure, Rachel; and I g to the wall
and shall not get a husband, all on acconnt
of your little Ernest, when I fully intend to
make Uncle leave me everything. Come,
now, go to sleep. Cood pight!”

“Good night, deart”

This little dinlogue was overheard by the
landlady of the inn. It was nothing in
itself, but it appeared in the depositions
against Anna as though written in letters
of bloud.

The sisters slept.  The litile Ernest slept
on the breast of his mother.

The rain still came down in torrents, and
the wind still howled round the old in.—
One o'clock had just baen proclaimed by
the tall, old fushioned elock in the bar, when
the landlord, landlady, ehamber-maid and
boots, were aroused by such n succession of
piercing shricks, from the room, cecupied
Ly the sisters, that they one and all madea
rush io that direction, with such huszil_\"
saatched up garmenta ns terror enabled’
them to procure, umd with the only li;:,ht"
that was always upon a slab in the passage,

The sight that met their eyes was a terri-
ble one. It was ono that hay converted that
old roadside inn into & melanzholy one, for,
none would sleep in it again,

The door of the chamber was wide open,
and Rachiel, the mother of the fufant buy.;
was Iying half in and half out of the room,’
her face.  Anna was sitting up in bed,.
Hooking seared and  bewildered, and seem-.
ingly not conscivas that her hands, face, and |
clothing about her were daubed in hlood.

The landlady shricked “Muarder!”

The landlord ealled for help,

A traveller who had arrived on foot at
the ino =nne bours aftes the ~isters, and:

wp
PN

iehel! Rachel! what

'
|
1

who nad given his name as Mr. Brown. hur-
rielalongan ancient eorridor, at the further
tend of which he slept, to the place of con-
{usion,

“Good [leavens!”’ he said, “what is the
matier?”’

It was terrible then to see .luna, as un-
consciously she passed her blood stained
hands over her fuce, and looked about hike
one in a dreaa

“It’s murder!” said the landlady.

“The child!’ cried the landlord; ¢“there
was a child!”’

“What ehild?” said Mz, Drown; ““I don’t
ser any child here.”

Upon this the landlady uttered a terrible
cry, and from between the bed on whicl
Anna was and the wall she lifted the lifeless
and murdered body of the little Ernest.

The little one was stabbed to the heart
with a stee! ornamental paper-knife. The
sisters hal been robhed at Liverpool, or on
board the vessel from Ceylon, of a truok in
which that paper-knife might have been.—~
But one fact was admitted.  The knife be-,
longed to Anna, anl she Lought itat C.)-i
lumbo. Thig was thy case. Oa her recov-!
ery from a swoon, whieh Listed many hour*,i
Rachel made the fullowing statement: i

Soon after the conversation wo Lave re-
corded with her sister, she had gone to sleep
with her child un ler arm, but finding him
restless, and starting occasionally, she had
gently withdrawn her arm from him, and
bad been persuaded that he sleept soundly.
Houw long she remained in this state she
knew not, but what awakened her was a
faint kind of a sob, which she felt certain
was the last sound uitered by the little Er-
nest in life. It aroused her in o moment
and sprang out of bed on finding that the
child was not with hor, and mechgunically

ran to the door cf the room, which she flung
open.

from Rachel.
some light below (that was the oil lamp in

the passage), there came up n strange re-
flection on the wall of the corridor, which

And here comes a remarkable statement
I give it in her own words:
“On opening the door, I saw that from

was to the right hand; and through that re-
fiaction, passing along it, as if stooping to
avoid it if possible, I saw the shaduwof o
man, large, and not very well defined, owing
to its exaggeratel dimensions; buat still,
there it wus, and it passed away into the
gloom at the further end of the corridor, and
disappeared.’”

Overcome, then, by the terror of she knew
not what, Rachel fell into that swoon in
which she was found by the people of the
inn,

Such was the statement of the half-dis-
tracted mother on the examination of Anna,
whose innocence of the murder of her child
she declared lerself as thoroughly satisfied
of as of the existence of 1leaven.

Sir Ralph Ieritage was sent for, and the
shock so completely unmanned him that, al-
though filling the office that year of Iligh

2o home, where he took to his bed, from
rise again,

shrunk from undertaking the defence of
Anna Ilegitage, and the case was brought
to me. I took it, and from the moment 1
did sq I felt a conviction that there was
some fearful mystery in it which, unless
eluvidated, would leave the youthful accused
to be judicially murdered.

And so I thought and pondered over the

into some abnormal condition, and I would
be unable to do what buman means could
do for Anna IHeritage.

I saw her but once before the trial, I
shall never forget the manner in which she
looked aut me as she gently shook her head
saying:

“They will kill me, sir, but Ifeaven knows
| am inaocent! K my death would bring
back to poor Rachel her boy (here she burst
into tears), I should be willing to die; but
as itis, I am very, very young to be mur.
dered!”

1 could say but little. I pressed both her
hands in mine, and only masped out some
¢ommanplace expression of hopeful consola-
tion, and then left her,

The ease was fearfully strong against her.
There was but one supposition in her favor.

The shadow—tle phantom-like form scen
by the mother—who was he?  Was it this
Mr. Brown? Who and what was he? 1
bunted him up—I employed peopie to dog
amd wateh him.  Itall came to mothiner
He was a commerinl traveler for a hoanee
in Murseilles, an ! was engage lin trying to

do bu-iness at Nurthamptau,

Several oil erunsel, to whom I spnke of
the case, were of the epinian that the shad-
ow seen by Ruchel, was either no shadow
at all, or was the work of her in:agization,
or the veritable shadow of some of the pe'u-
ple of the inn, whn, alarmed at her cries,
were hastening to her room.

Anlsoat langth the morning of the trial
came, and full of anxiety as I wag, it came
as 4 pisitive relief to me. The then Lord
Cnief Baron of the Lxchequer presided. He
was 2 ealm enlightenel judyze, wha neser
permitted his own prejadices—as some of
Lis successors have done—to warp either

law or justice; and come what might of the
matter, I kunew that the young prisoner

; would have a fair trial.

‘T'he court waa crowded to excess. A\ pos-

. itive disturbance at the door hindered the

commencement of the day’s proceedings for
a full half hour, and was only quelled by
foree.

Tha Attorney General had coma down
from London to prosceute on behalf of the
crown; and the counsel's seats were so
closely packed that no one could stir, ex-
cept those engaged in the case.

Thejury looked grave and half frightened.
The judge was pale and more serious look-
ing than usual; and as for me, I felt sick at
ligart, and when the uneasy kind of a hush
that pervaded the court let me kuow that
Anna Heritage was placel at the bar, it was
for some momants before [ could muster up
courage to look at her.  Iuw pale, how wan,
and yet how Leautiful she lovked!

ier fair haic was dressed in the most
simple style possible, anl she wore a dress
of gray silk, which fitted closely around the
peck, terminating in a narrow plaited frill.
Ier lips trembled, anl her gentle cyes
scemed to shrink ULchind their abundant
lashes as sha met tho gaze of friend nnd fue
in that crowded court—that is, if one so
young, 8 fair, and so innocent, could have
a foe.

1 ¢Huld see the jalge taking a ling look
at her from baneath his Lont-down brows,
anl then ho restel his head on his hanly,
and arcpeared in dezp thought.  Tae Attor-
ney General tossed a serap of paper over the
table to me. It contained these words:

“The witnesa Brown has ab-conled: make
what use of the fact you can.”

I nodded gratefully, and felt that he
would only just do hie duly against the pri-
soner.

Then there was a strange half-sigh, half-
hush, all through tae auditory, aud a lady
in deep moarning came into coart. It was
the bereaved mother. Sho went direct to
the front of the dock, where her sister was

Sheriff of the county, he was compelled to

which it did not scem probable he would

Several of the seniors of the bar had

ed over the front of it, with both arms ex-
tended as she cried:

“Dear, dear Anaa, God bless you, and
prove your innocence as I feel it!”

Anca was ovércome by this, and she
burst into a passion of sobs and tears. The
sisters could only interlace their arms to-
gether, and there they remained for some
mecments, until the judge said, in a deep,
sad voice:

“This must not be. DProceed, proceed.”

The Clerk of Arraigns, in a high, cracked,
indifferent voice, proceeded to rend the in-
dictment, and Rachel sat diwn in a chair
that some onc had placed for her just be-
neath the dock.

Poor Anna's fortitade seemed wholly to
have given away. Ier fair fzce was hidden
in her hands, and rested on the front of the
bar. It was a fashion to place a row of aro-
matic herbs on the bar belore the prisoner
in those days, and amoty them she leaned;

and some of them, watered by her tears, fell
upon her sister’s iap a3 she sat beneath.

Then came the question, “DPrisoner at the
bar, do you plead guilty or not guilty to the
! present indictment?”?

Anna did not stir.  The poor girl had not |
heard the question; but her sister rose, and |
in & mild, clear vuice said:

“She is not guilty, sirs, e was my lit-
tle one. 1feis in Heaven now, and if you

he could add nothing to the evidence of the
landlord and landlady of the inn.

I felt asif my very heart paled, as I saw
the blank, half terror-stricken ccuntenances
of the jury, and fancied that in every whis-:
per they indulged in to each other the word
sguilty’’ mizht he found.

The junior counsel for the prosccution1
now rose and called “Jacob Wik’ :

There was a slight buatle, and the Iand- :
lord got into the witness box, e merely !
deposed to the coming of the si-tersand the!
child to the “Wheatsheaf,” and the alarm
in the night, and the finding of the dead
body of the cliild, ns stated.

The Attornay General then glancel at me,
and rose to cross examine.

*Ilad you any other guests in the ‘Wheat-
sheaf’ on the night in question?”

“Yes, sirs a Mr. Brown.”

*When did he come?”

“_About an hour after the ladics.”

“Was he a stranger to yuu?”’

sQuite, sir.”’

“Where did he sleep?”

“At the end of the gillery, about fifty
paces off the wdies’ room.”

“Youa cangs down now, but I shall want
you agrin.”

“Yes, sir,”

Martha Wilts, the landlady was the next
witness examined, and she confirmed what
the landiord had statel. IHer aceount of

|
|
|

There were sobs and cries now io the court

and twice I bwd to command my voice to
speak befure T eould speak to hear, ““Madam,

madam! that shalow you saw on the night
of the murder?  Tell us of it.”

“I will—1 will I saw iton the wall.—
Tho tall, broad shadow, or tho phantom of
a man.”

“What was it like,” interposed the judge.
“Tell ug, madam, what it was like if you
can.”

“Lwilll Iwilll What is this?”

Mrs. Seaton looked around her and up at
the widows of the court with a shadder.

“Itis nothing,” said I. . thunder storm
is about to take place. That is all.”

For the last few moments the court bad
i heen gradually getting so dusk that it was
scarcely possible to see from one side of the
room to the other, and scarcely had the last
I wurls passed my lips when a flavh of blue
Jlightning, that was perfectly bewildering in
iits brightness, lit up the place, nnd was fol-
{lowel by such a peal of thunder that the
s bailding in which was the coutt house ap-
peared to shake to its foundations.

A seene of eonfusion uppearald incourt by
the effurts of soma to leave, and by some fe-
males fainting. A loud voice theneried out
elose to the dosr.  “Make way thero—make
way! I cannot—TI will not stay here. Wo
shall have the place down about our.ears!
Ouat of my way.”

take her life she will go to him sooner than | what Annn had said wmade n strong imypros-

I "‘_"d be happy. She ?3 hot guilty, fi“’-” {sion on the jury, and when I rosc to cross-
The governor of the jail had by this time | examine her, 1 felt that was the point to at-

Jogzed Anna by the arm, and whispered to * 1o to.

hier, swhen she looked up hastily and said, ‘

“Now, Mrs, Witts,”” T said, “sou have
“0, no, no! a thousand times, no!™

A man who had beon hiding in an obscure
eorner, close ta tho jury-box, tried to fight
his way vut of court. Then a voico cried
vut, “That is Brown

"

It was never diccovered who uttered those

suitl many a thing in jest to your husband, | onds, but I called out loudly: *Detain that

affair until I was afraid my mind would get

“The plea is Nut Guilty,” said the judge,
“so enter it.”

no doubt?”
“L,rd bless rou, yes, sir.”
“And meant no harm?”’
“Not the least, sir.”’
“Of course not.  Now, cin you recollect

The Attorney General arose. 'The counrt
was hushed. I never tosk my eyes off his
for one moment while he spoke:

“My lord aud gentlemen of the jury, the
prisoner at the bar, Anna Dermer Heritage,
i3 on her trial for the muvder of Ernest Sea-
ton. If she be guilty, it is guilt which casts
the shadow of its terribleatrocity over every
hearth in Euagland; if innocent, she is a
picce of suffering virtue which I tmplore
Heaven to protect. I am here to perform a
duty, not to advocate a cause. God forbid
that by one word, ono look, ore tone or ges-
ture, I should seek to color or inflawme your
passions. I wish to be the mouth-piece of
a parrative merely: you are the judges.—
The present respected High Sheriff of the
county i+ Sir Ralph Heritage, of Ileritage
Hall, He hnd a brothor who married and
went to reside in Ceylon with his wife ani
two infaat daughters.  One of those daugh-
ters in the course of years, was married to
Mr. Seaton, a younzx merchant, [l diel,
leaving her a widow with a ehild—the mur-
dered Eraest S:aton mentioned o th

him, in that harmless way lately?"”

“Oh dear, yes, sir!  When he takes a drop
too much I am very apt to say that I hope
the next will chake him, but [ no more mean
it than you do, sir.”

*.And of course, by the tone in which you
say ir, he knows it isonly a joke?”

“To be sure.”

the prisoner at the bar when she said she
should never get o husband?”’

“Just so, sir.”

“That will do. Yuu can go down.”

Mvr. Browa was the next witness called,
aml no une appeared.

I was resolved to make the most I could
in favor of the prisoner out of this disappear-
ance of Brown, although L feared it would
noe be mueh, but it was not then time to

ke notice of it

" Uie name of Brown reverberated through
tie court, und the passages, and the adja-
vent street—but no Browa appeared.

The Attorney General himself then arose
and said:

*Jt i+ my most painful daty to call Mrs.
Rachel Seaton. It is a daty I would fuin
have avoided if possible, for no man ean
feel more sensibly than I do Low sad to her
must be the task of being sumwmoned to the
prosecution in this case, but it cannet be
helpad, and 1 therefove eall Mre. Seaton.”
With a slowand melancholy step the poor
mother gotinte the witness box, but she
kept her eyes upon Anun with a longing,
tender glance, till the juodgze said mildly—
“Witness, you must lock this way.”

Then she gently turned from the ob:er-

1"-
dictment ngainst the prisoner noww on triai
The brother of Sir Ralph Heritage died at
Ceylan, soon after the death of hiy wife, and
the two daughtera were alone, one a widow,
with her infaat son—the other the prisoner
at the bar, They communicated with their
uncle, Sir Ralph e itaze, who sent them a
kind invitation to come to lnm, intimacing,
at the same time, that he woull make his
grand-nephew, Ernest Scatom, his heip.—
They ¢rme—the child, the mother, and the
youny annt. They reached Liverpoal in the
ship Aleeste, an! tork a post-chaise to
Northamptonshire. The chaise broke duwn
at a place named Dallington Flats, and the
party were compelled to take refuge from
the raging stormy, and to pass the night at
an inn named the Wheatsheal.,  The child,
the mother, and the aunt, retired eavly to a
double-beddel voom. The ehild slept with
its mother, the prisoner at the bLar in the
othier hed. At five minutes pastone o'clock
Lon that night the landlord and his wife were
E:l.“‘-'lkl‘ll(‘d by loud screams, and they hur-
‘ried ia the direction of the soand, which led
{them to the room in question.  Mrs, Sea-
ton was Iying in the dworway. The prisoner
at the bar was sitting up in bad, and much
disfigured; on her hands were blond. The

tears roll down her clicelts.

sNirs~—sirs!" she ceried, ““this should not
You will undevstand, sirs, that he was

You cannot under-

ba
my L y—my only one.

that is hidden here—here, in my poer bLro-:
ken heart. But when I win, losing him, !
vou see, sirs, have lost all—all that I had in

this world—when [ declare that Annu i«
innocent, you shoull listen to ma  Last
night, sirs—it was at the same hoar last!
body ot the child Frnest, was found between ! night—he, my babe~my own dear, dear |
the bed and the wall, with a knife ia its ‘ babe—oh, Heaven, these tears scald mel—

heart. Now, gentlemea of the jury, these | 10 I could die now-~now!™” 1
_are the prominent facts, but there are some ITuw she wept—what a passion of griefl
collateral ones, which it is my duty to men- | s there!—and throughout all that court
tion. The landlady of the Wheatsheaf will | you might hiear sobsand fainteries; and the .
depose that, asshe was passing the room |judge wrapped his mantle round his face '
occupiel by the sisters, she heard them con- | ynd leaned back is his ehair; and all was!
versing, and with an incidental curiosity,’
shie paused to listen, when she heard the
prisoner say, I shall go to the wall, and
nat get o husband, all on aceount of your
little Ernest, when 1 inteaded to make our
ancle Rilph take to me, or make me bis fa-
vorite, and leave me all hiamoney."” These,
the landlady will tell you, may not be the
exact wordy used, bat she will swear to you,
aa she has already siworn to the justice, that
that they are very neir, and cantuin the
sentiment that was uttered.  Colluteral fuct
the se2onl, then, my lord, and zenticaen of
the jury, is, that the kaile which dime the!, Joniing, ahe went on:
deed belung:l to the pl‘i!.')il'-'f. and was Lo all listen to me. [ did not see the !
bought by her at Colunby, ia Ceslon. Gen- ; murderer of my darlingz.but L<aw his shadow.,
tlemen, God aid and help usall to get at the

; i ft is ever present with me now ~like a phan-
truth of this matter. I have nothing mcre :tom, it goes with me wherever [ may gol—
to suy.” Last night, too—oh, you will say that wa<a
The Attorney (General sat down, not ad- | dream, but dreams are of licaven's making,
ding one wurd to biv bare statement of these | a5 well as waking thoughts—I saw him
facts, on which the cass reated, then—my little angei!  O%, what a light of
A cold perapiration sat on my brow.— [leaven in the dear eyes and on the little
low fearfully strong was the case, and , face—the shining colurs of easen were
what lad Ito rebut it with? Nuthing— 'abouthim—my own dear littleone? I heard
nothing! What if Browa had absconded? "his voice—so soft, so low, so beautiful; and
What if Brown had been swallowed up by | he said that she was innoceat, and had ever
an earthquake? [lis absoace or presence {loved him.”
would make but little account in sach a] “Sister, dear sister,” cried Anna, “I did

!

stiil but the voice of griefin that enurt.

The Attorney General said faintly, I will
ask nothing of this woman,”

Then I rose.

“Madam! Madam?”

My voice sounded hollow and strange, in
the midst of such grief and such sounds nt'l

tears, and the poor woman startel and lovked
i

up at m-.

“Ah, yes!'' she s1aid, “t> you—to youl”
, She bad recognized me as acting for the
I defence, and she meant to say that she would
speak to me, and Defore | could ask her :

arraigned on so dreadful a chargo, and lean-

case. 1le had only seen what others saw— ever love him—I am ionocent.”

anything you may have said to him, or of |

“You speak it in something of the tone of

vation of Annu, and they could all see the |

stand how I loved him—bec:\nic—bccnu:c'

yside of the judge,

man! fle is o witness in this case, and duly
subpaeenaed, and Leing in court can be com-
pelled to speak.  Stop that man!”

BLrowa was pounced upon by several offi-
s cers and brought forward.

“Whatis this for?’’ he eried. *“What have
[ done? Iia, hal A prime joke this!”

The RKttorney General sprang to his feet.

“You are our wilness,” he said, “My
Lord Judge, may we have lights?”

“Lights!” said the judge; “I cannot sce
m3 notes.” -

The darkness of the court increased each
moment, and the thunder again, like the dis-
charge of heavy ordnance, rolled over the
building.

“I bave nothing to say,” cried Brown—
“no evidenco to give, I tell you. I was fust
aslecp and heard erics, and went to soe what
was amiss; and then Isaw just what the
landiord and landlady saw--no more, no
Jess.”

“Lights, there!” cried the judge.

“Yes, my lord,” said a voice.

A man appenrad with a light with which
to ignite the ehandelicr.

“What shricks are those?

Oh! sounds of
terror—wild liughter, cries of exultation
mingled with horror.

It is the bereased mother.

“Look—oh, loob! There on the wall, near
tn you, my Lord Judge! Thisis God's merey!
[c is Heaven's testimony—the phantom wit-
ness! I koow it well! There is the mur-
derer's shadow!™”

There was a strange shouting ery in tho
 court. The crunsel all rose from their seats,
tand the jadge looked askance with amaze-
ment on his face.

Cast on the wall of the court, Ly tha light
s that had Dbeen brought, was the shadow of
{the wman Brown. Huge and exaggerated,
!therc it was: anl he shrunk downin the
tvain hope of ereaping its production, Mra.
| Seaton had seen it, even as :he had scen it
"cast on the wall of the corrider of the inn by
. the oif lamp in the passage, us he shrunk
jaway with the blvod of the innocent child up-
ton his soul.

Brown then made a frantic offort to ee-

i

jeape; hat he was overpowered and secured

in @ moment. The storm clouds passed over,
and a long, broad beam of sun hiue streamed

i into the court,

% * L3 % - * *

Not Gailty!” eried the jury with one
vuice, and in another moyment Anna wae in
the arms of her sister.

Then a tall, pale old man stood ap by the
It was Sir Ralph Heri-
tage, the Hligh Sherifl, who had rison from
his sick bed, and arrived in court during
its darkness frum the storm. Ilis handa
claspe:d together aud with n deep sigh, heo
said a9 he lookel at Brown—

““You are my unhappy son, and now I
iave n key to all these horrors.  You have
done warder, lest a new claimant on my af-
fection #hould arise in the person of the poor
child you have destroyed. My Lord Judge,
this is my death-blow. Take me home, you
whu have compassion.”

The Hizh Sheriff sank back on the beach,
and when they went to raise him they found
a corpse.

The motive of Richard Ieritage in com-

,mitting that dreadful deed at the jon was

uow Lut too apparent. ITe was tried and
convicted in due course, but managed to pro-
cure n deadly poison, and avoided the sen-
tence of the las,

A will of Sir Ralph Ileritage was found
which lelt the balk of his property to the
poor murdered child, so that his male rela-
tives put in their claims: but a sufficient sum
was secured for the ease and comfort of both
Rachel and Anaa.

Poor Rachell She only lived one year,
and then went to see, no. in a dream butin
reality, the sunshine of Heaven on the face
of her baby boy.

Bey-Misses may be wived, but oftentimes
wises, evon though they dic arc not missed.

———— |



