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Ir was late at night, between eleven and 
, when the circuit judge stepped from 

the hackney coach, which had conveyed him 
from the City Hall, and mounted the steps of 
hisdwelling. Though uffled in far and enca- 
sed in a thickly quilted wrapper, he shuddered 
with the ‘cold while trying to fit his key in the 
Spot la. foc the side walks were white with 

: il, which the sharp winds why 
into the air again, and left in piles and 
around the door steps and area railings. 
~ After some difficulty the judge succeeded in 

letting himself into the hall. He only paused to 
shake the frost from his outer garments, and de- 

: 

posit his umbrella with others that were drip- 

alle 

ball fire was out, the passage more 
than usually gloomy. It was a Shoes. con- 
trast when the judge tarned the lock of eo 

i , that rom 

ering the apartment 
warm and luminous enough, without 
two wax candles that shed their milder light 
LT le Wie oe moron fpr 

the rainbow to its ponents of rt gg 
which seemed like icicles melting away in the 
‘warm 

With a,sigh of elief, the judge threw. bis 
wrappers Into a corner, pulled off his damp 
Wools, and. drawing forth a A agli ie : 

from a sing gown and a pair of faded sli 

self warm and o, after a day of unu- 
sual anxiety and fatigue. 

“ Well,” he muttered, rubbing his hands soft- 
ly together, as he sunk into the crimson easy 
ohair, whose cushions closed around him with a 
soft and moss-like clasp, ¢ thank Heaven, I am 
home at last. Poor fellow—poor fellow, 1 am 
afraid it will go hard with him?" 
Here the judge paused, and sunk into a train 

of thought, which seemed both deep and painful. 
was yet scarcely a middle aged man, and 

scenes of terror and death had not hardened his 
naturally kind nature. As his lazge brown eyes 
dwelt upon the fire, their changing expression 
was that of pity, mingled now and then with a 

r flash, us if he were striving to master 
= SA Sutin taf Srehot upon him. 

had fallen to the hearth-rug, and 
; 'g another deep breath, seemed to cast off the pain ul thoughts that had oppressed him. 
Spang faced, he softly raised the cover from 

@ china tureen that stood within the fender 
and lifting the spoon, broke the golden surface 
je bade amed over the oyster soup which it 

Then closing the cover again, he 
drow a nest-table closer to his chatr; cut the 
"leaves of a new magnzine which lay upon it, 

~ hare at this time of nigh! 

“tated hand had 

pushed an old law book and a pile of papers, 
50 far on one side that some of them rolled over 

;and then lifting the tureen to the 
corner he had cleared, he to regale him- 
self with the rich soup, while he read the ma- 
gazine by snatches, now and then pausing to 

aside a cracker which would keep dodg- 
“ing up and down, here and there, in the delici- 
Sai Sepa, 30d whe aie, a ff rec be 
§poon every time he attempted to fill it. 

He had just succeeded in crushing his tor- mentor, and was smillng over the 
as they floated softly into‘his spoon, when the 
‘door bell rung with'a violence that made him 
drop the spoan and start half up from his chair, | 

¢ Nonsense! it was accident. Something 
las touched the ball, no one can be coming 

t!” he mattered, sink- 
»ing back to his cushions, but another 
rn ky pg eer agi. 

pulled it with unconscioss vio- 
lence, deprived him of all doubt on the subj 

- He pushed hack his chair, folded his dressing 
gown around him, and taking a light from the 
maatel-piece, went out, but though he walked 
fist, another loud peal from the bell hastened 

Br domsrg PE of wind blew out his 
~ candle as Pd. or oor, but there was 
enough light to reveal the form of a female 
who stood on the door step, muffled in a cloth 
cloak, and with a erimson lined hood drawn 
over her face. In the misty darkness beyond 
he could just discern the outline of a carriage; 
eno of the lamps was out, there was 
faint light in the other, and the judge after- 
‘wards remembered that it was of cut glass, too 

w
s
 
®
 

. rich for a hackney coach, and without the 
number, which should mark those vehicles. 
Beside, there was a faint gleam of gold em- 
broidery from that end of hammer-cloth next 
the light, but so fiint that it might have been 

mistaken for a" handfil ‘of illuminated. slest 
drifting by thelamp. 

Without speaking a word, the woman enter- 
ed the hail and walsed forward, for the study 

X it * dot was opsn and ‘she had pearly reached 
‘befors the judge could close tha street door 

. against the storm, which was beating full in 
faco. . oR ¢ 

“Are you alone, quite alone?" ssid the 
sirangs, visitor, as he overtook her, the voice 
soundad Wnbwarally ‘calcd; bat it: was clear 
and sweet, 2 wy 
The judge was overwhelmed wilh zsten- 

aid of | ties. 

pride, love such as ours conld not 

| that bis first passion had perished, when it was 
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ishment bat he aswered that he was quite alone, 
and entered the study, followed ‘by his singu- 

If his surprise was great while she 
If concealed in darkness, it was ten- 

which filled the room. She was young, 
perhaps three er four and twenty, and but for 

the glitter ~~ melon pve go i lai ue eyes, would have; 
been tidodadantly Seautiil She stood bag 
tionless, gazing in the fire till the hail upon 
her silk mantle melted, and bung in quivering 
water-drops among its black and glossy folds. 
Two gy heavy drops running down from 
her hood, and falling on the ungloved hand 
which held her cloak together, seemed to 
arouse her. She lifted her eyes toward 
the judge, who had not yet shook off his aston- 
ishment, and gazed fixedly in his face, till his 
eyes sunk under her wild and tense look. 

“You seem calm,’ she said at last. Can 
sit on the bench all day, watching the law 
— hunt a human being to the gallows, and 
at night sink into that chair, quite comfortable 
and at ease, as if nothing had happened ! 
. A tinge of red shot over the Judge's hg 
but he saw that the young creature before him 
was no object of resentment, and answered her 

VT not withont feeling,” he said. *It 
would be better for me if I were. The j 
who condemns is sometimes almost as much to 
be pitied as the victim. After a day Jike this, 
he should not be reproached A seeking 
a moment's relief from the pain of hisdu- 

“You did feel for um, then!’ exclaimed the 
irl, while a gleam of light shot to her eye.’ 

and calm as you seemed, there was yet a 
throb of human pity under it all.’ : 

¢ Heaven only knows how deeply I have felt 
for that unhappy man. His crime is terrible, 
bat he does not seem born for evil!” 

¢ Born for evil?’ exclaimed the girl, eagerly 
rad, oh no, he was noble, good, generous! 

She broke off suddenly, dro, her Phage 
hands, and drawing close to Judge, wi to 
him in a changed and low voice, ‘They will 
mg him guilty. You do no think’ they 

is strong—terribly strong.”  * * 
¢ I know—I know,’ said the strange girl, with 
AIT se But there is 
nothing positive—you can save him—youn will 
save him. Did you not say just now ‘that he 
i Ls or evil > Stop, stop, at 
apea , Ihave something to say—my rt 
has been so full that fut oped or it will 

* Poor girl, what is the wretched man to you? 
said the judge, deeply moved. 

« What is he to me ? true, true, everybod 
will ask that question; you are the first, and 
am here only to answer it. Listen, sir, listen— 
since I svaz'old enough to know what love was 
1 have loved that understand—the 
man whom you are trying for the murder of his 
wife. He loved me too, and poverty 
kept down his secret, and wealth | - red my 

ushed or 
smothered by such base nurses. Those who 
love passionately act passi ly. I was ar- 
dent, impulsive, sometimes t. He would 
not endure these things in yi, Dicipe 1 was 
said to have intellect, and was rich; had I 
om pa like a he selfishly weak, he 
woul vo yielded up his pride to m t 
love. We i deemed It matters not a be 
wherefore, and he went away. For months I 
never wrote. He shall make the first advan- 
ces § said, week after week, till my pride was 
quenched in keen anxiety. I wrote then, and 
his answer was that he was married! He 
thoaght that I did not love him—that my exac- 
tions and haughty will arose from lack of affec- 
tion. He should never love any woman as he 
had loved me, his letter said, I had cast 
him from my heart, and while his soul was 
thirsting for sympathy und tenderness, she, the 
pga | L RAreis Ses in his way. 
e was in rl of society, and fancyi 

that excitement was a prose’ birth of Rob 

only in resentful sleep, he himself i 
vassbly to ARGCNE* ~ . Hix 

* Oh, how I had loved that man! how tru 
I suffered! but no human creature dreamed pA 
it; why shoald they? I had ing but my 
pride left, and that shielded me pity, though it could not from the ish which 
sympathy would have made mors Litter, This 
was two years ago. He did not return to the city for months, and when be did come back, 
with his bride, it was long before we met, I 
sawher often, , for she was frequently 
in public, but it was always with a burning at 
the heart, and something of hay scom, hy 
that one who had loved me could ri fog for 
she was an inferior woman in intellect and per- 
son—my pride, as well as ‘my ion, was 
outraged in his choice. 

* Wemet at how 

heart, but his n were broken, his self respect was diminished? he was that most pi tiable cf all objects, a man of strong entries suddenly rendered hopeless. + Jealous affection made me keen — knew all this be- s we | ken a her. It was a bitter joy to me when emir ow convinced that he did not love the woman he had marri- 

id 

Was _unprem —wao never 

love i held ia check grew into strength 
have sought each other—buc after two 

passionate | 

ing for us both—terrible in itself, most terrible 
in its consequences. For the first time in our 
lives we poured out our whole hearts each to 
the other. All thodghts of pride or prudence 
were swept away by the s! feelings of the 
moment. I eannot tell you all that wes said in 
that last interview. The expressions of sor- 
row and bitter regret on both sides. You have 
seen him in the court, and know that even in 
this terrible trial he seems calm and unimpas- 
sioned. It is only the curb of a strong will on 
a burning nature. That day he seemed equal- 
ly calm, equally immovable, and this made 
my grief more eloquent. 1did not dream of 
the struggle that was going on under that cold 
exterior, and thinking that he did not suffer 
equally with myself, abandoned myself to re- 

ches and expressions of regret that goaded 
already frenzied feelings on to madness. 
“Oh, if she were but dead I” 1 remember 

~ ing pe more than once. .; was A sin- 
ul, but only an expression of agony. Heaven 

is my judge I had no deeper meaning. The 
last time I uttered this fatal wish my hands 

* were both clasped in his, and as he bent over 
me I saw that his features were convulsed and 
dreadfully pale. He wrung my knitted hands 
and laughed—Ilaughed! 1 say. You are a 
judge, used to the tortured passions of men— 
the throes of a breaking heart—the wild cries of 
an uprooted intellect, are your study—tell me 
if this man would have laughed if my words 
kad not maddened him; if he had not been in- 
sane! “Oh, that she were dead!” I uttered in 
the anguish of my heart. 1had my evil wish— 
the next morning she was dead!” 
The stranger sunk to a chair as she ceased 

speaking, covered her face and shuddered, but 
when the small hands were removed from over 
her A tng were dry and painfully brilliant 
a § h 

* What can I do for you? How can 1 help 
ou 2’ said the judge deeply moved by her tear- 
ess agony. 
‘Tell me," she said, ‘was he not insane ?’ 

Her lips partly opened, and her breath was 
held back wih intense anxiety for his answer. 

‘It is but charity to believe that all great 
crimes are committed in a species of insanity,’ 
said the kind judge. anxious to soothe her. 
“Then you do think that he was insane?’ 

she cried, while a gleam of hope shot to her 
eyes. ‘God bless you for rw Bey God 
be praised that it was my story that convinced 
you of it. ' Tell me, if I go into the court to- 
morrow and repeat what I have just said, word 
for word, will it be evidence for a jury—will it 
convince them that he was driven wild by my 
wicked fi » 

‘1 he judge hesitated—he could not bear to 
crush the last hope to which the wretched girl 
was clinging. 

« Speak,’ she said, “tell me, I beseech you! 
«1 am afraid it would but prove a new mo- 

tive for the mur—for the erime charged upon 
him!’ he said at length, but in a voice that be- 
spoke pity and reluctance. 

if struck helpless Ly his words, but instantly 
rallying agnin, she said — J y 
“Then you think. I had better not appear ?* 
“It could do no good, but might csp. (he 

only link wanting in a chain of evidence against 
the unhappy man. ‘That is a motive for the 
crime.’ 

“Stull you believe him to have been insane? 
You have heard all, and in your charge to-mor- 
row every word that 1 have said will be re- 
membered.” 
The judge was deeply embarrassed, and it 

was with difficulty that he found words to un- 
deceive her. 

“I cannot, as an honest man, I dare not, as 
a sworn judge, make a charge on any evidence 
not brought forward at the trial,” he said firmly, 
but with deep eommisseration. 
*Oh Heaven, great Heaven! You cannot 

deny me this—and so much depends on it. If 
you could but say that there was anything in 
the evidence to prove him insane, it would save 
him. A human life! thik how sweet a thin 
it must be to save a man like that from death 
—and such a death! The jury will be guided 
by your charge. | have studied their faces, one 
by one, ever since the trial commenced. I know that they are men to be guided into the path of mercy—only show them the way-—only 
take a little of the ibility. Yon will— 
you will—for did you not admit only a few m= nutes since that he must have been insane ? ‘Only say that to-morrow—I ask nothing more!” 

he earnestness with which the poor girl 
ended was agonizi ; her eyes grew moist, 
hands were coavahively ids and in 

the of her appeal she sunk uncovscious- 
ly to her y and clinging to his dressi 
Th Toe ch a wilt ered her suit, 
Lit raised her, and even in her dis. 

tress elt that his hands i in per. 
fi this office; ¢ Be comforted, my eo young lady, be more composed; this ii v. distressing to me, | assure you,’ he said, while tears nctually stood in his’ eycs, ‘God bless you for those tears, I know they were who said you had no feeling. 
How do yon think that lawyer advised me to act? See, I wns to have brovght this mone 
from the folds of her dross a large double purso crowded full of bank notes, and with it a heavy diamond bracelet, with other female ornaments of great value, “I have given the lawyer al. most as much to plead hiy canse; gold can pur- chase his re but 1 dare not offer it to be red 
meat | catered this okays e100 the sBo- “It was well,’ replied the § i to the temples with —— ~ an could have iviood.5 pon Lim. “It wna 

year’ separation. we wen thrown io + ¢- cideatally, and doce. It was a terribla Best: well thal you judged move hovocably of ms 

She fell back in her chair for an instant, as | 

than your adviser. If anything could win me 
to forgetfulness of astern duty it would be your 
evident distress—not your gold.’ 

* I know it—I know it—and the blessings of 
a broken heart will follow you to the grave for 
every merciful word uttered in to-morrow’s 
charge. Ob, the clack is striking. Is it 
twelve? I will go home now. They think I 
am at a party, and so 1 was two hours oe 

i with a 
gird 

see how brilliant they made me!’ and 
mingled laugh and shudder the 
threw open her cloak, and revealed a of 
rose-colored satin and rich blond, im the folds 
of which a few white roses were erushed. 
“Would you belicve it,” she said, with . 

touching earnestness, and a vn over 
her person again, * would you think it possible, 
no creature in my father’s house dreams of 
this, not even my own mother? They think 
—— late hours wes cer follies are ren- 

ering me so pale. To-nig will be all 
wiesy when 1 get home, Ar Heaven, 
shall | ever sleep again!” 
The wretched girl covered her face with both 

both hands, and, for the first time during the 
interview, burst into tears. After ing with 
unrestrained violence for a few moments, she 
uncovered ber face with a sad smile, and sud- 
denly taking the judge’s hand both 
hers, kissed it, and left the room sobbing bitter- 
ly. Before the judge could overtake ber, or 
offer any of those civilities which her beaaty and 
evident station seemed to demand, she had 2 
opened the hall door, and hurried out into the 
dark night. Te caught one glimpee of her 
ments as she entered the carriage, and 
but for the muffled roll of wheels passing through 
the storm, all that had passed within the last 
half hour might have been a dream, fy 
The next day, when the judge took his plsce 

on the bench, the spectators remarked that hs 
eyes were more heavy than usual, and that his 
face was pale almost as that of the prisoner. 
He cast a searching look, ever and anon, 
ward a group of female witnesses that sat near, 

‘ 

but jet and comonplace Rete 
exibited he found nothing to remind 
of his midnight. visitor. The business of the 
trial went on, and, deep as his interests had 
always been in the fate of the prisoner, he now 
listened with keener interest to the 
Toward the close, when the gre 
more and more decided against the prisoner, the 
Judge bicsma painfully réetiess, the colar 

went on his cheek, aid there was an es 

trial, Instead of keeping his dark eyes 
with a sort of mournfal earneatoess on the Jaf; 
as he had done the day before, he east 
glances towards the of females. J¥ 
eyes troubled illiant, while, 80% 
and + a8 his hand was raised to wipe S53 
drops from his forehead, those who 
closely saw that it trembled. This was 

ee rm 4 w 
pra bens that now Low case 

F more and more hopeless, his courage 
way. 
Once or twice he turned and cast & "faces 

ing look over the multitude of human 
with which the room was crowed. “The 1 ot 
fiom some one Ls = so seemed 10305 
his Attention. Fire to hi y SF" 22 
cheeks were blood-red. He half sated 215 
feet, dropped again as if a bullet had hotles” 
heart, and after one brief shudder, sat Me 
less as before, gazing not upon either 
J pre garg pn ¢, on his 
ay 
Among that sea of human faces no 

tell which it was that bad so moved the 
ner, and a bay, muffled in a cloak 28 
seal-skin cap drawn over his forehead, 
»0 eagerly onward just after, that it # 
draw attention from the unhappy m8: 
the crowd was so dense that it seemed it” 
for any one to advance a steps 
foused Ma, wy ti he san those ©. 

rmby Sh srg mp apecie[ about stood w. a : 
stricken mon, and motionless AC 

At length the j 0 stood #5 (pie 

while an expression of stern sore 
his features, and gave depth and 
to his voice. Sull, 
ugitaced than any one hope © 
fore, his intellect was calm a0€ 
evidenco was aguinst the 

nest mind might 
The pri never 

boy behiod him stood im 
large eyes rivoted on 
seeming to breathe, As 
more and more against the 

n to waver, He 
OF ir arm of 
next, slits prevented 


