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eeurse to porilous devices that—— In short
I gee mo chanoe of a successful defence.’

‘ You once loved me, Richard Penson,’ said
Jxdith Morton, in & low, agitated voice, ¢ or
at least said you did.’

¢ Once loved you—satd I did,’ echoed Pen-
fou . .
‘ 1 know mot what to say,’ continued Ju-

dith, asif unheeding his words, and with
¢yes bent on the ground ; * Harpur can never
be, as I told you, more to me than he is now
—I have reason, indeed, to believe that he
Lkes no wish to be, faithful, as yet, as he has
proved to his promise not to betray me ; and
1t may ba, Richard—it may be [ say,—tho’
that [ begin to think will have elight weight
with you—that—that gratitude might lead
me to reward--to return the devotiom to
which I should be indebted for the preserva-
tion of my young life.”

¢ Judith--Judith Morton ! gasped Penszon,
* do not drive me mad !’

¢« Make no rash promises Ricbard to incur
peril for my sake,! said Judith Morton. rising
from her chair ; ‘ by to-morrow morning you
will have thought the matter calmly over. 1
will call about ten o'clock, and you can then
tell me if I can count or not wpon effectual
help from you. Good night.”

She was gone ; but not till her purposs had
been thoroughly accomplished. Richard
Pengon’s resolution was taken, and befors he
S$hrew himself upon his bed that night, his
oagor and practised brain had elaborated a
plan—audacious, and full of peril to himself
~—whereby #n aoquittal might be, with al-
™moat certainty. insured. ¢1 do it,'—it was
thus he glozed the scheme to his own con-
sciemoe—" 1 do it to save her life—her young
And innocent life, as she traly says—and |
will take care that no harm shall ultimately
belall Blundell. He will bave abundant
means of self vindication when—when I and
Judith are safe bayoud the Atlantic.'

I'ha clocks were chiming ten when Judith
Morton entered the young attorney's office on
the following morning. * There is more than
hope, there i6 triumph, safety in your look,’
shoe said, ungloving her hand, and extending
it to Penson.

‘ Yes, Judith,’ he replied, ‘1 have deter-
mined upon running sl risks te extricate you
from this peril. And first the watch—a des-
eoription of which I shall, as the prisoner’s
attorney, take care to advertise by-aad-by—
kavo you it with you ¥ y

* Yes ! horo it is; but what isit you propose
doing ¥

¢ That, dear Judith, [ mnst ba excused for
not digolosing. Buceess depsnds upon close
socreay. I will, however, see Harpur as his
professional adviser, without delay, and as-
sure him—for his continued silence is para-
mountly essential—that an scquittal is cer-
tain, but not of the mesns of procuring jt—
stone walls have ears, as they say,—and in-
disoretion being as fatal as treachery.

¢ No evil will fall upon eny innocent per-
son ¥ asked the young womsn.

* No permanent evil—of that be assured,’
replied Penson. This was about all that
passed between the confederates, and a fow
minutes afterwards, Judith Morton took leave
and was soun on her way home.

Harper's trial came on during the Mareh
Assize, at Appleby, and as the ecase had ex-
cited much interest in the County, the Crown
Court was densely erowded. The witnesses
for the prosecution were not asked o single

uestion by the eounsel instrueted by Penson
?or the defence till it came to the turn of the
last and only important one, James Blundell.
The cross-examination of this man was from
tho first a menacing one. and the hush of the
excited suditory deepened into painful inten-
sity as it became evident from the stern ques-
tioning of the counzel, tha’ the defence in-
tanded to be set up was, thas the deceased
had met his death at the hand of the witness,
not of the prisoner. It was elicited from
Blundell, though with much dificulty, that
ko was in embarrassed circumstances, con-
siderably in debt to the deceased, with whom
he bad, in consequence, had words more than
once, and that he knew Robert Masters had
beon heard to say he would sell him (Biun-
dol!) up before long. The witness was greatly
agitated by this exposure of his affuirs, and so
fieraely was he pressed by the zealons cuun-
sel for aearly on hour of merciless erogg.ex-
amination, that he could scarecly stand when
told to leave the witness-box.

*I have to request, my Lord’ eaid the pri-
sower’s counsel, ¢ that the last witness be not
permitied to leaye the eourt—for the pressnt
a6 least.! The judge nodded sssent, and o
oouple of javelin-men placed themselves b
the side of the nervous and terrified Blandell,
The case for the Crown having closed, and
20 spaeeh in those days being allowed to be
made by a repused felon’s oounsel, witnesses
for the defenee wero at opoa called. *Call
Thomas Aldeus,’ snid Richard Penson to the
erier of the Court, end presently Thomas Al-
doug, & middle-aged, gold-speotacied gomtls-
man, of highly respectable aspect, presoated
Rimself in the witnoes-box.

*You ars the proprietor, T belioye, My
Aldous, eaid the prisoner's comnsel, * of an
:uw;..in pawnbroking establisbment in Lon-

on

¢ Well, Sir,” replied the witness, * I cannot
eay mine isan extensive esteblishment, but
it is, [ am bold to say, a respectable one, and
situntenot iu London proper but in the Black-
friars Road, Southwark.’

‘No matter : you have been within the
last few days in sommunioation, with respeot
to an advertised zold watch, with the atter-
ney for the prisoner, Mr Penson.

*I have.’ ’

¢ Do you produces the wateh in question

*I'do: here it is. It was pawned with
me,’ added the scrupuleus witness, refreshing
his memory by & glance at the duplicate, ‘ on
the 18th of February last, for £10, and the
address given, No. 8 Lambeth Wald, is, I
have since ascertained, a fictizious ene.

¢ Will the brother of the deceased, who has
already been sworn,’ said the examining bar-
rister, ‘have the kindness to look at this
watch ¥

Mr James Masters did so, and identified it
as belonging to hjs brother, and worn by him
at the time of death.

‘ Should you be able, Mr Aldous,’ contin-
ued counsel, ‘ to recognize the person who

wned the watch v

¢ I shall have no difficalty in doing so,” said
the pretended Aldous, *although it was just
between the lights when the man, a middle-
aged, stoutish person, came to my shop ; as
he had not only kad a peculiar cast in his
eyes, but that once or twiee when a handker-
chiet which he held to his face—I suppose in
consequence of tootheche—slipped aside, I
noticed a large, bright red stain, either from
scrofulas or a natural mark across his lower

aw.’

r As this audacionsly-accurate deseription of
Blundell left the witness’s lips, every eye in
court was turned upon that astounded indivi-
dual ; thejavelin-men drew back with in-
stinctive aversion from in front of him, and
he, as if impelled bya l,}mpathotic horror of
himself, shrieked out, * That’s me !$he means
me! OGod " ¢ That is the man,” promptly
broke in -the pawnbroker; * [ should know.
him amongst a million.’ This was tos much
for Blundell ; he strove te gasp out a fierce
denial, bus strong emotion choked his utter-
ance, and he fell down in a fit, from which
he did not recover for some hours, then to find
himself in elose custody upon suspicion of be-
ing the assassin of Robert Masters.

The proceedingsin court need not be fur-
ther detailed ; the prosecution had, of course
irretrievably broken down, and thers was
nothing for itjut, to formally acquitthe pri-
soner, who was'a$ once discharged, and the
crowded court wis immediately cleared of the
axcited auditory, numerous groups of whom
remained for long afterwards in the stroets,
eagerly canvassing the strange issue of the
trial.  As Richard Penson left the court, &
serap of paper was slipped iato his hand, up-
on whjch wes scrawled in pencil, and in a
disguised hand, ‘ Thanks—a thousand thanks
but no harm must come to poor B—r. Yoa
shall bear from me in a few days at Liver-
pool. —J—

As soon as Blundell could collect his seat-
tered thoughts and advise with a lawyer,
there was found to be no difficulsy in esiab-
lishing an al:bi, that on the day of the pre-
tended pawning, he was in his own home st
Bedstone, and he was eonditionally liberated,
Inquiries were next set on foot respecting Mr
Aldous, aud a8 no sueh person could be found
the nature of the conspiracy by which justiec
had been defeated, gradually disclosed itself.
An effort wasalso made to arrest Penson, the
prisoner’s attorney, but as he had previousiy
disappeared from Liverpool and it Was re-
ported sailed for America with Judigh Mor-
ion, the pursuit was abandoned. Ihis infor-
matiod was completely erroneous; Judith
Merton had indeed embarked for Ameriea,
bus it was with her husband, Charles Harpur
to whom she had been privately married
threo weeks previous to the death of Robert
Masters, the wedding having been intended-
ly kept secret for a time, partly on account of
the recent death of the bride’s father, who,
by-the-bye, died in poor ¢ircumstances—and
partly because of some family reason of Har-
pur's. This inteligence reashed Ponson at
Liverpool. in & letter dllgd London, about a
week subsequent t0 800 (rial, eontaining ma-
ny apologics, snether £50; and signed ¢ Ju-
dith Harpur.!

I wilinot detain the reader with any de-
scription of tho wretched, vagabond life, Jed
by Penson, from the moment of his departure
from Liverpool till [ met kim 1n  Holborn—
—till his death in fagt—for be was utterly
Irreojaimable—which was not long delayed,
and took plede in the infirmary of a city
workhouse. [He, at all events, though net
reached by the arm of the law, paid she full
penalty of his offenes. Whether the same
might be said of Judith Morton, I hnow not,
Penson never having heard either of her or
Harpur sinoe they left England for the Stetes.

From Tait's Edinburgh Magazine.

THE REFORTERS’ GALLERY.
® ® % Perhaps, after all, in nothing is
the astonishing improvement mada in these
| latter times ko eonspicuons as in our system
{ of parliamentary reporting. The House was

{in terror when reporters first found their way!

into it. “Why, sir,” said Mr Wennington,
addressing the Speaker, “ you will haveevery
word that is epoken here mis-represented hy
fellows who thrust themselves into our galle-
ry. You will haye the speeches of this House
printed every day during yoar session, and
we shall be {ooked upon as the most contemp-
tible assembly on the face of the earth.” In
consequence of such attacke as these, the re-
porters became frightened, and gave the de-
bates with the speakers disguised under Ro-
man names, though notking could be more
wearisome than the small type of the political
club, where Publicola talked against turn-
pike-gates and Tullus Hostilius declaimed on
the herrors of drinking gin. Nor is it to be
wondered at that the House grew angry when
such reports as the following professed to be a
faithfal account of its proceeding: * Colonial
Barré moved, that Jeremiah Weymouth, the
d——n of this kingdom, is not a member of
this House.” Even when the reporters -tri-
umphed, the public were litsle benefitted.—
Nothing can be more tantalizing than sush
statements as these, which we meet with in
old parliamentary reports : “Mr Sheridan
now rose, and, during the epace of five hours
and forty minutes, commanded the admira-
tion and attention of the House by an oration
of almost unexampled excellence, uniting the
most convineing closeness and accuracy of ar-
gument with the most luminous prevision and
perspicuity of language; and alternately gi-
ving force and energy to truth by solid and
substantial reasoning, and enlightening the
most extensive and involved subjects with the
purest clearness of logic and the brightest
splendor of rhetorie.” Sheridan’s leader fared
no better. *Mr Fox,” we are told, “ was

wonderfully pleasant on Lord Clive’s joining
the administration.” Equalinjustice is done
to Mr Burke. We read, ¢ Mr Burke turned,
twisted, metamorphosed, and represented eve-
rything which the right honourable gentls-
man (Mr Pitt) bad advarced, withse many
ridiculous forms, that the House was kept in
a continual roar of laughter.” Again, “ Mr
Burke enforoed these beautiful and affecting
statements by a variety of splendid acd af-
fecting passages from the Latin classics.” It
is no womder, then, that a prejudice ghould
hava existed against the reporters. Ona mo-
tion made by Eord Stanhope, that the short-

hand writers employed on the trial of Hastings
be summoned to the bar of the House to read
their minutes, Lord Loughborough is report-

ed, in Lord Campbell’s life of him, to have
said, “ God forbid that ever their lordships
should call on the short-hand writers to pub-
lish $heir notes ; for of all the peopls, short-
band writers wore ever the furthest from cor-
rectness, and there were no man’s word they
ever had that they again returned. They
were in general ignorant, as acting mechani-
cally and mos by considering the antecedente,

and by catching the sonnd and not the sense
they perverted the sense of the speaker, and

made bhim: appear &s ignorant as themselves.”
At a later period, the audacity and impudence

of the reporters increascd, and loud and nu-

merous were the complaints made againss

them.  Mr Wilberforce, who really deserved

better treatment at their hands, read to the
House, on one occasion, an extraet from a
newspaper, in which he was reported as ha-
ving said, “Potatoes make men healthy, vi-
gerous, and active ; bus what is still more in

their favour, they make men tall; more espe-

cially was he led to say so as being rather un-

der the commen size, and he must lament that
his guardians had not fostered him upon that
genial vegetable.”  Mr Martin, of Galway,

bas immortalized himself by his complaint

wede about the same time, though based un-

on & Jess solid toundation than shat of the

great Abolitionist. The reporter having

dashed his pen under some startling paseages

which had fallen from the Hibernian orator’s

lips—the printer was ealled to the bar, In

defence he put in the report, containing the

very words. “‘That may be,” eaid Martin,

“but did 1 spake them in italics 27 Ot course

the printer was nonplussed by such a ques-

tion, and the house was gonvulsed with laugh-

ter. Happily, this state of things no longer

exists, aud, in the language of Mr Macaulay,

it is new universally felt “ that the gallery

in which the reporters sit, has beeome & fourth

esiate of the realm.” The publication ot the

debates, whieh wseemed to the most liberal

statesmen full of danger to the great safe-

guards of public likerty, is now regarded by

many personsasa safeguard tantemount, and

more than tantamount, to ell the rest put to-

gether. ‘‘Give me” gaid Sheridan, whilst

fighting the battle of the reporters on the

floor of the house, “ Give me but theliberties

of the press, and I will give to the minister a
venal House of Peers—I will give bim a cor-
rupt and gervilo Honse of Commons—I will
give him the whole hoest of ministerial influ-
ence—I will give him all the power that
pleee can confer upen bim te purchase up
submission and overawe resistanee—and yet,
armed with vhe liberties of the press, yI will
go forth to meat him undismaved ; 1 will at-
tack the mighty fabric he has raised wich
that mightier engine. I will shake down
from its height eorruption and bury it beneath
the'ruins of the abuses it wos meant to shelt-
er’

The reporters have now a somfortable gal-
lery to themselves-~they have cushions ag
#oft to sit upon as MiP’s—they have plent;
of room to write in, and whilst they wait their
turns they may indalge in eriticism on high
art or Chinese literature—or the divine m'e%o-
dies of Mario, or the merits of Mr Cobden—
& very favorite topic with reporters—or gote
slesp. Mr Jerdan, in his Memoira, tells how
different it was in his day ; then the reporters
had only access to tho Strangers’ Gallery, and
could only make sure of getting in there by
being the first inthe crowd shat gemerally
was collected previous to its being opened.—
But about the smart new gallery there arens
agsociations on which memory cares to dwell.
It was different under the late one ;old Sam
Johnson sat there with his shabby black and
unwieldy bulk, taking care to remember juss
enough of the debate to convince the publis
that “the Whigdogs,” to use his own ex-
Wesaivo,langunge, “ had the worst of it.’—

e can fancy Cave, of the “ Gentleman’s
Magazine,” with a friend in the gallery,
stealthily; for fear they should be cfetectod
and turned out, taking a few brief notes of
the debate, and then, at the tap-room of the
nearest public-house, amidst the fumes of te-
bacco and beer, writing out as much a8 they.
could, whiech Guthrie then revised, and which
afterwards appeared in the magazine under
the head of * Debates in Great Lilliput.”—
Woodfall we see—the Woodfall of Junius—
his pockets stuffed with cold, hard-boiled egge
—sitting out the live-long debate and then
writing 50 much of it as his powerful memory
retained—a task which often occupied him
till noon the next day, but which gave the
“Diary” a ﬁood sale, till Perry, of the Morn~
ing Chronicle—Perry, the friend of Coleridge
and of Moore—introduced the principle of the
division of labour, und was thas enabled to
got out the Chronicle long before Weodfall’s
report appeared.

W e see rollicking reysterous reporters, full
of wine and fun, committing all kinds of ab-
surdity. For instance, one night the debate
has been very heavy—at length a dead silenee
prevails, suddenly & voice is heard demandin
a song from Mr Speaker. Ifan angel h
fallen from heaven, it is questionabla whether
a greater sensation could have been created.
The houseisin a roar. Poor Addington, the
Speaker, is overwhelmed with indignation
and amazement.  Pitt can hardly keep his
seat for laughing. Upinto the gallery rush-
¢s the Seageant-at-arms totake the delinquent
into custody. No one knows who he ig—at
any rate no one will tell. At length, as the
officer gets impatient and angvy, & hand is
pointed to a fat placid Quaker without guile,
seated in the middle of the crowd. Much %o
his amazement, on his “devoted yot innocent
person straightway rushes the Sergeant-at-
Arms ; and protesting, but in vein, the wear-
or of square-collar and broad-brim is borna off
to gaol. The real delinquent is Mark Sup-
ple, & big-boned, loud-voiced, rellicking Irish
blade—just such & man as we fanecy W., of
the Daily News, to be. Mark has been di-
ning.  Heis a devoted follewer of Baechus ;
and, at this time, happens 10 be extraordina-
rily well primed. Hence his remarkable con-
tribution, if not to the business, at an{ rafe
to the amusemont, of the evening. People
call the present times fast; but men lived
faster then.  Sheridan drank brendy when
be emoke.  Pitt made ore of his most brills-
ant speechos just aftor he had been vomiting
from the quantity of port he had previously
been drinking. Members, when tgey came
into the house, not unfrequently saw two
speakors where, in reality, there was butone ;
and the reporters were often in @ state of gi-
milar bewilderment themselves; but they are
gone, and the oratory they recorded has va-
nished from the senate. In the new gallery
they ean neverheer what wes heard in the
old—the philosophy of Burke—the wit, of She-
riden —the possionate attacks of Fox——or the
eool replies of Pitt. The hongo has become
lees oratorical—less an imperial senate, wore
of o national * vestrys” It diseusscs fewer
principles, and more railway bills. The age
of Pitt and Fox went with Pitt and Fox.—
You cannot recall it, the age bas altered.—
You find Pitt and Fox now in the newspapar
offiee, not in the senate. The old gallery has
looked down on great men. It could tell of
an heroic raee and of heroic deeds. It had
secn the angry €harles. It had heard Croms-
well bid the mace begone. It had re-echoed,
the first indignunt aceents of the elder Pits.
It had outlived o successful revolution. Im
had witnessed the triumph of reform, Can
the new one witners more

8o much for the Repox‘terp’ Gallery. We
osnnot take leave of the eubject, without ye-
marking what obligations xaembers are under
to it. Noman ean longattend parliamentary
debates without being very strongly impress-
ed with-that one great fact. The orators
who are addressing empty branches and inzs-
tentive sudiences, are, in reality, speaking te
the dosen reporters just before them. Little
$ibthorpe, when he speaks, turus his face te
them, in erder that they may not miss a gin-
gle word. You did not, the last time you
were in the house, hear a single atom of Jone's
spoech ; yon could merely see Jones, with an
unhoppy exprogsion of face, and to the Ind-



