
hardly any,if any, food or drink being allowedto pass his lips.
Goodpeople hoped thatKing Charles wouldsend aroyalpardon.
But his Majesty was toobusy withhis rebellious Commonersand
theirpetition of rights. Yet unexpected hindrances arose. Tha
whole trial had been so entirely against thft forms of law, that
whenTelvertonhaddrawn upthe Sheriff's warrant andsent it to
his brother Whitelock to sign, thatprudent Judge said Yelverton
hadbetter sign it himself first;nor would Whitelock eventhen
haveanything todo with it,but warned Sir Henry it wouldbring
him into trouble. However,by dint of altering some wordsand
warningthe officer to conceal the illegalities, that difficulty was
gotover.

Butnoonewouldserve asexecutioner. A butcher offered, for
J35, tosendhis man,but the servanttook tohis heelsandhenev;er
saw him more. A promise of life was offered to any felon ifno
would take the office,but allrefused thebrjbe, tilladeserter,whom
Father Edmund hadsaved from starvationwhen inprison,offered
for 40s. todo the deed. He had to be protected fromhis fellows
lest they should handleMm roughly. The judge, anxious toaeethe deathof hisvictim, contrary tocustom,ordered that the execu-
tionshould take placeat an earlier date than the day thathad
beenoriginally fixed.

"

Sir Henry seems tohave wishedthe martyrdom tohavebeen
asprivateas possible, and orderedit at mid-day, when the Lan-
casterfolks wouldbeatdinner. Itwasat eight in the morning of
August the 28th, when the sheriffcame to tell the martyr thathe
mustdie that day. "Ibeseechmy Saviour tomakeme worthy of
it," washis reply.

There wasanother priestin theprisonat the time, oneJohn
Southworth, whose crown"hadbeendelayed, but not takenaway;
for seven yearslater he was found working side by side withthe
futuremartyr,FatherHenry Morse of the Society of Jesus/during
anoutburst of the plague inLondon,and twenty-nine years after,
it 1654,hediedat Tyburn, whenCromwell waspractically rulerof
England. At the time of Father Edmund's condemnation, John
Southworth stood reprieved, and theyhad arranged together that
he should give absolution to his brother-priestbefore his death.
But the guards and the boltshad hinderedall possibility of this*
till, crossing the castle yard,FatherArrowsmith lookedround for
his last chance, andsaw his friend standing andlooking athim
fromalarge window above. He raisedhis hands

—
the signal which

hadbeenagreedupon
—

receivedhis last absolution,andpassedout
joyfully into the openstreet. A dense multitudewas there await-
ing him. As the gaolor was handing his prisoner over to thesheriff, aCatholic gentlemanburst from the crowd, andreverently
embraced him, kissing tenderly the marks of the woundshehad
receivedinhis capture.

FatherArrowsmithwas tieddownonthehurdle, withhi3head,
out of scorn, towardsthehorses'tails, andsoalongthis ViaDolorosa
he was dragged, the javelin-menmarching beside him tokeepthe
Catholics from the martyr. Before him strutted the executioner,
bearing a big club, while Protestant ministers intruded their
polemicson the few minutes left theFather to prepare for death.
Father Arrowsmith hadwrittenout ona sheetof paper actsof.loveof Godandof contrition,under the titleof "TwoKeysofHeaven,"
andholding theminhis hands,he kepthis eyesandhisheart fixed
upon them. He feared,no doubt,lest the natural terror of the
moment, thenoise of thecrowd, the wearisome interruptionsof the
preachersshould preventhis soul and thoughts fromadhering to
hisLordandGod.

The journey was a short one,and at a quarterof a milefrom
theprison the gibbet was reached. The unwearyingMr.Justice
Lee wasatFatherEdmund'sside,and called his attention to the
fire whose flames roaredover the cauldron,to the knife and the
block,andthe massive gallows and the rope. "Look you,Master
Eigby," the name by which the martyr was known,"seewhatis
preparedfor your torment and deathunless you are readytocon-
form to the laws andaccept the king's mercy." Itwasasight to
make the heart sick, andFather Edmund did. not need a further
tempter. "Goodsir," he said,smiling,"tempt menomore. The
mercy whichIlook foris inheaven,through the deathandPassion
of my Saviour Jesus Christ, andImost humbly beseechHim to
make me worthyofHis death."

No sooner was themartyr freedfromhis'rough hurdlethanhe
kneltdownunder the shadow of the gibbet andofferedhislife to
theKing of Martyrs in. satisfaction for his sins. The parson was
athis elbow to criticize his last prayer. "Youattributenothing
to Christ's merits and Passion." "O, sir, say not so! Christ's
merits arealwayspresupposed." And so for a quarterofanhour
hecontinuedpraying aloudso thateveryword wasnotedby loving
ears,and was exposed to the cavils of the unrelentingministers.
Atlast the sheriff badeMm tomakehaste. "God's will bedone,"
he said, ashe sprang tohis feet,kissed reverently the ladder,and
thenbegan to mount it,begging all good Catholics ashe went-up
to join their prayers to his. Lee assured Mm there were1none
present,andofferedliimself topray withMm. "Ineither wishfor
yourprayers,norwillIpraywithyou,"answeredFatherEdmund,"Iwill havenothing to do with you,and if what yousaybe true
that there are no Catholics here,Iwish todie as ni*nydeaths as
here are people,on condition that they were all Catholics. He
pausedonhis ascent toprayfor King Charles and Ms realm,and
especially forhispersecutors,expressing freelyMspardonfor them,
andbeggingpardonof anyhemight havewronged.

Not daring to show himself on the spot,butstillunwilling to
miss the cruel sight, JudgeYelvertonhadtakenaplaceata1window
whence,by help of glasses, he could see everything that passed,
and therehesworehe wouldremaintillhe had witnessed,theend
ofMs victim. Themartyr'sprayerwentup forhim,but thegrace,
if given, fellon toohardasoil.

FatherEdmundhadgot high up on the ladder,andthenhe
turnedround to sayhis last words tothegreatcrowdaroundand

beneathMm
— "

Bear witness you,who are. come to »cc myend,

EDMUND ARROWSMITH.
(Concluded.}

When the Court reassembled, the jury appearedand gave their
verdict of "Guilty of high treason." Father Arrowsmith'sODly
answer to theusualquestionof the Court wassilently toliftuphis
eyesandhands toheavenwhile thebrutal sentence was delivered
by the Judge, whoaddedof his own to the revoltinglanguage of
the law

— "
Know shortlythou shalt die aloft, betweenheavenand

earth, asunworthy of either;andmaythy soul goto hell withthy
followers. Iwould that all«the priestsinEngland might undergo
the same sentence!

"
The long- wished for crown was won, the one desire of the

Seminarist, theMissioner, the Jesuit. Father Arrowsmith sankon
his kneesand,withbowed, downhead,Deo gratias!burst fromhis
lips. And thenhe repeatedthis thanksgiving inEnglish, thatall
might knowhis joy. The ferocious Judge sent the sheriff tobid
thegaoler toload Mmwith theheaviestfettershecouldgetand to
shuthimup alone andinadark dungeon. The gaoler, whoseems
tohavehadakindheart, saidthere wasnocell of thesort, andthe
answer hereceived-was toputhim into the worstone thathehad.
Father Edmundcould hardly walk with the weight of ironathis
ankles, the "Widow's Mite," so these shackles were called, and
hadalmost tobe carried to adenso narrow that no onecouldlie
down at full length, therein, and into which hardly aray of light
could enter. As he was borne along he recited in a clear, loud
voice the Miserere psalm. Guards werekeptat the door, andnot
asoul was allowed toenter his prison,under a penalty of J3IOO,
saveJusticeLee,whocame toaccept inprivatethe challengewhich
FatherArrowsmithhadofferedhim beforetheCourt. ButEdmund
knewhow oncebefore a minister had boasted falsely of a contro-
versialvictory,gained under like odds,or rather notgainedatall,
by the same divine over a Catholic gentleman in prison. He
simplydeclined the offer,and Mr. Lee wentoff boasting,much as
Casaubon boastedagainstBaronius, thathie adversary wasaweak,
silly fellow, andnot conversantwithGreek. Hehadnot,however,
liked the hideous gloom in which his enemy was fettered, and
called loudly for & candle, "lest that traitor should desperately
mischiefmein thedark."

ThereEdmundlay, with, nothingbut his marj^r's rewardto
cheerhim, fromtwoo'clockon Tuesdaytillmid-dayonThursday,
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got me readyby to-morrow/he added,"to be gone

—
■well,two weeks?

My k*ave-will notexpire till two weeks from Saturday, which will give
me time to «o andcome."

Mrs.Hnrlland knew that further remonstrance fromher would
be useless, and she desisted from further argument.

"But, father, you will not. go without a sight of Kosine,or a
message fromher toherown people;it will break her heart whenBhe
hears oi! it," saiIDr. Hartland, running over the letter which his
father hadput into his hand.

"I'drather she did not know how badly off they are there," re-
nliedthe Colonel,"aud shemight want to go withme.""That,of course, is out of the question," said the Doctor," for
she wouldnevercare to comeback,and we can't any o£ us spare her
now. She will not ask to go unless you propose it;and youcan
soften thematter as to Mr. Benton's illness,and make the govern- j
ment anexcuse for the journey. Iknow you canfind something to
do for the Departmenton your way.""Thank you,Ned, for the suggestion. I'llgo," he said,rubbing
his hands with delight at the thought of meeting Kosine;he was
pining for her, althoughonly separatedfor a few days.

Thusitcame thathe journeyed many miles out of his waybe-
fore turning his face westward,and carriedmany messages of love
fromKosine to her dear ones,without leaving onher mind any of
the anxietyhe was feelinglest he should not find his friend Benton
among the living.

Colonel Hartltuid reached Athlacca readily,and found Horatio
Leighton in thepost-office ashe inquired the way to Mr. Benton's
farm. The youngman pilotedthe stranger to the PrairieHq,me, and
was a witness to the delightful reunion of tried friends.

All Philip Benton's reserve vanished with the Colonel,andhe
was oncemorea boy, he openedhis wholeheart, and was the better
for it. Marion accompaniedher father's friend toSt.Louis, whither
he wasbound, and sought out Harold, whom they found diligently
pursuing his studies,determined tobe first inhis profession, with the
avowedobject at some future day of making a homefor his parents,
wherethey could work withoutlabor;this was the golden vision for
whichhe worked day and night. The Colonel was delighted with
him,and expressed his admiration to Father Cote,upon whomhe
called with Marion. "Heisa splendid fellow. Ishouldn't wonder
if he were President of the United States yet."

"O,Ihopenot," replied the venerable priest5
"

his soul would
be risked at the White House. He is terribly ambitious now for a
good object;butIoften have toremind him, with the goodKempis,
that

'
manproposes, but Q-od disposes.' Hehas anoble object, and

Igetreally enthusiasticmyself whenhe talks of his blessedmother,
and whathe will do for her.""God spare him to fulfil his purpose," replied theColonel."Amen!" was thehearty response.

Before leavingAthlacca,ColonelHartlandhadmadearrangements
for securing the office of postmaster for his friend,andhad bought a
pretty cabinin the timber adjoining the growing town,only a short
distance from Mrs. Leighton. Here he desired his friend to locate
himself. Horatio Leighton made a ready sale of theprairie farm at
a price far beyond its original cost, owing to the increasing tide of
emigrationbrought to Athlaccaby theprospectof a railroad through
its boundai'y, and the discovery of an extensive coal-bedwithinits
borders. Tueinterest of this sum, with the annual stipend from Mr.
Hawthorn to his daughter, enabledthem tolive in thatlandof plenty
withcomfort.
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