THE “GALLOWS?”

LITERATURE OF THE STREETS.

“ The gallows does well : bul how does it do well ! It do2s well to those that do i1L"
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DIVISION 1V.

THE “GALLOWS” LITERATURE OF THE STREETS.

Pusuic Exzrcurions, DyiNe Spercars. Coxrrssions, axn Copy or VERSES.

** There's nothing bents & stunning good murder after n1l.” —ExrErRIENCE 0F A Ruxwize Parrinsm,

Of accounts of Public Exeoutions, Dying Speeches, and Confessions we have those before us, stretohing from the Exceution of Sir
John Oldeastle in 1417, fo the Trial and Execution of F. Hinson, who suffered the extreme penalty of the law; at the 01d Buailey, Monday,
December 13th, 1869, for fhe wilful murder of Maria Death, to which is attached the all-important and necessavy * Copy of Verses,” and
by way af supplement, we add a verdafim copy of the Full, True and Particular Account of the Execntion of J. Rutterford, at Bury Sf.
ﬁhmnds, for the murder of J. Hight, with copy of ¢ Death-verses.”” But the conviet was xor hanged after all. As the gaol surgcon
having veported that Rutterford had & malformatlon which might eause an unnsnal degree of suffering on death being inflicted by strangula-
tion, whereupon the Seoretary of State for the Home Department ordered n special examination to be made by some medical men of the
immediate neighbourhoad, and on whose report the sentence of death previously vecorded was commuted to transportation for life !

All the modern éxamplés of Tur “Garnows™ LitsrATURE 0F Toy STRERS 0ome not anly from diffevent printers and publishers, but from
distant towns,—London, Birmingham, Linooln, and Preston, but they have all fhe same stamp.  And the whole of the ]|
and confessions, trials, sentences from \what ever part of the country they come, run in the stme form of quuint snd cirenmstantia detail,
appeals to' heaven, to young men, to young women, to christians in general, and moral reflections.  The narvative, embracing trinl,
biography, &e., is usually prepaved by the priuter, being ¢ condensation from the accounts in the newspapers. It is then necessary to add
the “copy of verses.” Many of these are elearly by the same hand, probabl y ome of the five or six well-knpwn authors; who nlso chaunt
their own verses in the streets. And with regard t6 this matter—< Time being the essence of the contraet,””—it must also be noted that
niany of the most popular « Death-verses ™ being composed on the spur of the moment for the pm-{l:-sa of being sung while all the town is
ringing with the event, all nicetics of rhyme, metre, and orthography have to e ubterly disvegarded.  “ T gets,” says one of the fraternity,
“I gefs o shilling a copy for the verses writlen by the wietohed culprit the night previous to his execution”” ¢ And T y"" says another, *did
the helegy on Rush, T didn't write it to horder; T knew that they would want o copy of verses from the wretched culprit.  And when the
publisher read it; “fhat's the thing for the streets,’ he says, But'I only gota shilling for it."" ¢ It's the same poet as does "em all,” Says
a third authority, “and the same fip: 90 more nor o bob for nothing.”  This was paltry pay under any cireumstances, but still more =0
when we find thati in the case of the chief modern murders these  Executian Ballads * eommanded @ most enormous sale, thus :

OF Rush's mueder ., ,............. 2,600,000 copies Of the Five Pirates (Flowery Land).. 290,000 copies:
Of the Mannings ,...... ...... 2,500,000 |, OF Mallav .oty v daniiianasso. 280000 U,
Of Courveisier .......coe.o.... .. 1,666,000 , Of Constance Kent (trial only) .. .... 130,000 .,
OF \Grosnaten ... . o hviesivce sons ceee LG30,000 Of Jeffery (1866). . ... SR ladabeer gt e #0,000

Of Cordér (Maria Martin) ........ 1,166,000 Of Forward (Ramsirate) .. ... . seeis 80,000

So that the printers and publishers of  Gallows” Litevature in genoral, and  The Seven Dials Press” in prarticulor, must have reaped
a golden harvest for many a long day, even when sold to the strect-folks at the low vate of 3d. per long dozen.  Mr. W, 8. Fortey, the
suceessor of the late celebrated Jemmy Catnach, stated to us duving a recent conversution with him on the sile numiber of modem dying
speeches.  #“Well, 7 never in sy time printed so many as 7 did of the Five Pivates of the Flowery Land, and Tsold them at the rafe of
3,000 copies per hour, and did altogether 90,000,—that was my share. What the others did of course T can't say., I lmow T got o new
machine out of the job!—which we now cull the © Pirafes,” ¢r sometimes “The Flowery Land.™®  Mr. Fortey furthermore informed us
that his shave of the “ Fxecution Papers” of rvevent popular murders was as follows :—Mtiller, 84,000 ; Constant Kent, 15,000 ; Jettery,
10,000 Forward, 5,000, M. Fortey's trade announcement runs thus: —* The Catnach Press.” (Established 1513.)  William 8. Fortey,
}!nte A, Ryle, successor to the late J. Catuach, Printer, Publisher, and Wholesale Btationer, 2 and 3, Monmouth Cowrt, Seven Dials,
sondon, W.C. The cheapest and greatest variety in the trade of large coloured penny books s halfpenny coloured hooks ; farthing hooks;
penny and halfpenny panoramas ; sehool books 5 penny and halfpenny sone hooks ; memorandum: hooks i poetry cards; lotteries; ballads
(4.000 sorts) and hymns; valentines; !!L'riptllﬂ‘. shects; Clristmas picces ; Twelfth-night chawoters; earols; hook and sheet almanacks ;
envelopes, note paper, &e., &e. W, 8. Fortey begs to inform his friends and the publie generally, that atter 19 years' service, he has
succceded to the business of his late employers (A. Ryle and Co.), and intends carrying on the: sime, trusting that his long experience
will be 0 yecommendation, and that no exertion shall be wanting on his part to mexit a contimuance of thoso favours that have been so
liberally bestowed on that establishment doving the last 46 years,

As far as can he ascertained, the sale of Broad-sheets in the Mannings and Rush's case fur execed that of an y now hefore us.  Even
hat of Miiller did not amount to more than two hundred and eighty thousand copies —though no modern murder ever surpassed it in
atrocity, or in the profound interest which it excited throughout Englind. And this difference is no doubt to he explained by the fact that
since Mannings and Rush’s day the daily penny tiewspapers have almost forestalled the © Dying Specches and confessions "—with or without
the * copy of verses ”—hy giving a full acconnt of the different enormities in nll their minute and hidenus details, The farce of publie
opinio, too, thus exerted through the Press, has been broughtto bear on the question of erime, and much of the morbid sympathy whicl found
expression in the case of such a monster as Rush, had died away in 1864, when detectives tracked Muller across the Atlantic, md broughs
him back to be hanged by an English hangman, in the presence of an Englsh mob, To every one of the murderers, Constance Kent at

* 4 The Pope, God blass him ! he's been the best friend T've had since Rush: Then Cardinal Wiseman, They shod me, siv.”  * TFha's they I “ Why
the Popoand Cardinal Wiseman. I call my clothes ufter them I earn monsy by to buy them with, My shoes I call Pope Pius; my trowsers and braces,
Caleraft ; my waisteont And shirt, Jael Denny ; and my cont, Love Letters, A'man must show n sonse of gratitudein the best woy he can.—Exrentixce or
A Runyiso Patvenen.—Mayhew's London Labour aiid the London Poor.
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Road hill house, Jeffory, Forward, at Ramsgate, and the Pirates of the Flowery Land,”—one and all alike,—stern justice is meted out
with inflexible severity, The wretched girl who at Salishury confessed her erime to the jndge, makes no excuse for her guilt, but tells only
of the intolerable remorse that would give her no rest—
My infant brother so haunted me,
I not one moment could happy be ;
And if for the murder they d)o me try,
I declare T'm guilty, and deserve to die.”

¢ Seonndrels,” * malefictors,” “villains,” nre the gentlest names for this Newgate gallery, and the gallows in every caso is promised, with
a sort of grim satisfiction that angurs strongly for a deep popular belief in the justice of those solemn words, © Whoso sheddeth man's
blood, by man shall his blood be shed.”

With the recent Act of Parliament abolishing the execution of criminals in sight of the public. Halfpenny and penny newspapers,
and the capriciousness of Home Secretaries, the Dying Speech tvade has in its turn reeeived its death-blow. Sill old memories and
customs yet cling to the “ Affectionate Copy of Verses."—“The (cooked) Love Letters” and  Confessions "'—made only by the
Street-Pafterer, and are found snffieiently remunerative to author, printer, publisher, and vendor—But for Trs Day Oxgy !

- — -

The following is the ﬂt)']c of “gag " and “ patter™ of & man formerly well-known in the
“ Dials"" as “Tragedy Bill "—* Now, my friends, here you have, Just printed and published, a
full, true, and pertickler account of the life, trial, characfes, confession, behaviour, condemnation,
and hexecution of that unfortunate malefactor, Richard Wilbyforce, who was hexecuted on Monday
last, for the small charge of one ha'penny, and for the most horrible, dreadful, and wicked murder
of Samuel—I means Sarah S]{riggens, a lady’s maid, young, tender, and handsome. You have hore
every pertickler, of that which he did, and that Whi{‘.‘i} he didn't. It's the most foul and horrible
murrsylcr that ever graced the annals of British history (%) Here, my customers, you may read his
hexecution on the fatal scaffold.  You may also read how he met his vietim in a dark and lonesome
wood, and what he did to her—for the small charge of a liw'penny ; and, further, you read how he
brought her to London,—after that ecomes the murder, which is worth all the money. And you
read how the ghost :len?urecl to him and then to her parents. Then comes the capture of the
willain ; also the trial, sentence, and hexecution, showing how the ehost was in the net of pulling
his leg on one side, and the  old gentleman” a pulling on the other, waiting for his vietim Sl]'ny
good friends excuse my tears {) But as Shakspeare says, ‘ Murder most fonl and unnatural,’ but
yow'll find this move foul and nnnatural than that or the ¥'other—for the small charge of a ha'penny !
‘es, my custoniers, to which is added a copy of sevene and beautiful werses, pious and immoral, as
wot he wrote with his own blood and skewer the night after—I mean the night before his hexecu-
tion, addressed to youug men and women of all eexes—1I beg pardon, but I mean classes my friends
its nothing to laugh at), for T can tell you the werses is made three of the hard-heartedest things
ory as never was-—to wit, that is to say namely—a overseer, a broker, and a policeman.  Yes, my
friends, I sold twenty thonsand copies of them this here morning, and could of sold twenty thousand
more than that if I could of but kept from erying—only a ha'penny '—but I'll read the werses,

Come all you blessed Christians dear, I left the town all in the night,
That's i-tender, kind, and free, ‘When her ghost in burning fire,
While T & story do relate Saying, ““ Richard,” I am still with yon,
OF a dreadful tragedy, ‘Whenever you refive.—
Whicn happened in Tondon town, & Only a ha'pewiy !
As yon :sllm‘ll all be told ;
But when you hear the horrid deed
"Iwill make your blood run cold.— And justice follow'd every step,
Fay the small eharge of a ha'peany ! ’]_‘hough often I did ery :

And the cruel Judge and Jury
Condemned me for to die.

“T'was in the merry month of May, And in a cell as cold as death,
When my true fove T did meet’; I always was afraid,
She look'd all like an angel bright, For Sarah she was with me,
So beantiful and sweet. Althou% I killed her dead.—
I told her Tloved her mueh, r the small eharge of a ha'pesny !

And she could not say nay ;
"Twas then T strung her tender heart,
And led herall astray.— My tender-hearted Christians,
Only a hapenny ! e warned by what I say,
And never prove unkind or false
-To-any sweet la’-dy,

I brouglit her up to London town, Though some there, who wickedness
To make her my dear wife ; Oft leads "em to go astray;

But an evil spirit tempted me, | So pray attend to what you hear,
Aud so T took her hife! | And a warning take I pray.
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OF |
SIR JOHN OLDCASTLE
/ oot} ,_,J _/' e R — — AT el ]
AT THE
INT S ©W7 G ALILO W S *
>
AT '
ST. GILES'S IN THE FIELDS, )
ON
THE 19:vx OF DECEMBER, 1417
THE 19ys OF DECEMBER, 1417. |
Who was Hang'd as a Traytor, and Burnt as a Heretick. )

At the beginning of the reign of Henry V., And the King set a thousand Marks upon Sir John 'l
about the year 1413, the anger of the clergy was Oldeastle’s head, with a promise of great Privileges to |
excited against the ZLollards, and they fabricated a any town that should deliver him up. An Indictment - J
report of a pretended conspiracy among them, headed of High Treason was found against Sir John in the il |
by Sir John Oldeastle, or, as he was called by courtesy, King’s Bench, for conspiring the Death of the King, i
Lord Cobham, in his wife’s right. the Subversion of the Established Religion and Govern- _ ]

Lord Cobham has the henour of being the first ment, and Levying War, whereupon he was outlawed. _ |
author and the first martyr among the nobility of Sir John Oldeastle was near being surprised in - H
England. He was a man of considerable matural the neighbourhood of St. Alban’s, at a farmhonse i
abilities, proficient in literature, of a ready wit, and belonging to the Abbot of that town, anno 1417 ; for il (1]
skilled in the affairs of the cabinet or in the field. In | the Abbot being informed Sir John lay concealed at one Lol
his love for philosophy, he had perused the writings of | of his Tenants, sent some of his servants, in the night, |
Wickliffe, and in so doing unconsciously absorbed the | tobeset the house, and though they missed of Sir John, || il
leaven of evangelical and spiritual religion. When they seized some of the principal men of his party. ¢ ﬂ
persuaded of the truth of those doetrines he enrolled | They found also several religious Books, adorned with | 1
himself as a disciple, and did all in his power for their | paintings, which the Zollards esteeming superstitions, i 4
spread, both by his: gifts and personal effoits. He cut off the Heads of the Figures, and also erased the e
transcribed the works of Wickliffe ; he supported various I Names of the Saints out of the Litanies; they also ; i
preachers, and became the acknowledged leader of the | found seandalons Papers in Dishonour of the blessed | ‘|
rising reformation. The hostility of the church was, | Virgin. These Books were sent over to the King into '
of course, an inevitable result, ‘ Normandy, and by him returned to the Archbishop. ] !

Sir John being convicted of heresy, the Arch- Upon the occasion the Zollurds were loudly ALY
bishop waited upon the King, and gave him an account | disclaimed against at St. Paul's Cross, and a tragical { '.i
of the proceedings against him, and moved his Majesty | Reprosentation made ot the Matter, and not long aftee s
that the execution might be respited for 50 days, which | Sir John Oldeastle was taken in Powis Lands in Wales. IQ
was readily granted by the King, as well as the Arch- He stood upon his Defence, fought those that came to [
bishops, being desirous to preserve Sir John Oldeastle, J apprehend him, and refused to snrrender his Person till 31 I

Sir John before the fifty days expired, made his he was wounded and disabled. [4 ‘]
escape out of the Tower, and endeavoured to secure ‘ Sir John Oldcastle having been outlawed upon |
himself by making an insurvection. To this purpose an Indietment for High Treason, for that he with divers
he wrote letters to his friends, to engage their Party, others called Zollards, to the number of Twenty ‘| .
and make them ready for the Field, to surprise the Thousand, had assembled themselves at St. Giles's in AL
King, and overturn the Government. | the Fields, levyed War, and conspired the Death of the ||

The King being apprised of the danger, on the ' King and the Subversion of the Religion and Govern- il |[
6th of January, 1414, removed from Eltham to his | ment established, and standing also excommunicated for oy
palace at Westminster, hub without any appearance of | Heresy, he was brought before the Parliament on the 4 B
alarm. The Rebels were just upen the execution of 18th of December, 1417, and it being demanded what | ||l_
their design, being drawn together by Sir John Acton, he had to say why Execution should not be awarded I8 L
Knight, John Brown, Esq., and John Beverly, a priest, against him according to Law, he ran out into u Dis- |
in Ficket-field, on the backside of St. Giles’s; hither course foreign to the matter, concerning the Merey of || I
they came in the dead of night, expecting to join their God, &e., whereupon the Chief Justice required him to '
General, Sir John Oldeastle. answer direetly, if' he had anything to object against M us

The King came into the field before Day, where the Legality of the Process; he replyed, Ae ovuld not ( I
several of the Rebels, mistaking their party, fell in own them for his judges, as long as his Soveretgn Lord . i
with the King's forces; and it being demanded whither King Richard waes lving in Seotland. Upon this ol
they were going, they answered, to my Lord Cobham. Answer a Rule was made for his Execution, #/z., That
The King, to prevent their getting together, had ordered | . he should be carried back to the Tower, and from thence il
the City Gates to be shut and gnarded, without which drawn through London to the New Gallows at St ‘
precaution ‘tis thought the Londoners would have | Giles’s in the Fields, and there be hanged, and burnt g
reinforced their party to a very formidable body, but hanging, which Sentence was exeented with Rigour. u
being disappointed of this succour they soon dispersed, He was hanged as a Traytor, and burnt as a Heretick. l
and several of them were killed or taken prisoners. |” _
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The DYING SPEECHES and EXECUTION
of John Ballard, priest ; Anthony Babing-
ton, Hsq.; John Savage, Gent.; Robert

Barnwell, Gent.;

Chidiock Titchborne,

Eisq.; Charles Tilney and Edward Abing-

ton, Gent.

(Seven of the Conspirators

against Queen Elizabeth) for High Treason

On the 20th of September, 1586, a Gallows being
set up on purpose in St. Giles’s Ficlds, where they
us'd to meet, these seven were drawn thither to their
Execution.

John Ballard, the Priest, the prineipal Conspira-
tor, confess'd, that he was guilty of those things for
which he was condemned, but protested they were
never enterprised by him upon any hope of preferment,
but only, as he said, for the advancement of true
Religion. He craved pardon and forgiveness of all
persons, to whom his doings had been any scandal, and
so made an end; making his prayers to himself in
Latin, not asking her Majesty forgiveness, otherwise
than if he had offended.

Anthony Babington, Esq., also confessed, That he
was come to die) ns he had deserved ; howbeit that he
(as Ballard before) protested thai he was not led into
those' actions upon hope of preferment, or for any
temporal respect; nor had ever attempted them. TFor
his wife, he said, she had good friends, to whose con-
sideration he would leave her: And thus he finished,
asking Her Majesty forgiveness, and making his prayers
in Latin:

John Savage, Gent., confessed his guilt, and said (as
the other two before) that he did attempt it, for that in
conscience he thought it a deed meritorious, and a
common good to the weal publick, and for no private
preferment.

Robert Barnwell, Gent, confessed that he was made
acquainted with their Drifts, but denied that ever he
consentfed, or could be in conscience persuaded that it
was a deed lawful. T crave forgiveness: if the sacrifice
of my body might estublish her Majesty in the true
religion, T would most willingly offer it up. Then he
prayed to himself in Latin.

Chichock Titchbone, Esq., began to speak as followeth,
viz., Countrymen and my dear Friends, you expeet I
should speak something; I ama bad Orator, and my
text is worse: It were in vain to enter into the
diseourse of the whole matter for which T am brought
hither, for that it hath been revealed hevetofore, and is
well known fo the maost of this company ; let me be a
warning to all young gentlemen; espeeially gonerosis
adviesceniuits 1 bud a fviend, and a dear friend, of
whom T made no small account, whose friendship hath
bronght me fo this; he told me the whole matter, T
cannot deny, as they had laid it down to be done; but
I always thought it impions, and denied to be a dealer
in it; but the regard of my friend caused me to be a
man in whom the old proverb was verified; 1 was
silent, and s~ consented. Before this thing chanced,

28 2

we lived together in most flourishing estate; of whom
went report in the Strand, Fleet street, and elsewhere
about London, but of Babington and Titchbone 2 No
threshold was of force fo brave our entry. Thus we
lived, and wanted nothing we could wish for; and God
knows, what less in my head than matters of State?
Now give me leave to declare the miseries T sustained
after I was acquainted with the action, wherein T may
justly compare my estate to that of Adam’s, who could
nct abstain one thing forbidden, to enjoy all other
things the world conld afford ; the terror of conscicnee
awaited me. After I consider’d the dangers whereinto
I was fallen, I went to Siv John Peters, in Essex, and
appointed my horses should meet me at London, inten-
ding to go down into the country. 1 came to London,
and there heard that all was bewrayed; whereupon,
like Adam, we fled into the woods to hide onrselves,
and there werve apprehended. My dear conntrymen,
my sorrows may be your joy, yet mix your smiles with
tears, and pity my case. This done, he prayved first in
Latin, and then in English, asking Her Majesty, and
all the world, heartily, forgiveness, and that he hoped,
stedfastly, now at this his last hour, his faith would not
tail.

Charles Tilney said, I am o Catholick, and believe in
Jesus Christ, and by his Passion 1 hope to be saved ;
and I confess I ean do nothing without him, which
opinion all Catholicks firmly heold. He prayed in Lutin
tor himself, and after he prayed for Queen Elizabeth,
that she might live long; and warned all youug wentle-
men, of what degree or calling soever, to take wurning
by him.

Edward Abington said, I come hither to die, helding
all points firmly that the Catholick Church doth; and
for the matters whereof I am condemned, 1 conliss all,
saving the death of Her Mujesty, to the which [ never
consented. He feared, as he said, great bloodshed in
England before it were long.

Ballard was first exeented. He was cut down and
bowell'd with great cruelty while he was alive.
Babington beheld Ballard's execution without being in
the least daunted; whilst the rest tuimed away their
faces, and fell to prayers upon their knees. Babington
being taken down from the gallows alive too, and ready
to be cut up, he eried alond several times in Latin.
Parce mihi Domine Jesu, spare or forgive me O Lord
Jesus!  Savage broke the rope, and fell down from the
gallows, and was presently seized on by the Executioner,
his privities cut off, and his bowels taken out while he
wasalive. Barnwell, Titchborne, Tilney, and Abington
were executed with egual eruelty.
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The DYING SPEECHES and EXECUTION
of Thomas Salisbury, Henry Donn, Edward

Jones,

John Charnock, John Travers,

Robert Gage, Jerome Bellamy, for ngh
Treason, the 2lst of September, 1586.
Being drawn to the place of Execution.

Thomas Salisbury, Esq., since it hath
pleased God to .quumt this place for my
end, I thank his infinite goodness for the
same; I confess that T have deserved death,
and that I have offended her Majesty, w hom
to forgive me I heartily bescech, with all
others whom I have any way offended ; I
desire all true Catholicks to pray for me,
and I desive them, as I beseech God they
may, to endure with patience whatsoever
shall be laid upon them, and never to enter
into any action of vmkncv for remedy.
Thus done, he eried in English and Latin,
Father, forgive me.

Henry Donn, Yeoman, said, Do the people
expect | should say any thmtr? I was
acquainted, I confess, with their practices,
but I never did intend to be a dealer in
them: Babington oftentimes requested me
to be one, and said, for that he loved me
well, he would hostuw me in one of the best
‘utuma which should have been the deliver "
of the quvu of Seots, to which T could not
for a long time agree; at length, by many
urgent persuasions he won me, so as I told
him I would do my best : And being asked,
as he was ascending the ladder, whether he
thought it lawful to kill her A ajesty : He
au-«nvwd No, no. No soul was more
SOITOW Ful than his, nor none more sinful ;
and prayed for her Majesty, wishing she
might live in all happiness, and after this
11&* be eternized in everlasting bliss; and
so he prayed in Latin and English.

Edward Jones said, I come hither to die,
but how rightfully God knows; for thus
stands my case: At Trinity Term last, My
Salisbury made me acquamted with their

purposes ; and for that he knew me to be
well horsed, he thought me as fit as any to
attempt the delivery ut the Queen of Seots,
and requested me to be one ; which T uttuly
denied, altogether misliking their practices,
and pvrsuadum him, by what means T might,
from it ; and told 111111 this was the luuﬂht}
and ambitious mind of Anthony Babington,
which would be the destruction of himself
and friends, whose company I wished him
to refrain; and for that I would have him
oub of his company ; I have divers times
lent him money, and p'mnnd my chain and
jewels to buy Tiim necessarvies to go into the
country, and so concluded with his prayers,
first in Latin, and then in English, that the
people lmght better understand what he
prayed.

John Charnock and John Travers having
their minds wholly fixt on prayer, recom-
mended themselves to God and  the Saints.
Gage extolled the Queen’s great grace and
bount\ to his father, and detested his own
1)(’.‘1{1(110115 ingratitude towards his Princess.
And Jerome Bu]lum}', with confusion and
deep silence, suffered last.

The Queen being informed of the severity
used in the exeeuntions the day before, and
detesting such cruelty, gave express orders
that these should be used more favour: ably ;
and accordingly they were permitted to hang
till they were quite dead before they were
cut down and bowell’d.

THEIR C(HARACTERS.

The Conspirators were most of them
gentlemen of good families, whom nothing
but the specious pretence of religion could
probably have prevailed upon to turn affairs.
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THE EXECUTION OF BALLARD, &c.

The history of the plot in which Ballard, Babbington, Tichbourne, and others, were
engaged in 1586, is well known. The subsequent ballad, by the celebrated Thomas Deloney,
(his initials T.D. being at the conclusion of it) was no doubt printed immediately after the
execution of the ‘ fourteen most wicked traitors,” on the 20th and 21st September. At the 1
top of the broadside are woodeuts of fourteen heads, but they are not likenesses, but merely
engravings which the printer happened to have in his possession, and which had been already :
used for Hill's work on Physiognomy, and perhaps for other publications requiring illustra-

tions. *

A proper new Ballad, breofely declaring the Death and Ezeoution of 14 most wicked Traitors, who suffered death in
Lingolnes Inne Fielde, nesre London » the 20 and 21 of September, 1586.

TO THE TUNE OF ' WEEP, WEEP.”

Resoxce in hart, good people all,
Sing praise to God on hye,

Which hath preserved us by his power
From traitors tirgnny ;

Whieh now have had their doe desarts,
In London lately seen ;

And Ballard was the first that died,
For treason to or Queene.

O praise the Lord with hart and minde,
ing praise with voices cleare ;
Seth traitorous erne, have had theie due
To quaile their partener’s cheere.

Next Babington, that eaitife vilde,
Was hanged for his hier;

His carcasse likewise quartered,
And hart cast in the fier.

Wis ever seen such wicked troopes
Of traytors in this land,

Against the pretious woord of truthe,
And their good Queene to stand *

Oh praise, &e.

But heer heholde the vage of Rome,
The fruits of Popish plants;
Beholde and see their wicked woorks,
Which all gnod meaning wants:
For Savage also did receave
Like death for his desert,
Whigh in that wicked enterprise
Should then have doon kis part.
O praise, &e.

O cursed catifes, void of grace,
Will nothing serve your turne,
But to behold your euntries wrack,
In malice while you burne?
And Barnwell thou, which went to view
Her grace in each degree,
And howlier life might be dispateht,
Thy death we all did see.
0 praise, &e.

John Ballavd Preest,
Anthony Babington.
John Savage.
Robert Barnwell,

|

The names of 7 Traitors which were executed on Tuesday, being
the xx of September, 1586,

Chodicns Techburne. |

Charles Tilney. ! Henry Dun.

Edward Abbington.

Coufounding shame fall to their shace,
And hellish tormentssting,

That to the Lords annointed shall
Devise so vile a thing.

0O Techburne, what bewitched thee
To have such hate in store,

Against our good and gratious Queene,
That thou must dye therefore ?

0 praise, &e.

What gaine for traitors can returne,
[T they their wish did win ?
Or what preferment should they get,
By this their trecherous sinne ?
Thouzh forvaine power love treason well,
The traitors they dispise,
And they the first that should sustaine
‘he smart of their devise
O praise, &e.

What canse had Tilney, traitor stout,
Or Abbington likewise,

Aguainst the Lords annointed thus
Such mischeef to devise?

But that the Devill inticed them
Such wicked woorks to tender ;

For which these seven did suffer death,
The twentith of September.

O praise, &c.

Seven more the next day following
Were drawen from the Tower,

Which were of their confederates
"T'o dye that instant hower :

T'he first of them was Salsburie,
And next to him was Dun,

Who did complaine most eavnestly
Of proud young Babington.

0 praise, &e.

Both lords and knights of hye renowne
He ment for to displace,

And likewise all the towers and townes
And cities for to race;

So likewise Jones did much complaine
Of his detested pride,

And shewed how lewdly he did Jive
Before the time he died.

O praise, &e.

|

Thomas Salsbury.

Edward Jhones,
John Travers.

Then Charnock was the next in place
'ﬁo taste of bitter death ;
Aud praying nnto holy saints
He left his vitall broath.
And in like maner Travers then
Did suffer in that place,
And fearfully he left his life,
With crossing brest and face,
O praise, &e.

Then Gage was stripped in his shit,
Who up the lather went,
And sought for to exeuse him selfe
OFf treasons falee intent,
And Bellamie the last of nll
Did suffer death that daye ;
Unto which end God bring all snch
As wish our Queenes decay.
O praise, &e.

O faulee, and foule disloyull men,
What person would suppose

That elothes of velvet and of silke
Should hide such mortall foes ?

Or who would think such hidden hate
Tu men so fuir in sight,

But that the Dexill eun turne him selfe
Into an angell bright,

pruise, &e.

But soveraigne Queene, liave thou no care,
For God, which knoweth all,
Will still maintaine thy voyall state,
And give thy foes a full.
And for thy Grase thy subjects all
Will make their praiers still,
That never traitor in this land
May lave his wicked will,
O praise, &,

Whose glorious diies in England heere
The mighty God maintaine,

That long nnto thy subjects joye
Thy Grace may rule and raigne,

And, Lord, we pray, for Cliristes sake,
That all thy secret foes

May come o nanght, which seeke thy life
And Englands lasting woes,

O pruise the Lord with hart & minde, &o.

| I'he names of the other vii which were excented on the next

day after.

John Charnock.
Robert Gage,
Harmun HDellamy,

Finis. T.D.
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rivately printed for Lord Francis Egerton) p. 149,

THE EXECUTION OF LUKE HUTTON.

A uacr by Luke Hutton, of which there werve two editions, the first without date, and the last in 1638, is very well known, and an
ageount of it may be found in the Bridgewater Catalogue,
that Futton was the author of an earlier production, called his “ Repentanoc.”  H i ;
breaker, who, being condemned and purdoned, dedicated sm affocted piece of contrition to Lord Chief Justice Popham ; and on subse-

? Hence it appears also
He seems to have been o highwayman and house-

gquent liberation, returned to his old courses, sand was hanged at York in 1598,  Whether what follows, or indeed anything that goes | :r
undar his name, weve veally written by him is very questionable. ® i
R Solmsione: Tl el = = == |

Luke Hutton’s Lamentation: which he wrote the ds,% before his death, being condemned to be |
Hanged at Yorke this last Assises for his robberies and trespasses committed. i

!

TO THE TUNE OF ** WANDERING AND WAVERING. .

I ant o poore prisoner condemued to dye, [ There did 1 lye with a grieved minde, 1

Ah woe is me, woe is me, for my great folly !
Fast fettved in yrons in place where I lie,

Be warned yong wantons, hemp passeth green holly.

My parents were of good degree,

By whom I would not counselled be.

Lovd Jesu forgive me, with merey releeve me,
Receive, () sweet Saviour, my spirit unto thee,

My name is Hutton, yen Luke of bad life,
Al woe is me, woe is me, for my great folly !
Which on the high way did rob man and wife,
Be warned yong wantons, &e.
Inticed by many o gracelesse mate,
Whose connsel I repent too late.
Not twentie yoeres old, alas; was I,
Al woe is me, woe is me, &,
When I begun this fellonie.
Be warned yong wantons, &e.
With me went still twelve yeomen fall,
Which I did my twelve Apostles call.

Theve was no squire nor harron bold,
Al woe is me, woe is me, for my great folly !
That rode the way with silver or gold,
Be warned yong wantons, &e.
But I and my twelve Apostles gaie
Would lighten their load ere they went away.
This newes proeured my kins-folkes griefe,
Al woe is me, woe is me !
They hearing I was a famous theefe,
Be wirned yong wantons.
They wept, they wailde, they wrong their hands,
That thus I should hazard life and lands,
They mude me a jaylor a little before,
Al woe, &¢.
To keep in prison offenders store ;
Be warned, &i.
But such a jaylor was never none,
I went and let them ont everie one.

I wist their sorrow sore grieved me,
Ah, woe is me, &e.
Such proper men should hanged be,
Be warned yong, &e.
My office ther I did defie,
And ran away for company.
Three yeeres I lived upon the spoile,
Ah woe is me, &e.
Giving many a earle the foile,
Be warned yong, &c.
Yet never did I kil man nor wife,
Though lewdly long T Ted my life.
But all too bad my deedes hath been,
Al woe is me; &e,
Ottending my country and my good queene,
Be wamned yong, &e.
All men in Yorke-shire talke of me;
A stronger theefe there could not be.
Upon 8, Lukes day was 1 borne,
Al WO, &e.
Whom want of graee hath made a scorne,
Be war, &e.
In honor of my bivth day then,
I robd in a bravery nineteen men.
The country weary to heave this wronge,
Al woo is me, &e.
With huse and exies pursude me long,
Be war, &e.
Though long T seapt, vet loe at last,
London, T was in Newaate cust,

¥ Oup Bavriavs, Edited by J. Payne Collier, Esq,,_F.S.A.—che Perey Society.
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Lord, &c

Lord, &e.

Lord, &o

Lord, &e,

Lord, &e.

Lord, &e.

Lovd, &e.

Lord, &e

Lord, &e

Lord, &e.

Alt woe is me, &e.
Although the keeper was gentle and kinds,
Be warned yong, &o.
Yet was he not so kinde as I,
To let me be at libertie.
At last the shiritfe of Yorke-shive came,
Ah woe is me, &e.
And in a warrant he had my name.
Be warned yong, &e.
Said he at Yorke thon must be tride,
With me therefore hence must thou ride.

Like pangues of death lis words did sonnd :
Ah woe is me, &e.
My hands and armes full fast he hound.
Be wimed, &e.
Good sir, quoth T, T had rather stay,
I have no heart to ride that way.
When no entreaty might prevaile,
Ah woe is me, &c.
I calde for beere, for wine and ale ;
Be warned, &e.
And when my heart was in wofull case,
I drunke to my friends with a smiling face.

With elubs and staves [ was garded then ;
Al woe is me, &,

I never before had such waiting men
Be warned, &c.

If they had ridden before amaine,

Beshrew me if T hind cald them againe.

And when into Yorke thet T was come,
Ah, &e.

dach one on me did passe their doome ;
Be war, &e.

And whilst vou live this sentence noté,

Evill men can never have good report,

Before the judwes when T was brought,
Ah woe 1s me, &, r

Bo sure 1 liad a carefull thonght,
Be, &e.

Nine score inditements and seaventeene

Against me there was read and seeno.

And ench of these was fellony found,
Al woe is me, &, g

Which did my heart with sorrow wound.
Bl.'! &o.

What should T heerein longer stay,

For this I was condemned that day.

My death each houre I do attend ;
Ah woe is me,

In llrnyvr and tears my time T spend :
He, &e.

And all my loving friends this day

1 do intreate for me to pray.

I have deserved long sinee to die :
Ah woe, &e.

A viler ginner livde not then I,
Be, &¢,

On friends T hopte my life to save,

But T am fittest for my grave.

Adue my loving friends, ¢ach one:

Al woo is me, woe is me, for my great folly !

Thinke on my words when I am gone,
Be warned yong wantons, &c,

When on the ladder you shall me view,

Thinke I am neever heaven then you.

Finis.
Printed at London for Thomas Millington, 1598, |.'| ]
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EXECUTION OF THE CONSPIRATORS

On Thursday, the 30th of J‘umaly, IGl}u, Su L\cmrd Dl“‘bV Rubert Winter, John Grant,
and Thomas Bates, were executed at the West End of E:t Paul’s ; and th(, next (Lly,
January 31, Thomas Winter, Ambrose Rookwood, Robert Keyes, and Guido Fawkes, were

executed i the Old 1’.11.100 Yard, over

lcrmnf-'t the Parliament House, \Veatmmater,

COH"-‘plla.tOl‘b in the Powder Plot.

The prisoners, after their condemnation and jude-
ment, being sent back fo the Tower, remained there till
the Thursday following, on which day four of them,
viz., Bir Bverard Digby, Robert Winter, John (mmt
and Thomas Bates, were drawn upon ﬂel"u and hur-
dles to a seaffold crected at the western eud of St.
Paul's churehyard. Great pains were taken in the city
to render the spectacle of the execution as impesing as

possible, Among other mrrangements made in order to
be préepared au-uinub any papulm tumult, a precept
issued from the Tord \IJ.\ or to the Alderman of each
ward in the eity, requiring him fo “ cause one able and
suffieient person, with a halbard in his hand, to stand
at the door of every several dwelling-housé in the open
street in the way that the traitors were to be drawn
towards the place of exeention; there to remain from
seven in the morning until the return of the Sheriff.”

Now these fonr above-named bleing drawn to the
seaffold, made on purpose for their exeeution, first went
up Digby, a man of goodly personage, and a manly
aspect; yet might a wary eye, in the change of his
countenanee, behold an 1w ud tear of de 1t11 for his
eolour grew pale and his eye heavy ; nr:t\\'it.lmtnuding
that he enforced himself to speak; as stontly as he could.
His speech was not long, and to Tittle -’rum] purpose,
only, that his belied conscience being but indeed a
blinded eonceit, had led him into this offence, which in
respeet of his religion, alias indeed idolatry, he held no
offence, but, in respeet of the law, he held an offence,
for which he asked forgiveness of God, of the King,
and the whole kingdom ; and so, with vam and super-
stitious crossing ut himself, betook him to his Latin
prayers, m!llllblll]f" to Inmsvlf. n—.l'usiug to have any
prayevs of any but of the Romish Catholics : went up
the ladder, snd with the help of the hangman, made an
end of his wicked days in this world

After him went Winter up the seaffold, where he used
few words to any effeet, without asking mercy of either
God or the King for his offences; went up the ladder,
and, making u few prayers to himself, staid not long for
his exeentioa.

After him went Grant, who abominably blinded with
his horrible idolatry, though he confessed his offence to
be heinous, yet wonld fain have exensed it by his con-
seience for religion; a bloody religion, to make so
bloedy a conscicnee ; but better that his blood, and all
such as he was, should be shed by the justice of the
law, than the blood of many thousands to have
been shed Ly his villainy, without law or justice.
Having use d a few idle words toill effect, he was, as his
fellows before him, led fo the halter; and so, after his
erossing of himself, to the last part of his tragedy.

Last of them came Bates, whe scemed sorvy for his
offence, und asked forgiveness of God and the King. and
of the whole kingdom; prayed to God for the preserva-
tion of them all, and, as he said, only for his love to his
master, drawn to forget his duty to God, his King, and
country, and thereéfore was now drawn from the Tower

2im-2

to St. Paul’s churehyard, and there hanged and quar-
tered for his treachery. Thus ended that day’s busi-
ness.

The next day, being Frid'n, were drawn from the
Tower to the old ]1.|11m- in Westminster, over against
the Parliasment House, Thomas Winter the younger
brother, Ambrose Rookwood, Robert Keyes, andl Guldo
Fawkes, the miner, justly called ¢ the Devil of the
Vault ;" for had lie not been a devil incarnafe, he had
never econceived so villainous a thought, nor been em-
ployed in so damnable an aetion. Winter first being
brought to the scaffold made little speech, but seeming
after a sort, as it were, sorry for his offence, and \'eL
crossing ]nmaelf' as 111011"11 those were words to put by
the devil's stoccadadoes, lm\ ing already made a wound
in his soul ; of which he had not yet a full feeling, pro-
testing to Lllc a true Catholie, as he s aid; with a very Im.lr'
and dead colour went up the ladder, and after a sw ing
or two with a halter, to the guartering-block was
drawn, and there quickly despatehed.

Next him came Rookwood, who made a speech of
somie longer time, confessing IIIH offence to God in seek-
ing to =]1rtl hlm’nl, and asking thevefore mevey of his
Divine Majesty ;—his offence to the King, of whose
majesty he likewise humbly asked forgiveness, and his
offence to the whole state, of whom in general he asked
forgiveness; beseeching God to bless the King, the
Queen, and all his I‘L'IT‘ll progeny, and that they mwllr
long live to reign in peace and happiness over this Iunfr-
dom. But last of all, to spoil oll the pottage with one
filthy weed. to mar this good praver with an ill conelu-
sion, he prayed God to make the King a Catholic, ot her-
wise a Papist, which God for his mervey ever forbid :
and so beseeching the King to be good to his wife and
children, protesting to die in his idolatry, a Romish
Catholie, he went up the ladder, and, hanging till he
was almost dead, was drawn to the block, where he save
his last gasp.

After him came Keyes, who like a desperate villain,
using little speech, with small ornp show of repentunce,
went stoutly up the ladder, where, not staying the hang-
man’s turn, he twned himself off with such a le ap, th.lt
with the swing he brake the halter, but, after his fall,
was drawn to the block, and there Was qmvkl\ divided
into four parts.

Last of all came the great devil of all, Fawkes, alias
Johnson, who should have put five to the powder. His
body being weak aith forture and sickness, he was
searce able to go np the ladder, but yet, with much ado,
by the help of the hangman, went ligh enough to break
his neck with the fall; who mude no long speccli, but
after a sort, sceming to be sorry for his offence, asked a
kind of forgiveness of the King and the state for his
bloody intent ; and with his crosses and idle ceremonies,
made his end upon the gallows and the block, to the
great joy of the beholders, that the lond was ended of
so wieked a villainy.
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EXECUTION of Sir WALTER RALEIGH,

Knight, av Westminster, on the 29th of October, Anno 16, Jucobi Regis, 1618,

Upon Wednesday, the 28th of Oectober,
anno dom. 1618, the Lieutenant of the
Tower, aceording to a warrant to him
directed, brought Sir Walter Raleigh from
the Tower to the King’s Bench Bar at West-
minster, where the record of his arraignment
at Winchester was opened, and it was de-
manded why execution should not be done
upon him according to law.

He began, in way of answer, to justify
his proceedings in the late voyage.

But the Lord Chief Justice told him, That
he was therein deceived, and that the opinion
of the Court was to the contrary.

Master Attorney General, requiring in the
King’s behalf, that execution might be done
on the prisoner, according to the aforesaid
judgment : the Sheriffs of Middlesex were
commanded for that purpose to take him
into their eustody, who presently carried
him to the Gatehouse.

From whenee, the next morning, between
the Sheriffs of Middlesex, Sir Walter Raleigh
was brought fo the old Palace Yard in
Westminster, where a large scaffold was
ervected for the execution.

Whereupon, when he eame, with a chear-
ful countenance, he saluted the Lords,
Knights, and gentlemen there present.

After whu,h, a proclamation was made for
silence, and he addressed himself to speak
in this manner.

I desire to be borne withal, for this is the
third day of my fever, and if T shall shew
any weakness, I beseech you fo attribute it
to my malady, for this is the hour in which
it 1s wont to come.

Then pausing a while, he sat, and directed
himself towards a window, where the Lord
of Arundel, Northampton, and Donecaster,
with some other Lords and Knights, sate,
and spake as followeth :

I thank God, of his infinite goodness, that
he hath brought me to die in the light, and
not in darkness; (But by reason that the
place wheére the Lords, &e., sat, was some
distance from the scaffold, that he perceived
they could not well hear him, he said) I will
stiain my voice, for I would willingly have
your honours hear me.

But my Lord of Arundel said, nay, we

will rather come down to the seaffold, which
he and some others did.

Where being come, he saluted them
severally, and then began again to speak as
followeth, »iz.

As I said, I thank God heartily, that he
hath brought me into the light to die, and
that he hath nof suffer’d me to die in the
dark prison of misery and cruel sickness;
and I thank God that my fever hath not
taken me at this time, as 1 prayed to God it
might not.

Then a proclamation being made, that all
men should depart the scaffold, he prepared
himself for death : giving away his hat, his
cap, with some money, to such as he knew
that stood near him.

And then putting off his doublet and
gown, he desired the Headsman to shew him
the A\ ; which not being suddenly bldllf(‘tl
unto him, he said, I pnihoc let me see it,
dost thou think that I am afraid of it ? S0
it being given unto him, he felt along upon
the edge of it, and smiling, spake unto M.
Sh(r.riﬁ saying, this is a sharp medicine, but
it is a phymemn that will eure all diseases.

Then going to and fro upon the scaffold
one very side, he intreated the company to
pray to God to give him strength.

Then having eudod his ~p(=odl, the Exe-
cutioner anelod down and asked him
forgiveness, which laying his hand upon his
shounlder he gave him.

Then being asked which way he would
lay himself on the block, he made answer,
and said, so the heart be straight, it is no
matter Wlneh way the head lieth ; so laying
his head on the block, his face bmug towards
the east, the Headsman throwing down his
own cloak, because he would not spoil the
prisoner’s gown, he giving the Headsman a
a sign when he should strike, by lifting up
his hands, the Executioner struck off his
head at two blows, his body never shrinking
nor moving ; his head wus shewed on each
side of the scaffold, and then put into a red
leather bag, and his wrought velvet gown
thrown over it, which was afterwards
conveyed away in a mourning coach of his

lady’s.
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A TR

The Sheriffs of London and Mld(l].GHf‘L
about nine o’clock in the morning, coming
to Newgate, and demanding their prisoner,
he was forthwith delivered to them, and put
into a sledge, and .drawn to the place of
execution, attended by a numerous guard,
and as great a number of spectators, of all
degrees and qualities, as have been seen on
such occasions. Tho’ he affected an air of
courage, yet something of sullenness and
reserve appeared in his countenance.

He employed the time he was drawing to
Tyburn in reading The Whole Duty of Man,
till he came within sight of the gallows, and
then he laid it by, and with lifted up hands
and eyes, addressed himself to Heaven, till
he eame beneath the tree, where he remained
about a quarter of an hour in the sledge;
before he ascended the cart that stood ready
for him, he desired the Sheriff to admit Dr.
Tenison to come to him ; and having deliver-
ed a paper to the Sheriff, the Doctor kneeled
down with the prisoner, and prayed with
him- about a quarter of an hour, during all
which time the prisoner preserved a becoming
and heroick countenance, little daunted with
the terror of that fate he was in view of;
but rising from his devotions, he pulled off
his cravat and hat, which he gave to his
servant who attended him, and had followed
him by the sledge-side, when kneeling down
himself, he prayed for a short time with
fervency and devotion, begging pardon of

;\Y;EOi{,
AT TYBURN,
On FRIDAY, the Twentieth of June, 1684.

his God for those mamfold and crying sins
he had been too often guilty of, and
concluded with a rvesignation of himself
to the God of heaven and earth, before
whose judgment seat he was forthwith
to appear, desiring that the whole world
would forgive him, with whom he hoped
to die in peace and charity. Having
thus ended these devotions, he again
stood up, and putting off his periwig, he had
a white cap delivered to him, which he put
on; and being soon ty’d up, the chief of
his discourse was addressed to a gentleman
who stood by him ; and after a short space,
holding up his hands, he again renewed his
prayers; his visage little changing all the
the time, till the very moment the cart drew
away ; the Executioner having pulled the
cap over his eyes, he continued his prayers
all the time, and even whilst he hung, as
long as life was in him; and he had the
command of his lips; after he had hung
about half an hour, and the Executioner had
divested him of his apparel, he was cut
down according to his sentence, his privy
members burnt, his head cut off, and shew'd
to the people as that of a traitor, his heart
and bowels taken out and committed to the
flames, and his body quartered into four
parts, which, with his head, was convey’d
back to Newgate, to be dispos’d of according
to his Majesty’s pleasure.

168




LIFE, TRIAL, & EXECUTION
WILLIAM NEVISON

THE HIGHWAYMAN, AT YORK GAOL.

William Nevison, the great robber of the north, was
born at Pomfret in Yorkshire, 1639, and his parents
being in good eircumstances, conferred upon him a
decent education. But he was badly disposed, and
commenced his depredations by stealing cash fo the
amount of £10 from his own father, then, taking a
saddle and bridle, hastened to the paddock and stole his
schoolmaster’s horse, and rode with all speed towards
London. Abont a mile or two from the capital he cut
the throat of the poor horse, for fear of defection.
Arrived in London he changed his name and clothes,
and commenced his wild eareer which at length brought
him to an untimely end.

In all his exploits, Nevison was tender to the fair
sex, and bountiful to the poor. He was also a true
loyalist, and never levied any contributions upon the
Royalists. His life was once spared by the royal
clemency. He then returned home, and remained with
his father until the day of his death. But soon after
returned to his former courses, his name became the
terror of every traveller on the road. He levied a
quarterly tribute on all the northern drovers, and in
return not only spared them himself, but protected them
against all other thieves, and the carriers who frequented
the read willingly agreed fo leave certain sums at such
places as he appointed, to prevent their being stripped
of them all,

After committing a robbery in London, about sunrise,

he rode his mare to York in the course of the day, and

appeared upcn the bowling green of that eity before
sunset. TFrom this latter circumstance, when brought
to trmal for the offence, he established an «lidi to the
satisfuction of the jury, though he was in reality guilty.
At length his erimes beeame so notorions, that a reward
was offered to any that would apprehend him. This
made many waylay him, espeeially two brothers
named Fletcher, one of whom Nevison shot dead. But
though he escaped for a time, he was afterwards appre-
hended in a public-house at Sandal-three-houses. near
Wakefield, by Captain Milton, sent fo' York gaol,
where on the 15th of Mareh, 1685, he was tried, con-
demned, and executed, aged forty-five.

BOLD NEVISON, the HIGHWAYMAN.

Did yon ever hear tell of that hero,
Bold Nevison that was his name ?
He rode about like a bold hero,
And with that he gained great fame.

He maintained himself like a gentleman,
Besides he was good to the poor;

He rode abous like a bold hero,
And he gain’d himself favour therefore.

2v

Oh the Twenty-first day of last month,
Proved an nnfortunate day ;

Captain Milfon was riding to London,
And by mischance he rode out of his way.

He call'd at Sandal-Houses by the road-side,
The one known by the sign of the Magpie,
There Nevison he sat a drinking,
And the Captain soon he did spy.

Then the eaptain did very soon send for,
And a constable very soon came;

‘With three or four men in attendance,
‘With pistols charged in the King’s name.

They demanded the name of this hero,
“ My name it is Johsons,” said he,

‘When the captain laid hold by his shoulder,
Saying, ©“ Wi Nuvisox thougoe th with me.’

Oh! then in this very same speech,
They hastened him fast away,

To a place called Swannington bridge,
A place where he used to stay.

They call'd for a tankard of good liquor,
It was the sign of the Black Horse,
Where there was all sorts of attendance,

But for Nevison it was the worst.

He call’d for a pen, ink, and paper,
And these were the words that he said :

“ 1’11 write for some boots, shoes, and stockings,
For of them T have very much need.”

"Tis now before my lord judge,
Oh! guilty or not do you plead ;
He smiled unto the judge and jury,
And these were the words that he said.

¢ 1 never robb’d a gentleman of twopence,
But what I gave half to be blest,

But guilty I've been all my life time,
So gentleman do as you list.

#It's when that I rode on the highway,
I've always had money in great store,
And whatever T took from the rich,
I freely gave to the poor.

“ But my peace [ have made with my Maker,
And to be with Him I'ready to draw;

8o here's adieu ! to this world and its vanities,
For I'm ready to suffer the law.”
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THE TRIAL & EXECUTION

JAMES LOWRY,

By the High Court of Admiralty, at the Old Bailey, on the 18th day of
February, 1752, and the

SEOSIONS GAOL DELIVERY.

Jumes Lowry was put to the bar and arraigned on an
indictment which set forth that he, James Lowry, late
commander of the merchant ship Molly, did, on the
24th day of December, in the 24th year of the reign of
his present Majesty, on board the said ship Molly, in
latitude 49 degrees, 50 minutes, cruelly and violently
assault, strile, and beat Kenith Hossick, a mariner, on
board the said ship, with a rope the thickness of one
inch and a half, over the back, loins, shoulders, head,
face, and temples; of which beatings, wounds, and
bruises he instantly died. To which indictment the
prisoner pleaded not guilty, and put himself upon his
country for his trial, To prove which several witnesses
were called. After which the prisoner was informed
that now was his time to make his defence.

The prisoner then said he had no witnesses as to the
fact, but that he thought the log-book would sufficiently
support what he had said in his defence, as that the
witnesses who had been produced against him had
sworn with halters about their necks, in order to sgcreen
themselves from their wicked acts of mutiny and piracy,
well knowing that if he escaped they musb be hanged.
And then called several persons to his character; who
gave him that of a quiet, humane, good-natured man.

The witnesses being all examined, the judge very
impartially summed up the evidence, and gave a most
excellent and learned charge to the jury, who with-
drew, and in about half an hour returned with a verdict,
finding the prisoner ** Guilty,” DEATH.

THE SESSIONS GAOL DELIVERY.

On the 19th began the sessions of goal delivery at
the same place, and continued till Wednesday, when
the following malefactors received sentence of death:
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James Hays, Richard Broughton, and James Davis, for
street. robbery; John Powney, for house-breaking ;
Bernard Angua, Thomas Fox, and Thomas Gale, for
forging a note of twenty-four guineas; Ann Lewis, for
forging a seaman's power of attorney; Antonio de
Rosa, for the murder of Mr. Fargues, at Hoxton;
Joseph Gerardino, for the murder of Christopher
Alboni; Thomas Huddle, for returning from trans-
portation ; John Andrews, for forgery ; and Ann Wil-
son, for the murder of Ann Ellard.

THE EXECUTION.

On the 25th Capt. Lowry was executed at Execution
Dock, pursuant to his sentence in the High Court of
Admiralty, upon which oceasion was the greatest con-
course of spectators that ever was known; and though
some of the meanest of the populace were ignorant
and impudent enough to insult him as he was carried
through the streets in a carf, he behaved with great
temper, composure of countenance, and with a manly
as well as Christian courage. He declared himself
innocent of any intention of murder: said that he had
just reason to punish the person for whose death he was
to suffer; and that he gave no more than five or six
stripes at the most, with the end of a rope; and that
he believed his death was occasioned by drinking ex-
cessively of rum just before he ordered him to be tied
up. On the place from whenee he was turned off, he
asked the officer in waiting, “ If he had not a reprieve
His body
was carried directly down the water and hung upon a

for him ?'” and =aid he forgave his enemies

gibbet in the gallions below Woolwich, on the river
Thames.
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THE TRIAL, CONFESSION, AND EXECUTION

JOHN SWAN AND ELIZABETH JEFFRYES,

Who were found guilty at Chelmsford Assizes for the murder of
Mr. Joseph Jeffryes, at Walthamstow, in Essex, on the
3rd of July, 1752.

THE TRIAL.

On Tuesday, March 10th, 1752, at the Assizes at
Chelmsford, a bill of indictment was found by the
Grand Jury for petit treason, against John Swan, for
the eruel and wicked murder of his late master, Mr
Joseph Jeffryes, of Walthamstow, in the county of
Essex, and against Elizabeth Jeffryes, spinster, niece of
the deceased, for being, aiding, helping, abetting, assis-
ting, comforting, and maintaining him, the said John
Swan, to commit the said murder.—GUILTY DEATH.

THE CONFESSION:

On Thursday, the day after her conviction, Miss
Jeffryes made a confession, That what Mathews had
swore was true, except thav part of his being in the
house at the time the pistol went off : And that she had
had this murder in her thoughts for two years past, but
never had a proper opportunity of getting it executed
before, till she engaged Swan, and together with Swan,
she offered Mathews money fo execute it, who agreed
to do it ; that upon the night the murder was committed,
it was agreed between Swan and her, that they should
both go up to their chambers, as if they were going to
bed, and as soon as the maid had locked her door, and
was supposed to be in bed, Miss Jeffryes ecame out of
her own room and went to Swan’s, and said, ¢ Holloh !
are you awake ?’ he answered, *“ Yes,”” and he was not
undressed ; then she went into her uncle’s room to see
if he was asleep, and fook a silver tankard, a silver
cup, and some silver spoons, from off a chest of drawers
in the deceased’s room ; then she and Swan went down
stairs, and Swan took out a new sack from under the
stairs, and she and Swan put the plate, and some pewter
and brass which they took off the shelves in the
kitchen, into the sack, till she said, I can do no more.
Swan and she then drank each a large dram of brandy ;
then she went upstairs into her own chamber, where it
was agreed she should undress herself, and lie till a
signal was given by a knock at her door or wainscot,
that her uncle was murder'd, then she was fo open her
window, and cry out, * Diaper! fire and thieves,” to
alarm the neighbourhood. She farther says, she acei-
dentally fell asleep as soon almost as in bed; but on a
sudden was waled by some noise in a fright, when she
laid and listen’d, and heard a violent breathing or
gasping, as if somebody was under a difficulty in
drawing their breath; then she concluded her uncle
was murder’d ; and then open’d her window, and made
the agreed alarm ; directly after which she came down
stairs, and Swan let her ouf of the street door in her
shift, when she ran fo Mrs Diaper's door, in the same

court-yard ; Swan then shut the street-door, and as soon
as he heard the neighbours were coming, and thought a
sufficient alarm was made, he opened the street-door
again in his shirf, and run out as if he was just come
out of bed in a fright. She further says, that previous
to the excuting this diabolical design, they had taken
care to cut the wire of the bell on tke outside, which
went from the master’s to the maid’s room, to prevent
his calling the maid,

Swan says that he did not do the murder, but that
Mathews, who came in at the garden gate, which Swan
left open for that purpose, actually did, with one of the
deceased’s pistols, which was hanging up in the kitchen ;
and Swan cut a bullet, which he took out of a draw in
the kitchen to make it fit the pistol. And he is
implacable against Miss Jeffryes for having made any
confession of this melancholy and wicked affair.

On Saturday, March 14th, they received sentence of
death ; and while the judge was making a moving and
pathetic speech before the sentence, Miss Jeffryes
fainted away several times, and at last recovered
herself, pray’d for as long a time as possible to prepare
herself for a future state.

THE EXECUTION.

On the 28th, Swan and Jeffryes were executed on
Epping-Forest, near the six milestone in the parish of
Walthametow. Swan wus drawn on a sledge, und Miss
Jeffryes in a cart, in the midst of the greatest concourse
of people of all ranks and conditions, in conches, &e.,
on horseback and a-foot, that ever had been seen in the
memory of man. At the place of exeeution Swan was
putinto the same cart with Miss Jeffiryes, She acknow-
ledged to a gentleman, one of the jury, there present,
¢ That her senfence was just.” But, being asked
whether Mathews was in the house at the time the
murder was committed, she said, ** She believed he was
not.”” She also added that she died in charity with all
the world. Swan also confessed to the same gentleman,
“That he committed the murder.” And that he
believed Mathews was not in the house at the time of
the committing the murder, but that he had been there
just before. It was observed that these criminals did
not so much as speak, fouch, or look at one another,
during the whole time they were in the cart. Miss
Jeflvyes fainted when the halter was tied up; and
again when placed on & chair (she being short) for the
better conveniency of drawing away the cart. Miss
Jefirye’s body was carried away in a hearse to be
inferred.  Swan’s body was immediately after ecut
down, and hung in chains on the same gibbet.
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EXECUTION

Six Unfortunate Malefactors,
AT TYBURN,

YESTERDAY MORNING, AUGUST 30, 1788.

~

Yesterday the six following malefactors were exeouted at Tyburn, viz., William Wynne Ryland, for publishing a bill ofnnxuhu'n e,
urporting to be drawn at Fort Marlborough, in the East Indies, with intent to defraud the Hon. East India Company in L John
loyd, otherwise John Ferdinando Lloyd, for arobbery in the dwelling house of John Martin—James Browne, alias Oatley, for burglary—

Thomas Burgess, for robbing Thomas Tool, in the Willow Walk, Tothil Fields, of a watch and money—James Rivers, alias Davis, for
assaulting Nathaniel Thwaits, at the house of Paul Maylor, Agent, in Broad street, and stealing a bag containing thirty eight guineas—and
John Edwarde, for personating William Madden, a Marine, with intent to receive his prize-money.

Ryland and Lloyd went each in a mourning coach, and were followed by the others in two carts. Ryland, who led the procession®
was dressed in black, and accompanied by the Rev, Mr. Villette and two more persons.

The gallows was fixed about fifty yards nearer the Park wall than usual. About five minutes before eleven o'clock, Ryland's goach
drew on the right of the gallows, as did Lloyd’s on the left, and between them the cart; soon after which a violent storm of thunder, light-
ening, and rain came on, when the Sheriffs gave orders for a delay of the execution. When the storm had subsided, and some time had been
employed in prayer, River was lifted from one cart into the vther, which backing to Lloyd's coach, he alighted therefrom, and entered the
vehicle. After the ropes hiad been fized about their necks, Ryland stepped from the coach to join his unhappy fellow-sufferers. After a
conversation of al least ten minutes between Ryland and Mr. Villette, Ordinary of Newgate, and the same time employed in an carnest
discourse betwesn Lloyd and Burgess, all the Malefactors joined in singing the Lymn, ¢alled # The Sinner's Lamentation.” The cart was
then driven away, and all were nearly at the same instant motionless.

At the place of execution, Lloyd confessed to the Ordinary of Newgate, that he was the person who robbed Mr. Warters, near
Woodford, in company with Chesterman, alias Jones, (who was executed last week at Chelmstord) am.} that lhnnues L\_\"]IO is now under
sentence of death at Chclmsforda‘is innocent of that robbery, Three people swore that they saw Thomas in company with Chesterman a few
minutes before and after the robhery, and one man positively swore that Thomas was vne of the men who turned round to shoot at M. Jones,
the Surgeon, who was pursuing them. Mr. Jones, in his evidence befure 8ir Sampson Wright, said, that he did not belive that Thomas was
one of the highwaymen, but had ne doubt about Chesterman, The Rev. Mr. Villette requested Mr. Jones to _atten{l yesterday morning in
Newgate, to hear Lloyd's confession : Mr. Jones did attend, and Lloyd, in the most solemn manner, assured him that he was the man who
robbed Worters, with Ohesterman, and that Thomas was innocent of that robbery.

THE LAMENTATIONS OF A SINNER.

O Lorp, turn not thy face from me,
Who lie in woeful state,
Lamenting all my sinful life
Before thy merey-gate ;

I need not to confess my life | So come I to thy mercy-gate,
To thee, who best can tell | Where mercy doth abound,
‘What I have been, and what I am; Imploring pardon for my sin,
1 know thou know'st it well. | Mo heal my deadly wonnd.
|

i =D The cireumstances of my crimes,

o %ﬁe Yihioh: apens wride bo: thosp Their number and their kind,
at do lament their sin: Thou know'st th T e e WL

Shut not that gate against me; Lord, ou khowiatiiiieny) gll; an o

But let me enter in. IO

O Lord, I need not to repeat
The comfort T would have :
Thou know'st, O Lord, befove T ask,

And call me not to strict aceconnt,
How 1 have sojourn’d here;

For then my guilty conscience knows
How vile T shall appear.

Than I ean eall to mind :

Therefore, with tears, I come to beg
Of my offended God,

For pardon, like a child that dreads
Hig angry parent’s rod.

The blessing 1 do erave.

Merey, good Lord, mevey I ask,
This is the total sum ; ;
For merey, Lord, is all my suit ;
Lord, Let thy merey come !




ACCOUNT OF THE

TRIAL AND EXECUTION
JOHN ATUSTIN.

Convicted at the OLD BAILEY on Saturday, Nov. Ist, 1783, of a
Cruel Highway Robbery on JOHN SPICER, a Poor Man.

This robbery was so pesuliarly inhuman and aggravated, that the
eircumstances attending it are too interesting to the public not to be
iven in the detail; nor perhaps can the Old Bailey afford an
instance more odious, or more reflecting on the depravity of human
nature.

John Spicer, the prosecutor, of Cray, in Kent, a poor labouring
man, was coming to town on the Tuesday before, with his bundle,
where he was a total stranger, in order to get into work, and met
with the prisoner at Ilford, where they joined company, and
travelled to town together. The prisoner, during their travelling
together, sifted the prosecutor, and got out of him the nature of
his journey, and what little property he was possessed of, undertook
to get him a lodging, provide him a master, and to show him about
London. After eating, drinking, and sleeping together on the road
at different places, they arrived in town on the Thursday, when the
prisoner lUOE’ Spicer to a publie house in Whitechapel, and left him
there, pretending to go out after a lodging.

Under this specions shew of friendship, Spicer was left for three
or four hours, when 2 man whose name is Patrick Bowman (who
also stands indicted, but is not yet taken) eame to Spicer with a

lausible apology for Austin's leaving him so long, and desired
gpicer to go with him to Austin, who had got him a lodging.
This the credulous prosecutor assented to, and Bowman took him to
another publie-house, wliere they joined Austin, and from thence
they all went out, as Spicer thought, towards the lodging ; butwhen
he found himself in the middle of a field, out of the high road, by
the side of u diteh, no house near, nor anything to be seen but the
lighits of some distant lumps, he observed that it wasa very comical
place to look aftera lodging; upoen which Austin retired a little,
and Patrick Bowman drew a cutlass, with which be kept ehopping
at the hands, swrists, arms, body, and head of the prosecutor, and
mangled him in a most shocking manner.  Spicer resisted this
attack, and would have got the better of Bowman, if Austin had
not come up to Bowman's assistance; for when the poor wrefeh,
thinking he had a firm friend in Austin, called out, ©“ O John, won't
you come and help me!” Austin immediately seized him by the
collar with one hand the inside of his handketchief, and with the
other eanght hold of his legs, and thréw bhim down, when they
rifled him of the things mentioned in the indictment, Spicer erying
out, * 0 John, T hope you won't he against me.”

This cruel attack on the prosecutor happened to be overheard by
one James Story, a servant to Mr, Wells, a gavdener, whe rushing
out to the poor man’s assistance, Austin and Bowman made off, and
Story ran after to a- prehend them, and overtook them, but Bowman
and Austin facingz abont, one with a stick, the other with a cutlass,
in order to atteck him, he retreated to Spicer, whom he found in a
most mangled condirion, and took him to his master, from wheace
he was sent to the hospital, without hopes of recovery.

This was confirmed by Mr. Wells, who did everything in his
power to comfort, assist, and stop the bleeding and wonnds. Early
the next morning, Story saw the prisoner coming towards the spot
where this brutul scene to.k place, and looking about him; Story
asked him what he was looking for, to which Austin replied, for
some money that had been lost there: upon which Story, who
hefore had some snspicions, apprehended Austin, and secured him
in his master's stables; he was observed by Mr. Wells to secret a
silk handkerchief and a pair of stockings in the rack, which turned
ont to be the prosecutor’s property, and on Austin being shown to
Spicer, was fixed on by him. This was the evidence, except the
prisoner's cloaths being wet with blood when apprebended, which
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was proved by Story and Mr. Wells, and one Yardly, & constable,
[u-m-erl that Bowman and Austin has been companions on board the
ighters together,

Being called on for his defence, he said, that he acted from the
impulse of fear, and that hie should not have assisted in the robbery
but for the dread and threats of Bowman. The Jury withont
hesitation found him guilty; and the Reporder, who tried the
prisoner, first consulticg with Baron Eyre and Judge Nares, said he
thought the case of such a nature that he shonld immediately
pass sentence of death. Austin being asked the usual question of
what he had to say why judgment of death should not be pro-
nonnced against him, replied, ¥ 1 don't fear death, as I am not
guilty, and shall die innogent.”

The Recorder then addressed the prisoner as follows :—

Johu Auvstin, you have been tried and convicted by a just and
yet merciful jury, upon the most clear and satisfactory evidence.
So horrid a crime as you have been guilty of, in its nature so
audacious and inhuman, ealls alond for the very severe and im-
mediute interposition of justice. It hias heen the declared intention
of our merciful Sovereign, that he will never shew any compassion
to such wretches as you, who add cruelty torobbery, and whose
attacks onthe property of his penceable and honest subjects are
aceompanied with acts, whereby the crime of murder may be added
to that of rohbery. Evcr]}'hodlv must applaud « resolution founded
on the strictest justice and necessity. It is peculiarly my duty to
further his royal intentions, by making my report of such eriminals
as you the first opportunity after convietion; and, therefore, to
carry his Majesty’s purpose into effect, I shall report you ss a fit
object of punishment withall possible speed. Your erime has been
acoompanied with every speices of aggravation. Under the mask
of friendship you have robbed a puor innocent man, deluded by
your treacherous designs, and your false friendship: it is further
aggrivated by the baseness and inhumanity of your deceit, which
cannot intitle you to any instance of merey, but req\lires that you
may he male an example of immediate justice. On Monday, there-
fore, I shall make the report of you to his Mujesty. I advise you
to prepare your soul for that fate which 1 am mew ubont to
pronounce against you.

The Recorder then promounced the usnal sentence, and the
prisoner was taken from the bar.

THE EXECUTION.

Yesterday morning was exeeuted, at Tybnrn, John Austin,
convicted last Saturday of robhing John Svicer in a field adjoining
the highway at Bethnal green, and culting and wounding hini in a
cruel manner. From Newgate to Tyburn the convict behaved
with great comiposure, While the halter was tying, the unhappy
wretch trembled in a very extraordinary manner, bis whole frame
appearing to be violently convulsed. The Ordinary having retived
from the ecurt, the convier addressed himself to the surrounding
populace in the following words, “ Good people, T request your
prayers for the salvation of my departing soul; let my example
teach you to shun the bad ways I have fullowed; keep gond
company, and mind the word of God." The eap being drawn over
his faer, he raised his hands, and eried, *“ Lord have mercy on me,
Jesus look down with pity on me, Christ have mercy on mv poor
soul ;" and while uttering these exclamations, the cart was driven
away. The noose of the halter having slipped to the back part of
his neck, it was full ten minutes before he was dead.
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THE TRIAL & SENTENGES

OF ALL

THE

PRISONERS,

WHICH COMMENCED

On WEDNESDAY, the 1l1th of APRIL,
JUSTIGE HALL IN THE OLD BAILEY.

WITH AN

ACCOUNT OF THE PILLORY

JOHN LINGARD,

EF O R PERJUOR Y.

On the 14th, The sessions ended at the
Old-bailey, when fourteen prisoners were
tried, seven were cast for transportation, and
seven acquitted. Seven received sentence of
death. One transported for fourteen years.
Twenty-nine transported for seven years.
Two branded. Three whipp’d. One pil-
lory’d, imprison’d, and transported.

JOHN LINGARD,
PILLORY'D FOR PERJURY.

On the 18th. A few minutes after twelve
at noon, Lingard, found guilty of perjury in
swearing Mr. Coleman’s life away, was
brought from the New Goal to the pillory,
near St. George’s church, Southwark, were
the executioner was several minutes before
he could get his head fix'd; as soon as he
had done his business and left the scaffold,
the people, who universally expressed their
detestation and abhorrence of the criminal,
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began their attack upon him in a very
furious manner, by throwing at him mud,
stones, and sticks, so that it was imagined

|- he would not get off alive; however, the

mob, which was very great, moderated their
rage, and though the pelting never entirely
ceased, it, at last, considerably abated: he
got his head twice out of the hole, but it
was soon fixed again by some who used him
but roughly. He waved his hands in a sup-
pliant manner, begging for mercy, and
though he had a tin seull plate under his
cap, he was cut in the left side of his head,
and the blood ran down his face, He was
taken down in a dirty condition, about a
quarter before one, and had not been kept
in the pillory above half an hour. This per-
jured villain formerly kept a public house
near Newington, in Surry ; was a marshall’s
court officer, and frequently employed as
crier of the court.
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TRIAL AND

EXECUTION

JOHN HOGAN,

FOR

WE W e EP B EE,

JANUARY

13th, 1786.

THE TRIAL.

In the course of the trial on Friday, the 13th, of
Hogan, the mulatto, for the murder of the servant
maid of Mr Orrell, of Charlotte street, Portland place,
the following circumstances appeared :—That as soon as
Mr. and Mrs. Orrell got into their house, the latfer
found her servant reclining against the wall of the
kitchen, besmeared with blood ; and on sereaming out,
Mr. Orrell ran into the kitchen, and seeing the girl in this
situation, said, ** Nanny! for God's sake what have you
been doing ?’—She however being unable to make any
answer, Mr. Orrell alarmed his mext door neighbour,
and a surgeon was sent for, who however pronounced
her too much wounded to recover: she was however
gent to an hospital, where she expired. Her head-
dress had been entirely torn off, and thrown on the
ground, which was covered with blood, as were her
handkerchief, gown, &c. Her skull was fractured
violently ; her left eye was heaten almost ouf of its
socket; her cheekbones were both broken; her chin
was cub ; her neck and throat both cut ; several wounds
on her breast, particularly a large circular one; her left
arm broke, and her right arm and wrist both cut. The
instrument with which the wounds had been made was
a razor; and notwithstanding it had been thrown into a
fire, the spots of blood were nof erased. It appeared
in the course of the cvidence, that on the prisoner
(after very strong suspicions had been formed of his
guilt) being taken to the body of the deceased, he ap-
peared not in the least agitated, but putting his hand on
her breast, said, *“ My dear Nanny, I do remember you
very well: I never did you harm in my life?”’ These
expressions very forcibly added to the suspicions of his
guilt, because her face was so exceedingly ent and man-
gled, that Mr. Orrell declared he himself could not pos-
sibly have known her. Two other cireumstances which

tended to eriminate him were a spot of blood on a
waistcoat which he wore, and some slight marksof
blood on oue of the sleeves of his coat; which coat had
been washed, though the blood on the sleeve remained ;
and an effort scemed to have been made, but in vain, to

rub out the spot of blood from the waistcoat. The
prineipal evidence against him was the woman with
whom he cohabited, who deposed that he brought her
home a cloak, which he said he had bought on condition
of paying for at the rate of so much a week. The cloak
was produced in Court, and Mrs Orrell swore fo it as
her property. The deponent further said, that after
Hogan had been twice taken before a magistrate, and
discharged for want of sufficient evidence, he at infer-
vals appeared to me very uneasy; that, particularly, he
could not sleep in his bed ; that she finding him thus
restless, said to him one night, “ For God’s sake what
is the matter with you? Surely you are not guilty of
what you have been taken up for?’ That his answer
was, ‘ Yes, I am !—I am guilty !—I did it!—She then
was much troubled in mind, and apprehended fatal con-
sequences to herself from having been connected with
him ; particularly as he suid to her, ** You must say
nothing :—you must be quiet; for if I he hanged, you
will be hanged with me.”

The circumstances which afterwards providently con-
tributed, in conjunetion with the above, to lead to the
discovery of the horrid deed, are well known to the
public. ~ It is only necessary to observe that on the last
mentioned evidence asking him why he had murdered
the young woman, he answered, < Because he wanted
to be great with her, and she resisted him.”

The razor with which the murder was committed
was produced in Court, and the heart of every spectator
shuddered at its appearance.

L)

THE EXECUTION.

On Monday morning Hogan was executed on a gibbet
erected opposite Mr, Orrell’s house. A great concourse
of people attended the execution; but if has been
gseldom seen that a malefactor has died so little pitied as
Hogan. Before being turned off, the prisoner bowed
four times to the populace, and in an audible voice,
confessed himself guilty of the murder, for which he
was to suffer.
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Eepeution

JOSEPH RICHARDS,

For the Cruel and Wicked Murder of Walter Horseman.

Ir———

THE TRIAL.
Old Buailey, February 246, 1786.

Joseph Richards was arraigned for the wilful murder
of Walter Horseman, milkman, in Kentish Town. The
deceased’s widow deposed, that the prisoner was formerly
a servant to her husband; that he was discharged for
negligenee ; that he had frequently threatened vengeance
on the deceased ; that on the morning the murder was
committed, she was awakened by a noise, and on
entering the room her husband slept in, she found him
sitting up in the bed, and as far as his waist in blood ;
that a stick which the prisoner had eul some time before,
lay in the room, and an iron bar, covered with blood ;
that her husband was mangled in a shocking manner :
—he lingered a fow days, and died a shocking spectacle.

Four other witnesses were examined, whose testimony
proved certain corroborating circumstances; such as,
being from his lodging the night the murder was com-
mitted, being seen to melt lead, and to pour it into the
stick that was found in the deceused’s room, &e.

The prisoner confessed the murder to one of the
magistrates who committed him for trial ; but pleaded
Not Guilty at the bar.

The jury, after a few minutes’ consideration, brought
in their verdiet Guilty.

Mr. Recorder pronounced judgment. He said the
voice of innocent blood cried to heaven for vengeance.
He dwelt upon the atrociousness of the erime of murder,
observing, that the Divine Law had ordained, that
whoever sheddeth man’s blood, &e., and then expatiated
on the peculiar circamstances of the murder, the murder
of an innocent master, to whom he owed duty and
reverence.

The senfence was then pussed as msual, that he be
hanged till dead, and anatomized; and an order of

Court was made out, to exeeute him on Monday, at
Kentish Town, as near as posaible to the house of the
deceased.

THE EXECUTION.

Joseph Richards, a youth about eighteen, who was
convicted on Friday last, for the wilful murder of
Walter Horseman, with whom he lived servant, was
executed at Kentish Town, opposite the house where
the horrid fact was perpetrated, The malefactor eame
out of Newgate about twenty minutes before eight
d'cloek, and with some alertness stepped into the cart,
which conveyed him through Smithfield, Cow Cross,
and by the two small-pox hospitals to the spot, where
he was removed from that society of which he had
proved himself @ most unworthy member, at a time of
life when such atrocity of guilt as he possessed has
been seldom known to degrade humanity. In his way
to the place of exeeution, the conviet appeared to be in
a state of mind bordering upen stupefaction ; he had no
bogk, nor did he employ the short remnant of time in
those preparations fur eternity which his miserable
situation rendered so indispensably necessray.

Before being turned off, the prisoner desired to see
the widow of the deceased; she was senf for to her
house, but was gone to London; he deelared he had no
accomplice in the faet, and that he was induced to the
perpetration thereof by the supposition, that after the
decease of his master he should sueeeed to his business
as a milkman. Just before coming to the village, he
burst into tears, and when he eame to the place of
execution, wept bitterly ; his expressions of sorrow and
contrition being only interrupted by fervent appeals
to Heaven for mercy till the last moment of his
existence.
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OrLp BAILEY INTELLIGENCE.—Execution of Six Unfortunate A8
Malefactors, and the Barbarious Execution and Burning |
of Phaebe Harris, for Coining Silver, on the 2lIst of
June, 1786.
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The following maleé convictg, viz., Edward Griffiths,
George Woodward, William Watts, Daniel Keefe,
Jonathan Harwood, and William Smith, were executed
pursuant to their sentence, on the scuffold usually
erceted oppoesife Newgate. They were brought ouf at
half-past  seven in the morning, and the platform
dropped about eight o’clock. Woodward was so ex-
ceedingly weak, that he was obliged fo sit down £ill the
executioneer had tied up the vest, and was then sup-
ported by two men.

The Barbarious Execution and Burning
of Pheebe Harris.

Soon after the above execution, Pheebe Harris, con-
victed the session before last of coining silver, was
bronght out at the debtor’s door, from whence she
walked to a stake fixed in the ground, about half way
between the scaffold and Newgate street. She was
immediately tied by the neck to an iron bolt fixtd near
the top of the stake, and after praying very fervently
for a few minutes, the steps on which she stood were
drawn away, and she immediately beeame suspended.
The executioner, with some assistsmts:, puta chain round

2x

her body, which was fastened by strong nails fo the
stake. Two cart-loads of faggots were then piled round
her, and after she had hung about half an hour, the fixs
was kindled. The flames presently burning the halter,
the conviet fell a few inches, and was then suspended by
the iron chain passed over her chestand affixed to the
stakes. Some seattered remainsof the body were per-
ceptible in the fire at half-past fen o'clock. The fire
had not quite burnt out even at fwelve. The unhappy
woman was so exceedingly affected on Monday night,
that it was generally supposed (and indeed wished)
that she could not have survived.

Pheebe Harris was a well made little woman, some-
thing more than thirty years of age, of a pale com-
plexion, and not of disagreeable features. When she
came ont of prison she appeared languid and terrified,
and trembled greatly as she advanced to the stake,
where the apparatus for the punishment she was aboub
to experience seemed to strike her mind with horrorand
consternation, to the exclusion of all power of recol-
lectedness in preparation for the appreaching awful
moment. A great eoncourse of peonle atfended on the
melancholy oceasion. i
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THE GAOL DELIVERY,

AND THE :

TRIALS AND SENTENCE

OF ALL

THE PRISONERS

AT THE OLD BAILEY SESSIONS,:

TOGETHER WITH A FULL ACCOUNT OF THE

EXECUTION OF FIFTEEN UNFORTUNATE GONVIGTS.

The April sessions ended at the Old Bailey,
on the 25th, when 13 conviets received
judgment of death ; 60 were sentenced to be
transported, two of whom, for stripping chil-
dren, are to be sent to Africa, the other
women to New South Wales; 8 to be im-
prisoned in Newgate; 1 to hard labour in
the house of correction; 5 to be whipped ;
and 31 discharged by proclamation.

Elizabeth Kirvan, a convict for forgery,
whose execution was respited on her plea of
pregnancy, is referred to her former judg-
ment, she not being pregnant.

The sessions of the peace is adjomrned
until Monday the 21st day of May next. at
Guildhall ; and the sessions of Goal-
Delivery of Newgate, until Wednesday, the
23rd day of the same month, at the old
Bailey.

~ APRIL 26.
EXECUTIONS.

The following 15 convicts were brought
out of Newgate on the platform erected
before the Debtor’s-door, and executed pur-
suant to their sentence, viz.,, Francis Parr,
for personating Isaac Hart, the proprietor of
£3,900 3 per cent. consolidated annuities,
with intent to defaud the said Isaac Hart
and the Govenor and Company of the Bank
of England ; William Trapshaw, for breaking
open, in the day-time the apartments of
James Linney, in a house let to several
tenants, and stealing a linen gown and an
apron, no person being then therein ; Joseph
Mullagan, James Coleman, and John
‘Williamson Halfey, for breaking and enter-

ing the dwelling house of Joseph Stokes, in
the parish of St. Catherine, and stealing a
sheet, a blanket, and other things; Charles
Baker, for breaking and entering the dwell-
ing house of William Watson, in the parish
of St Matthew, Bethnal-green, and stealing
several small easks, eontaining a quantity of
spirituous liquors; William Dwyre, for
feloniously and ftraitorously counterfeiting
the current coin of this kingdom, ecalled
six-pences, by coloring certain picces of
brass with a certain lignid composition pro-
ducing the color of silver; Charles Shaw,
for assaulting John Hughes on the highway
in St. Paul’s Churchyard, and robbing him
of a silver watch, &e.; John Walker and
John Evans, for assaulting William Steven-
son on the highway, in Old-street, and
robbing him of a silver watch, two guineas
and a half, some silver, and a dollar; Eliza-
beth Sedgewick, for setting fire to the pre-
mises of her master, Mr. John Taylor, at
Feltham-hill, Middlesex; Michael Daily
and Elizabeth Connolly, for stealing in the
dwelling-house of Mrs. Catherine Plomer,
in Howland street, Oxford road, a gold
watch, a silver watch, several articles of
plate, and a quantity of wearing apparel;
John-Pousarque Dubois, for breaking into
the dwelling-house of John Grant, in Cock-
spur street, and stealing a gold watch, a
silver watch, a metal watch, and other
things; and John Adamson, for assaulting
Samuel Horne, on the highway, near the
Opera-house, in the Haymarket, and taking
from him, by force, a metal watch in a
shagreen case. They all behaved very
penitent.

2x2

D. W. Mureutt, Printer, Stationer, &o., Long Acre, London.
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EIGHT CONVICTS

OF

EW WGATROLD FOR EACCUTING CRIMIALY

O BAFNIEIEW.

April 94, 1787.

Yesterday moming the following conviets were
executed on the newly-invented temporary seaffold,
placed before the debtors’ door of Newgate:—John
B\u'n_, Daniel Gunter, James Franeis, and John Green,
convicted in January sessions; and William TLudlam,
William Oakes, John Bishop, alias John Buller, and
James Haylock, alias Hullock, formerly a runner at o
public office, convicted in February sessions.— Affer
divine service in the chapel of Newgate, the prisoners
were brought out of the gaol, and six of them having
joined the ordinary in devout prayer, and chaunted the
usual psalm (the ofhers, being two Roman Catholicks,
were attended by a priest of that persuasion). At nine
o’clock the platform dropped, and in a few moments
they showed mo signs of life. They were fervent in
their devotions, and all of them appeared to die sincerely
penitent.
_ The scaffold on which these miserable people suffered
is a temporary machine, which was drawn out of the
yard of the sessions-house by horses; it had this day
only one beam fixed ; and upon & bolt being drawn, the
platform dropped, leaving the malefactors suspended in
@ manner similar to that of the seaffold lately in use.

After the conviets were cut down, the gallows was
drawn back to the sessions-house yard ; and the whole
cleared away in half-an-hour’s time.

An Aocount of the new-invented Seaffold for Erecuting
Criminals in the Old Bailey.

We imagine that an accurate representation of the
new mode of exeeuting criminals in the Old Bailey,
whicli does so much honour to the present worthy
Sheriffs, will havdly fail of giving satisfaction to such,
at least, as do not veside near the metropolis.

The whole of this temporary ereetion is hung in
black. The criminals are attended by the proper
officers and the Ordinary of Newgate, from their cells
to the centre part of the seaffold, which is a platform
raised about two or three inches above the general floor,
and directly under the galloyvs: here, after the usual
prayers and solemnities, the rope is tied up, and, at the
Sheriff's signal, the executioner pulls away a staple,
which loosens a bar that supports the platform, and the
platform then falls in: and this, being much more
sudden and regular than that of a cart being drawn
away, has the effect of immediate death. During the
whole time of this awful spectacle, a full-toned bell,
which is suspended above the roof of this part of the
prison, is solemnly tolled; but as it is fixed so far on
the roof as not to be in sight, it does not appear. The
seaffold is supported by strong posts, fixed into grooves
made in the streef, and the whole is temporary, being
all caleulated to take to pieces, which are preserved
within the prison.




FULL ACCOUNT OF THE
EXECUTION OF

FIVE UNFORTUNATE SAILORS,

VIZ—

MICHAEL COX,

MARTIN EALEY,

JOHN SULLIVAN,

ROBERT M'LAURIN, and

WILLIAM MORRIS.

AND HIS MOST GRAGIOUS MAJESTY’S ROYAL PARDON

JOHN FLINT,
GEORGE WYTHICK, (¢

JOHN LAWSON,
and

Affleck, late of the Amethyst.

And the Sentence passed on C'ap.

At Sheerness, on the eighth day of this month, af
about uine o’clock in the morning, the signal for
Exrcvror was made on board of the Deerazcs man-of-
war by firing a gun, and hoisting a yellow flag at the
fore-top-gallant-mast head : a leutenant, in a boat
manned and armed, was sent from each ship to witness
the awful scene: the crews of the respective ships were
called on deck, and the articles of war read to fhem by
their capfaing, who afterwards warned them to take
examples from the fate of the unhappy men who were
about to suffer. The Rev. Dr. Hatherall, chaplain of
the Sandwich, administered the sacrament to all of
them, except Michael Cox and Martin Ealey, who were
Roman Catholics; after praying with them for some
time, they were brought on deck, and the ropes fixed
around their necks, when John Flint, George Wythick,
John Lawson, and William Handy were made acquain-
ted that His Majesty had been pleased to pardon them.

Handy, who had a wife and ehild on board, immedi-
ately ran down to her, and fainted in her arms, which
presented a most affecting seene. The tear of thank-
fulness and joy adorned the cheeks of the hardy tars;
and Lawson addressing the clergyman, said, “I am
afraid I shall never again be so well prepared for
eternity.”

At a quarter past eleven, the signal for the execution
of the remainder was made, by firing a gun, when
Michael Cox, Robert M‘Laurin, John Sullivan, Martin

Ealey, and William Morrison, were launched into
eternity. After hanging the usual time, their bodies
were sent on shore, to the agent at sick quarters, for
interment.

These unhappy men suffered for a mutiny on board
the Degfiance, then in Leith rvoads, in the month of
October last.

Portsmouth, March 16th, 1796.

The following is the sentence passed yesterday at
Portsmouth, on Captain Thomas Affleck, late of the
Amethyst frigate, for the loss of that ship: That the
loss of His Majesty’s ship Amethyst was eccasioned by
her striking on a rock near the island of Guernsey, and
by a hole being thereby beaten in her bottom ; and that
the same was attributable to the misconduct of the
said captain, Thomas Affleck ; and the court do adjudge
him to be reduced from his rank on the list of post
captains to the bottom of the said lisf, and to be
incapable of being again employed in His Majesty’s
naval service for the remainder of his life; and the
court further agree, that the loss of the said ship was
not attributable to any misconduct in any other of the
officers or company of the said ship, and de adjudge
them fto be acquitted.”

W. Pankrg, Printer, Portsmouth and_ Gosport.
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THE TRIAL AND EXECUTION

MARTIN CLINCH & SAMUEL MACKLEY,

For the Wicked Murder of Mr. Fryer, in Islington Fields.

———

TR

o

THE TRIAL.

At the Old Bailey, Martin Clinch and Samuel Mack-
ley were capitally convicted of the wilful murder of My
Fryer, in the parish of 8t. Mary, Islington. It appears
by the evidence, that the deceased and his cousin, Miss
Fryer, were walking across the fields in their way
from Southampton Buildings, Holborn, towards Isling-
ton : thaf, when they amived at the field called the
cricket field, near White Conduit house, they heard a
noise, as of some person in distress; this induced the
deceased to go to the spot. At this time, Miss Fryer,
the prineipal witness on this oceasion, was at some dis-
tance from him. By the time she came to the stile,
which she had erossed in his way to the place, she saw
Clinch fire, when the deceased fell into a small pond.
Clinch then took his wateh out of his fob, and a sum of
money out of his pocket. By this time Miss Fryer had
got on the other side of the stile, when the prisoner,
Mackley, held a pistol to her head, and took her cloak
from her. They then went away, and Mr. Fryer was
taken fo a house at a short distance from the spot,
where he died at eleven o’clock the same evening. The
evidence in support of the above statement, as given by
Miss Fryer, was clear, artless, and unembarassed.
‘When asked if she really believed Clinch to be the man
who shot Mr Fryer, she said she believed from her soul
he was; with regard to Mackley, she seemed not quite
so positive; several witnesses, however, proved his being
seen in the same field within a few minuies of the time
the murder happened, who all had noticed him, on
account of his having red hair. The prisoners being

called on for their defence, they only said they were
innocent, but could give no account where they were at
the fime the murder was commitied. The jury went
out for about half an hour, and returned with a verdiet
—Guilty.

The sessions being ended; the same were adjourned
until Wednesday, July 12, 1797,

THE EXECUTION.

Yesterday morning were executed at the front of
Newgate, Martin Clinch and Samuel Mackley, for the
daring robbery and cruel murder of Mr Fryer, in Isling-
ton fields. An extremely disagreeable circumstance
occurred shorfly before the period which is usually
allowed to men in their unfortunate situation. The
floor of the scaffold, from some previous misarrange-
ment, gave way, and preeipitated into the area of the
apparatus, Messrs. Vilette and Gaffy, the latter a
Catholic priest, who attended Clinch, and the two
executioners; Mr. Sheriff’ Stains had himself a very
narrow escape. Mr. Guffy being a lusty man was
severely hurt, as were both the executioners; Mr
Vilette escaped with a slight bruise. The two unfor-
tunate malefactors swung off with their distorted
features exposed fo the view of the distressed spectators.
By the laudable activity of Mr, Ramsden, the prison
surgeon, however, the cap was drawn over their faces
afterwards. Their bodies were removed to a proper
place for the purposes of dissection and exposure.
They both denied to the last moment having had any
concern in the murder.

Pitts, Printer, Toy and Marble Warehouse, 6, Great St, Andrew Street, London.




AN ACCOUNT OF THE

COURT MARTIAL, SENTENGE, AND EXECUTION

RICHARD PARKER FOR HOUTINY,

Held on board His Majesty’s ship the NEPTUNE, lying in

the river Thames, off Greenhithe.

The Court wae formed on Thursday, June 22, 1797, and the
prisoner was charged with making, and having endeavoured to
make, a mufiny among the seamen of His Majesty's ships at the
Nore; with having caused assemblies of these seamen to meet
frequently, and with laving behaved himself contemptuously
toward and disobeyed his officers.

Captain Moss, of the Sandwich, was the prosecutor, and after
the whole of the evidence had been gone through, the prisoner wos
ordered to withdraw, and the court was clearedg for the purpose of
leaving the members to deliberate on the sentence.

In two hours and a half the Court was re-opened, and the
prisoner being called in, the sentence of the Court was read by the
Judge Advoeate to the following purport:—* That Richard Parker
do suffer death, anid to be hanged by the neck on board of one of
His Majesty’s ships, and at such time as the Lords of the Admiralty
may think proper.”

On Friday, June 30, 2t eight o’clock in the morning, a gun was
fired from on board His Majesty's ship L’ Espion, Iying off’ Sheerness
garrison, Vice-Admiral Lutwidge's flag-ship, and the yellow flag,
the signal of capital punishment, was hoisted, which was imme-
diately repeated by the Sandwich hoisting the same colour on her
fore-top. At half-past eight Parker was told the chaplain was
ready to attend him. He now requested a minute to collect him-
self, and knelt down in prayer, then, vising up, said, I am ready,”
and holding his head up, suid to the boatswain’s mate, *take off
my handkerchief,” which being dome, the Provost-Marshal placed
the halter over his head (which had been prepared with grease),
but doing it awkwardly, the prisoner said rather pettishly to the
boatswain’s mate, ** Do you do it, for he seems to know nothing
about it!” The halter was then spliced to the reeved rope; all
this being adjusted, the Marshal attempted to put a cap on,
which he refused; but on being told it was indispensible, he sub-
mitted, requesting it might not be pulled overhiseyes till he desired
it. He then turned round for the first time, and gave a steady look
at his shipmates on the forecastle, and, with an affectionate kind of
a smile, nodded his head, and said, * Good-bye to you!” He now
said, *“ Captain Moss, is the gun primed?’ ©It i *Is the
match alight™ “All is ready.”” He now ascended the platform,
repeated the saime questions sbout the gun, then the eap being
drawn over his face, walking by firm degrees up to the extremity of
the seaifold, he dropped the handkerchief, put his hands in his coat
pocket with great rapidity, and at the moment as he was springing
off, the fatal bow-gun fived, and the reeve rope catching him, run
him up, though not with great velocity, to the yard arm. When
suspended abouft midway, his body appeared extremely convulsed
for a few seconds, immediately after which no appearance of life
remained. He suffersd exactly at half-past nine, and was lowered
down, after hanging at the yard-arm a full hour, when the yellow
flag was struck, and his body instantly put into a shell that had been

repared for it, with all his ¢lothes on ; and soon after it was taken
in one of the Sandwich’s boats and rowed fo the east point of the
garrison, and there bain% landed was earried to the new naval bury-
ing ground, out of the Red Barrier Gate, leading to Minster; the
coffin lid was here taken off to the spectators for a few minutes;
his countenance sppeared viot much altered, but his eyes were wide
open. He was interred exactly at noon. His body was afterward
gecretly taken vp, and conveyed to London, and decently interred in
‘Whitechapel church yard.

THE DEATH OF PARKER.

Ye Gods above protect the widow,
And with pity look on me,
Help me, help me ont of trouble,
And out of all calamity.
For by the death of my brave Parker,
Fortune has proved to me unkind,
The' doom'd by law he was to suffer
I ean’t erase him from my mind.
Parker he was my joyinl husband,
My bosom friend 1 love so dear;
At the awful moment he was going to suffer
T was not allowed to come wear.
In vain I strove, inovain Task'd
Three times o'er and o'er again,
But they replied you must be denied,
Yon must return on shore again,
First time I "tempted my love to see
T was obliged to go away,
Oppres't with grief and broken hearted
To think that they should me stay.
I thought I saw the yellow flag flying,
A signal for those who was to C?ic;
A gun was fired as they required,
As the time it did draw nigh,
The boatswain did his best endeavour
To get me on shore without delay,
When I stood trembling and confounded,
Ready to take his body away.
Though his trembling hand did wave
As a signal of farewell,
The grief I suffered at this moment
No heart ean paint, no tongue oan tell.
My fleeting spirit T thonght wounld follow
The soul otP him T lov'd most dear,
No friend or neighbour would come nigh me,
Tor to ease me of grief or care.
Every moment I thought an hour
Till the law its course Lad run;
I wished fo finish the doleful task
His imprudence first began.
In the dead of the night "tis silent,
And all the world are fast asleep;
My trembling heart that knows no comfort
O’er his grave does often weep.
Each lingering minute that passes
Brings me nearer to his grave,
Where we shall shine in endless glory,
Never to be parted more.
Farewell Parker, thou bright genius,
That was onee my only pride ;
The' parted now it won’t be long
E'er I'm buried by thy side.
All you that see my tender ditty,
Don’t langh at me in disdain,
But look down with eyes of pity,
For it is my only claim.

Pitts, Printer, Toy and Marble WVnra'huus’aj 9, Great St. Andrew Street, Seven Dials.
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Trial and Execution of Mary Nott, for the dreadful Murder of
a French emigrant ; and the Trial and Execution of Richard

Ludman and Eleanor Hughes, for the Murder of George
Hebner in a Brothel. -

Mary Nott was tried at the Old Bailey, for the
wilful murder of the Count de Greffiere de Laval, a
French emigrant. It appeared in evidence, that she
had the care of a house, which was let out in lodgings,
in Monmouth court, Whitcomb street, the front room
on the first floor of which was occupied by the count.
The lodger in the room adjoining, not hearing the count
as usual, had, for several mornings, enquired affer him ;
when the prisoner said she supposed he was gone into
the country with a French man and woman who used
to ecall on him, but had not been there since his absence,
for she had not seen him ; that the key was not in his
door, and, upon looking through the keyhole, she
observed the room was just as she left it.—To another
witness, who had called to see the count, she said that
he had gone ouf very early that morning, and that she
did not expect him home until it was late. Some
doubts, however, arising from his absence, a ladder was
procured, perfectly with the consent of the prisoner,
to look into the room of the deceased; and upon the
person’s calling out that there was a man upon the bed,
she eried ouf, that she would not have remained there
last night if she had known there was a man dead in
the house; and upon which she, in fact, alarmed the
neighbourhood. A smith was sent for, and the door
forced open : the deceased was found lying on the bed
with all his clothes on but his coat; he was wrapped up
in the bedelothes, and pillows covered his head : there
was a great deal of blood in the room, a wound was
chserved in the neck, and the body was nearly in a state
of putrefaction. A woman, who lived in an opposite
house, and who had observed the prisoner shut one of
the windows, which prevented her seeing into the
prisoner’s room, on the day the murder was supposed to
have been committed, went up with her at the time the
door was opened, and observing his right hand pocket
was turned out, said, *‘ He has been robbed;” to which
the prisoner instantly replied, “He did it himself ;"
upon this witness made a similar remark that he must
have been murdered, she agein said, “ He did it
himself;” and upon her noticing a wash-hand basin
with some water in it tinged with Blood, as if some
person had wrinsed their hands therein, the prisoner
said, It is not strange, not strange at all; what do
you come here to raise suspicion for 7’  Another neigh-
bour had heard a scream about two o’clock on that day,
but could not say whence it came. The deceased was
seen coming toward home between twelve and one
o’clock, and as the Jodger in the next room went home
as early as five, the supposition was that the murder
had been committed in that time. The surgeon who
examined the body swore positively there wasno wound
in the side of the deceased, but that the raised skin,
supposed to be such, was from the putrefaction; nor
would he undertake to say what was the cause of his
death, although a considerable quantity of blood might
have issued from the wound in his neck.—Beside this
testimony, which included all that related to the
prisoner, it appeared that the deceased’s portmantean
had been cut; that there was a knife upon the table,
which was by no means bloody; that in his left-hand
pocket he had a knife and a key, the latter of which
opened a drawer, wherein were several pieces of French

coin and three guineas; that the deceased had been
possessed of a very considerable property in France,
and upon emigrating fo this country, an agent in the
city had allowed him twenty pounds per month: but
affuirs taking such a turn there, that pittance had been
stopped, and he was so reduced, that a fiiend had
forced upon him the loan of four guineas; he having
no other clothes than those on his back. The prisoner
denied the charge gonerally, and called three persons to
her character, one of whom said she was of so humane
a disposition, that if a worm lay in her way, she would
turn aside rather than do it an injury. The jury
returned a verdict of guilty. She is aged 63.—Richard
Ludman, Ann Rhodes, Eleanor Hughes, and Mary
Baker, were likewise indicted for the murder of George
Hebner. This murder was committed in King street,
East Smithfield, in one of those obscure receptacles of
debauchery with which this metropolis abounds. The
body of the deceased was found on the morning of
Sunday, the 22nd of May, suspended by the neck from
a bed-post, in a room on the' second floor, with his
hands tied behind his back. It was proved that the
four prisoners were in the house (which belonged to
Eleanor Hughes) on the evening of Saturday, the 21st,
and next morning. They were seen, and some of their
conversations heard, by twe women who lived in an
adjoining house ; this house was separated from that in
which the deceased was found by only a lath partition,
perforated in several places, and the holes and crevices
affording a distinet view of almost all the apartments
of the latter.—The manner in which the hands of the
deceased were bound with a piece of tupe was deseribed
in the court. The knot that had been used was what
seamen call a timber hitch, and it was obviously such
could not have been done by himself. There was no
direct and positive proof of the guilt of the prisoners;
but there was a chain of most suspicious circumstances
pointing strongly against Ludman and Hughes. The
lord ehief baron summed up the evidence with great
precision, candour, and humanity. It was on the
expressions used by the prisoners that the proof chiefly
rested, and his lordship nicely discriminated between
those which seemed to arise from surprise, on the
discovery of the situation of the deceased, and those
which could be supposed to proceed only from a know-
ledge of the murder. The jury returned a verdict,
finding Richard Ludman and Eleanor Hughes guilty.
Ann Rhodes and Mary Baker mnot guilty.—Eleanor
Hughes pleaded pregnancy, to stay the execution of her
gentence. On which a jury of matrons was collected
and sworn, o examine her, and report their opinion to
the court. They retired with the prisoner about half-
an-hour, and at their return declared her to be ““with
child, but not quick with child.”

THE EXECUTION.

Yesterday, Mary Nott, convicted of the murder of
Le Comte de Laval, an emigrant nobleman; and also
Richard Ludman and Eleanor Hughes, convicted of the
murder of George Hebner, were executed on a tempo-
rary platform in the Old Bailey, before the gaol of
Newgate, pursuant to their sentence; after which the
bodies were delivered at Surgeons'-hall for dissection.

John Clarke, Printer, Swan Street, Minories, London.
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FOR

THE

HORRIBLE MURDER

OF

MR. PARKER & HIS HOUSEKEEPER.

This wretched crimingl surrendered Lis life to-day fo the outraged
laws of his country, From the complication of erimes of which
he was convicted, and from the probability that the murder of
Mr. Parker and his housekeeper was not the first instance in which
he had been gnilty of a violation of the laws, grest curiosity pre-
vailed to witness his execution, in the expectation that, if' he had
not previously made any confession he would in his last moments be
induced to reveal the particulars of his guilt,

After his family had taken leave of him, he made a full confes-
sion of his guilt. Some of the particulars which he com-
municated are said to be very important, sud the whole of his
statement is, for the present, kept sirietly secret.  Various rumours
are, of course, in circulation respecting the nature of his confession
to which it would be equally improper to. give publicity, whether
they be ill or well founded.

After his mind had been disburdened of the load of guilt which
had pressed so heavily on it, he became more composed, and joined
in the exercises of devotion with more fixed attention, and appa-
rently with a greater degree of intelligence, than he had hitherto
evinced. On Sunday night he slept for more than two hours;
and this morning he was more tranquil than usual. The Rev. Mr
Harker, whose humaue exertions in administering to him the
consolations of religion, have all along been unremitted, attended
him at 6 o'clock, and remained with him till eight. He returned
again at nine o’clock, to assist him in preparing for the last awful
trial of his fortitude,

At a quarter past eleven the unhappy culprit was placed ina

wug%ou, to be drawn to the place of execution, on Pennenden
heath, about 2 mile from Maidstone gaol. The executioner was
placed by his side, and two officers with loaded carbines were also
seated in the waggon, fronting the criminal. His dress was the
same that he had worn during his frial, consisting of a blue coat,
a yellow waisteoat, a white meck cloth, and top boots. The
larucoasion moved slowly towards the heath, the criminal frequent-
y turned up his eées to heaven, and ejaculatirg 0 Lord, have
mercy upon me! Christ, have mercy upon me I —About 100 yards
from the prison gate his mother caught his eyein the crowd. He
did not appear to be much moved at seeing her, but bent his head
to one of the officers who sat before him, and said, * Mind, tell Mr
Bowen to do something for my family.” The procession arrived
at the place of execution about 10 minutes before 12, and the
waggon was drawn up along the side of the scaffold. The chap-
lain then joined the criminal in prayer, and the stillest silence
pervaded the immense erowd, who sbood uncovered while the
service was reading. The criminal, who had knelt down by Mr
Harker's side, joined in the prayers with as much fervour as his
agitation would permit. His hands were clasped together and
uplifted, and his eyes were sometimes directed downwards to the
book in the chaplsin’s hand, as if he did not understand what was
read; occasionally they were turned up to heaven, but during the
greater part of the time they wandered unconsciously over the
crowd without any definite direction.

When the devotions were closed, and the sriminal was about to
be removed from the waggon, he observed near him Mr Hay, the
barrack master of Woolwich, and said he wished to speak to him,
Mr Hay come forward and said,** For God's sake, Nisbett, be
sincere; consider what you are about, and tell the truth.,” He
replied, “I have told the truth already, and nothing but the
truth. My family knows nothing of my guilt, and I hope you
will do something for them.” Mr Hay asked him if he had
confessed his guilt; and he replied, “I have confessed it to
another person.”” He then mounted the stage with o firm step,
and the executioner proceeded to put a cap over his eyes, and to
a(yuat the rope round his neck, Having seen Mr Bowen, of
Woolwich, near the seaffold, he called to him and said, ** Mr Bewen,
I hope you will have some regard for my family. Poor things!
they are innocent. None that belongs to me know anything of m
doings.” Mr Bowen calledto him to confess hiserime, on whic
he replied, I have made all the confession I had to make.
That will be known after T am gone. The people is convenient
that has it. It is enough for one person to know.”

At 5 minutes after 12 o’clock the fatal signal was given. He
did notseem to suffer more than one minute. The body, after
hanging the usual time, was ctit down, and conveyed in & shell to
Mesars, Day and Watman’s to be anatomized, pursuant fo his sen-
tence.

Previously to his trial, Nesbett had prepared the following
declaration, in his own hand-writing, te be delivered to Mr Hay,
the barrack master of Woelwich, an intelligent and humane
gentleman, who was anxious to have it ascertained that the family
of the murderer were not implicated in his guilt :—

« Maidstone, the 24th July, 1820

< This is the truth, as I have God to meit it in the next world,
let me Be Guilty or Not, none of my family, father or mother wife
or Children or any Relation of mine knows whether I am Guilty
or Not of the Crime that is laid {o my Charge, that is the murder
of Mr Parker and his House-keeper, or any other part of that
Crime that is laid to my Charge, or any other crime that is laid to
me, As God has my soul in his Charge this Day to try my Guilt
that isthe truth, and I hope no one will Cast it up to my wife or
Children, for the Do not deservit. T sine this to be truth.

“JAMES NISBETT."
Addressed for « Mr Hay, Barrick Master, Woolwich, Kent,”

Endorsed in the handwriting of Mr Hay, but the diction of the
prisoner :—
“ As I have this Bible in my hand, and God to meet, I declave

the contents of this paper are true.
James Nisserr "

% Witness, Srepuex Pace, Turnkey.
Maidstone Goal, 26th July,'1820,”

J. Catnach, Printer, Monmouth Court.




THE SENTENCES OF ALL THE PRISONERS

WHICH COMMENCED ON

WEDNESDAY,

11th Sept., 1822.

—§—

- R

BEFORE
Justice Hall, Mr Baron
Graham, Mr Justice
Best, and Mr Justice
Richardson, the Lord
Mayor, Recorder, and
Sheriffs of London, Mr
Alderman Ansley, &c-

IN THE OLD BAILEY.

DEATH.

Richard Mitford, alias Captain Stracy, for forgery ;
William Adams for entting and maiming; William
Callaghue, for retnrning from transportation ; Samuel
Wilson, Isaac Knight, and James Simpson, for horse-
stealing ; Samuel Greenwood, John Bridgeman, Robert
Ramsey, Thomas Gordon, William Milton, and John
Levy, for highway robbery; Thomas Hayes, William
‘Williams, Joseph Williams, Francis Waddel, Mary
Gyngell, Daniel Coltrel, JTohn Brown, Walter Blanchard,
Alexander Brown, Frank Purdon, William Corbett,
alias Watson, Charles Robinson, and Joseph Mackarell,
for stealing in dwelling honses; William Reading, for
burglary ; Edmund Mustoe, James Gardner, William
Bright, and George Vergenton, for robbing near the
highway ; and John Partier, John Roberts, and Stephen
Tool, for burglary.

During the time the Recorder was passing sentence of

death, the culprits behaved with great propriety. The
prisoner, R. Mitford, alins Captain Stracey, for forgery,
was attired in a very elegant manner, his vouthful and
very gentlemanly appearance interested every one

present in his lamentable situation. He is the son of

a Clergyman.
Holland, King, and North for an unnatural erine.

TRANSPORTED FOR LIFE,

John Boyle, Cornelins Reading, Joseph Haybury,
John Lewis;, Thomas Trinder, William Smith, John
Strange, and Thomas Harnis,

FOR FOURTEEN YEARS.
Thomas Luby, T. L. Rebinson.

FOR SEVEN YEARS.

William Garrard, Matthew Fennett, James Hicker,
James Nicholas Moore, Eliza Davis, David Davis, other-
wise Barnavd, Rosina Dawis, Thomas Long, James
Moore; Julia Witherell, Mary Mushton, Christopher
Gromer, Edward Fordem, Harriet Wyse, Thomas Jefts,
William Needham, Edward Ford, Sarah West, James
Harris, George King, Elizabeth Bool, Mary Smith,
James Kellerin, William Tuek, John Mackay, George

Hilsey, Luke Higgins, Joseph Hunt, George Wiggis,
William Jupennan, John Williams, John Card, Hedges,
and Willonghby.

—TImprisoned two years, and kept to hard labour.—
Thomas Williams, John Pavey, Robert Wilson, John
Bankes, and William Tuek, the two latter to be publiely
whipped. Imprisoned one year and kept to hard
labour—John Haughton, Joseph Johnson, Joseph Moore,
Thomas Letiord, Bliza Gedfrey, Bridaet Callagan,
Thomas Burke, and William Coulson,—imprisoned one
year in Newgate.—Mary A. L. Butler,—imprisoned six
montlis and kept to hard labour. Thomas Best,
Eleanor Jackson, Mary Barnes, John Hitehen, Sarah
Jones, Thomas Griffiths, Eleanor Smith, P. H. Nielle,
Ann Hay, Harriet Lee, Richard Spragg, Joseph Thirk,
William Jones, James Sidebotham, Thomas Jones,
Charles Askew, and James Easthill,

Catherine Rouke, John Gidling, John Wignal, and
George Malsby, for felony, to be imprisoned for six
months in the Honse of Correction, and kept to hard
labour.—M. Gerard, W, Mayne anid M. Pedlard for minor
offences, to be fined one shilling and then discharged.—
W. Smith and Ann Aldridge for felony, to be imprisoned
two months in the House of Correction, and kept to hard
labour during that period.—H. Browne, for a felony, to
be publicly whipped, and kept 1o hard labour in the
House of Correction for ene year.—John Smith and
Eliza Lewis, for felonies, to be imprisoned {hree months
in the Honge of Correction, and kept to hard labour.—
T, Worcester and John Jones, for felonies, to be publicly
whipped and kept to hard labour for three months in
the House of Correction.—Edmund Barber and William
Burrell, for a misdemeanour, te be imprisoned six.
months and kept io hard labour during one month.

Judgment respited on John Parkes, James Hicker,
James Nicholas Moove, (whose father is sentenced fo
transportation) and Thomas Wilbraham,

An immense number were sentenced fo various minor
periads of imprisonment, some to be publicly and some
privately whipped. A considerable number were
discharged by proclamation.

The number of prisoners tried this Sessions has been
between 400 and 500. Adjourned fo the 23rd of
October.

London : Printed by Charles Pigott, 52, Compton Street, Clerkenwell.




A mournful and affecting .

COPY OF VERSES |
on the death of |

ANN WILLIAMS,

Who was barbarously and cruelly murdered by her bweetheart
W. J ONES, near Wirksworth, in Derbyshire, J uly 1823

William J onea, & young man 1ged 20 has been ful]) commifted
to Derby gaol for the murder of his sweetheart, under circum-
stances of unheard of barbarity, The poor victim was a servant
girl, whom under pretence of marriage he seduced. On her proving
with child the villain formed the horrid design of murdering ber,
and carried his diabolical plan into execution on Monday evening
lnst. The following verses are written upon the oceasion, giving a
complete detail of this shocking affair :—

Come all false hearted young men
And listen to my song,

"Tis of a cruel murder,
That lately has been done

On the body of a maiden fair,
The truth I will unfold,

The bare relation of this deed
Will make your bloed run cold.

Near Wirksworth town in Derbyshire,
Ann Williams she did dwell,

In service she long time had lived,
Till this to her befel.

Her cheeks were like the blushing rose
All in the month of May,

Which made this wicked young man
Thus unto her did say :

Nanecy, my charming creature,
You have my heart ensnared,

My love is such I am resolved
To wed you I declare.

Thus by his false deluding tongue
Poor Nancy was begunil'd,

And soon to her misfortune,
By him she proved with child.

Some days ago this damsel fair
Did write to him with speed,

Such tenderness she did express
‘Would make a heart to bleed,

She said, my dearest William,
T am with child by thee;

Therefore, my dear, pray let me know
‘When you will marry me.

The following day at evening,
This young man did repair,

Unto the town of Wirksworth,
To meet his Nancy there.

Saying, Nancy dear, come let us walk,
Among the flowery fields,

And then the secrets of my heart
To you I will reveal.

O then this wicked young man
A knife he did provide,

And all unknown to his frue love
Concealed it by his side.

‘When to the fatal spot they came,

These words to her did say:

All on this very night T will
Your precious life betray.

On bended knees she then did fall,
In sorrow and despair,

Aloud for mercy she did call,
Her cries did rend the air;

‘With elasped hands and uplift eyes
She eried, Oh spare my life,

I never more will ask you
To make me your wedded wife.

O then this wicked young man said,
No merey will I show;

He took the knife all from his side,
And pierced her body through.

But still she smiling said to him,
‘While trembling with fear,

Ah! William, William, spare my life;
Think on your baby dear.

Twice more then with the bloody knife
He ran her body through,

Her throat was ent from ear to ear,
Most dreadfual for to view ;

Her hands and arms and beauteous face
He cut and mangled sore,

‘While down upon her milk whife breast
The erimson blood did pour.

He took the shawl from off her neck,
And round her body tied,

With pebble stones he did it fill,
Thinking the erime to hide.

O then into the silver stream
He plunged her straightway,

But with her precious blood was stained,
‘Which soon did him betray.

O then this young man taken was,
And info prison sent,

In ratling chains he is confin'd,
His crime for to lament,

Until the Assizes do come on
When trembling he must stand,

Refleeting on the deed he’s done ;
‘Waiting the dread command.

Now all you thoughtless young men
A timely warning take;

Likewise ye fair young maidens,
For this poor damsel’s sake.

And Oh beware of flattering tongues,
For they'll your ruin prove;

So may you crown your future day,
In eomfort, joy, and love.

[
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THE CONFESSION AND EXECUTION OF

JOHN THURTELL

AT HERTFORD GAOL,

On Friday, the 9th of January, 1824.

THE EXECUTION.
Hervtford, half-past twelve o clock.

This morning, at ten minutes before twelve, a bustle
among the javelin-men stationed within the boarded
enclosure on which the drop was erected, announced to
the multitude without that the preparations for the
execution were nearly concluded. The javelin-men
proceeded to arrange themselves in the order usually
observed upon these melancholy but necessary occur-
rences. They had searcely finished their arrangements,
when the opening of the gate of the prison gave an
additional impulse to public anxiety.

When the elock was on the stroke of twelve, Mr
Nicholson, the Under-Sheriff, and the executioner
ascended the platform, followed on to it by Thurtell,
who mounted the stairs with a slow but steady step.
The prineipal turnkey of the gaol came next, and was
followed by Mr Wilson and two officers. On the
approach of the prisoner being intimated by those
persons who, being in an elevated situation, obtained the
first view of him, all the immense multitude present
took off their hats.

Thurtell immediately placed himself under the fatal
beam, and at that moment the chimes of a neighbouring
clock began to strike twelve. The executioner then
came forward with the rope, which he threw across it.
Thurtell first lifted his eyes up to the drop, gazed at it
for a few moments, and then took a calm but hurried
survey of the mulfitude around him. He next fixed
his eyes on a young gentleman in the crowd, whom he
had frequently seen as a spectator at the commencement
of the proceedings against him. Seeing that the
individual was affected by the circumstance, he removed
them to another quarter, and in so doing recognised an
individual well known in the sporting cireles, to whom
he made a slight bow.

The prisoner was atfired in a dark brown great coat,
with a black velvet collar, white corduroy breeches,
drab gaiters and shoes. His hands were confined with
handeuffs, instead of being fied with cord, as is usually
the case on such occasions, and, at his own request, his
arms were not pinioned. He wore a pair of black kid
gloves, and the wrists of his shirt were visible below
the cuffs of his coat. As on the last day of his trial,
he wore a white cravat. The irons, which were very
heavy, and consisted of a succession of chain links,
were still on his legs, and were held up in the middle
by a Belcher handkerchief tied round his waist.

The executioner commenced his mournful duties by
taking from the unhappy prisoner his cravat and collar.
To obviate all difficulty in this stage of the proceedings,
Thurtell flung back his head and neck, and so gave the
executioner an opporfunity of immediately divesting

him of that part of his dress, After tying the rope
round Thurtell’s neck, the exeeutioner drew a white
cotton cap over his countenance, which did not, how-
ever, conceal the contour of his face, or deprive him
entirely of the view of surrounding objects.

At that moment the clock sounded the last stroke of
twelve. During the whole of this appalling ceremony,
there was not the slightest symptom of emotion discer-
nible in his features; his demeanour was perfectly calm
and tranquil, and he behaved like a man acquainted
with the dreadful ordeal he was about to pass, but not
unpreparved to meet it. Though his fortitude was thus
conspicuous, it was evident from his appearance that in
the interval between his eonviction and his execution
he must have suffered much. He looked careworn; his
countenance had assumed a cadaverous hue, and there
was a haggardness and lankness about his cheeks and
mouth, which could not fail to aftract the notice of
every spectator.

The executioner next proceeded to adjust the noose
by which Thurtell was to be attached to the scaffold.
After he had fastened it in such a manner as to satisfy
his own mind, Thurtell looked up at it, and examined
it with great attention. He then desired the execu-
tioner to let him have fall enough. The rope at this
moment seemed as if it would only give a fall of two or
three feet. The executioner assured him that the fall
was quite sufficient. The principal turnkey then went
up to Thurtell, shook hands with him, and turned away
in tears. Mr Wilson, the governor of the gaol, next
approached him. Thurtell said to him, ‘ Do you
think, Mr Wilson, I have got emough fall?’ Mr
Wilson replied, “I think you have, Sir. Yes, quite
enough.”” Mr Wilson then took hold of his hand,
shook it, and said, ¢ Good bye, Mr Thurtell, may God
Almighty bless you.” Thurtell instantly replied,
“ God bless you, Mr Wilson, God bless youw.” Mr
Wilson next asked him whether he considered that the
laws of his country had been dealf fo him justly and
fairly, upon which he said, “I admit that justice has
been done me—1I am perfectly satisfied.”

A few seconds then elapsed, during which every
person seemed to be engaged in examining narrowly
Thurtell’s deportment. His features, as well as they
could be discerned, appeared to remain unmoved, and
his hands, which were extremely prominent, continned
perfectly steady, and were not affected by the slightest
tremulous motion.

Exactly at two minutes past twelve the Under-
Sheriff, with his wand, gave the dreadful signal—the
drop suddenly and silently fell—and

Jory THURTELL WAS LAUNCHED
1xT0 ETERNITY.
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TRIAL, CONFESSION, & EXECUTION

C. T.WHITE, /%, & AMELIA ROBERTS, s,

AT THE O;%ED BAILEY.

Horrible & Appaling Spectacle

W_IIEESSED ON THE FATAL GALLOWS,

Yes.cterdny morning, betfore 8 o'clock, an immense assemblage of
speetators, in numbers equal to those who witnessed the fate of
Fauntleroy, erowded the Old Bailey, from one end to the other, to
witness the execution of Charles Thomas White, late a bookseller
in Holborn, for the erime of arson, and Amelin Roberts, for an
aggravated robbery.  The unfortunate man White had excited an
extraovilinary intevest.

The young woman, Roberts, who was convicted of robbing Mr
Austin, of Red Lion-street, Clerkenwell, with whom she lived as
cook, of property fo the amount of £400 and upwards, and Patrick
Riley, her sweetheart, was convicted of the same offénce. The
conduck of this unhagpy creature has been such, during her confine-
menf, as to exeite the respect, pity, and commisseration of those
who visited her. She huslﬁnen extremely @ttenfive to her veligious
ditties, and the prineipal fhing that engrossed her attention relative
to this world was to exculpafe Riley, and hear that he was converted
from what she deemed %’apistical ertors. On the evening of
Sunday she was amazingly cheerful, and said, as her punishment
wias just, she would rather undergo it than return into a world of
temptation.

The conduct of White was very different, the bare contemplation
of the awful moment of execution unmanned him, He totally dis-
regarded religious exercises, and sat day after day brooding over
his past life, and occasionally starting upon his feet, Witterly
inveighing against his sentence. Immediately after his trial, and
for a long time subsequent, the unfortunate young man persisted
in his entire innocence, and stroye to convince others of it, by that
sort of sophisiical reasoning of which his defence consisted. He
has asked over and over again what could have been his motive to
commit so flagrant a crime, when his circumstances were not
embarrassed, and his prospects flattering

At length, however, he confessed his guilt, but in exouse pleaded
that he was of unsound mind at the time. Finding, af length,
that in all probabilitv the door of mercy would be closed agninst
him, he had recourse to many ingenious measures to effect his
eseape ; and it appears quite clear, that he must have some powerful
auxiliaries, hoth among his fellow prisoners and outside of the

Tisoi.

2 When the warrant of death arrived, which included his name,
the wrefehed man at first vaved like a maniae, his fondly chevished
hu;;c being cut off, but when he regained eomposure, his thoughts
and conversation were again engugi'ed upon an gitempt to escapo.
A few days before that fixed for his execution, he said;, “I know
that I am a4 sinner, but God is merciful, and I hope to go to
Heaven. I know, too, that T must suffer, but T never allow myself
to think of the day.”

THE EXECUTION.

White ascended the platform with an unsteady and tremulous step,
Slark, the Sheriff’s attendant, with a black wand, accompanied
him, and said something to the execufioner, who ecalled his
assistant, and they immediately conducted White to the west end
of the platform, and while one adjusted a rope through the chain
attached to the beam, the other held his hands and arms. White
trembled, and his agitation seemed fo inercase; he raised his
arms, and extended his chest; as if desirous of bursting the cords,
and by the effort loosened his wrists. The cap was drawn over his
eyes; but therestlessnessof the unhappy man seemed to increase; and,
Just as the woman was ascending the steps, he bent his head down,
and pushed off the eap, accompanying this action by a violent
movement of the body, as if tobreak or gethis head out of the fatal

l

noose. The action was made with so much strength aud violence,
and his struggling appearing {o inerease, that a dreadful yell, and
eries of the utmost horvor burst from the erowd, The two assistaut
exeentioners were called to ascend the platform, and they held the
unhappy man while a handkerchief was tied over his eyes, They
endeavoured to draw a cap over lis face, but he stroggled hard
with the executioner, and repeatedly forced itoff. The executioner
seized the unhappy man with some violencs, to induee him to
desist from proceeding to loosen his hands, and the crowd renewed
their former cries and yellings.

Amelia Roberts was then broughit upon the scaffold, and a cord
having been tied round her lower gayments, the rope was adjusted
round her neck. White again got the handkerchief off, and turning
to the woman and crowd alternately, by his gestures, appeared asif
desirous of exciting universal sympathy. The arrangements of
the executioner being complete, he removed the woman fo a
position immediately under the fatal beam, and then placed White

y her side; but the unhappy man gradually moved forward, until
he gradually got his toes mpon the ledge, where Mr Cotton and
Mr. Haker were reading fhe Burial Service. The handkerchief
was again placed over his ayes, but it was evident, from the fineness
of its texture, and what occurved soon afterwards, that he must
have seen through it. At the moment Mr Coiton drew a white
handkerchief from under his surplice, hie leaped upen the platform,
and by sinking his head was able to grasp that part of the cord
which was affixed round his neck under his chin, 1t appeared fo
be a desperate effort to prolong that life which he so fondly clung
to. Af this moment the spectacle was most horrifying—he was
partly suspended, and partly standing on the platform. Duving the
violence of his exertions, his tongue was forced out of his mouth,
and the convulsions of his body and ¢ontorfions of his face were
truly appalling. The cries of displeasure from the crowd were
again renewed, and they continued till the executioner had forced
the wretched man’s hands from the cord, and moved his feet from
the platiorm, when in an instant the rope had its full tension ; and,
by pulling the man’s legs, he ceased struggling, and in a few
minutes was dead. It is thought, that if his arms had not been
fastened by a cord, the handkerchief would have given way, and
the most painful consequences would have resulted. As it was, his
sufferings were eonsiderably protracted. The distortions of his

countenance, in the agonies of death, could be secen by the evowd;

and, as he remained suspended without any covering to his face, the
horrible spectacle was most terrific.  The shrieks of the women,
and the eries of the men, rendered the sceme more painful than any
onewe had ever witnessed before ; and butfor the wise precaution
of erecting extra barriers across the street, much mischief would
have been done in the confusion,

The sufferings of the poor woman were momentary.—When she
was bronght into the dock, at the boitom of the stairs leading to
the seaffold, she took a seat on o bench. Mr. Baker attended her,
while Mr. Cotton attended White on the scaffold. Her eyes were
closed, and her resignation was surprising.  She ejaculated, * Into
thy hands, oh Lord! I commit my soul;™ and just before she
ascended the scaffold, she said, * God have merey, save my soul!
and pity and pardon my poor friend Patrick” (alluding to Riley).
Whilst on the scaffold, she continued praying; in which she was in
stl):‘m degree disturbed by the extrrordinary conduet of her fellow
enlprt,

'he erowd were greatly affected by the horrid sizht which they
had witnessed, and we trust that this example will have its due
effect upon the minds of the thoughtless and wicked.

J, Catnach, Printer,

24and 3, Munmc_mth Court.
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CONFESSION AND EXECUTION OF

WILLIAM CORDER,

THE MURDERER OF MARIA MARTEN.

Since the tragical affair between Thurtell and Weare,
no event has occurred commected with the eriminal
annals of our counfry which has excited so much
interest as the trial of Corder, who was justly convicted
of the murder of Maria Marten on Friday last.

THE CONFESSION.
“Bury Gaol, August 10th, 1828.—Condemned’ cell.
0y Sunday evening, half-past Eleven.

T acknowledge being guilty of the death of poor
Maria Marten, by shooting her with a pistel. The
particulars are as follows :—When we left her father’s
house, we began quarrelling about the burial of the
child: she apprehcnderl the place wherein it was
deposited would be found ouf. The quarrel continued
about three quarters of an honr upon this sad and
about other subjects. A scuffle ensned, and during the
seuffle, and at the time I think that she had hold ot’ me,
T took the pistol from the side poekst of my velveteen
jacket and fired. She fell, and died in an instant. 1
never saw her even stru fmlp I was overwhelmed with
agitation and dismay : .~ the body fell near the front
doors on the floor of the barm. A vast quantity of
blood issued from the wound, and ran on to the floor
and through the crevices. Having determined to bury
the body in the barn (about two hours after she was
dead. T went and borrowed a spade of Mrs Stow, but
before I went there I dragged the body from the barn
into the chaff-house, and locked the barn. T returned
again to the barn, and began to dig a hole, but the
sp‘ule being a bad one, and the earth firm and hard, T
was obhﬂcd to go home for a pickaxe and a better
spade, w lth whie lx I dug the hole, and then buried the
body. T think I draggrd the body by the handkerchief
that was tied round her neck. It was dark when [
finished covering up the body. I went the next day,
and washed the blood from off the barn-floor. I declare
to Almighty God I had no sharp instrnment about me,
and no other wound but the one made by the pistol was
inflicted by me. I have been guilty of great idleness,
and ut times led a dissolute life, but I hope through the
merey of God to be forgiven. Wrnntax Corper.”

Witness to the signing by the said William Corder,

Joux Onrinee.
Condemned ecell, Eleven o’clock, Monday morning,
August 11th, 1828.

The above confession was read -over carefully to the
prisoner in our presence, who stated most solemnly it
was true, and that he had nothing te add to or retract
from it.—W. Srockrse, chaplain ; Toworay R. Housss,
Under-Shertff.

THE EXECUTION.

At ten minutes before twelve o'clock the prisoner was
brought from his cell and pinioned by the hangman,
who was brought from London for the purpose. Hc
appeaved resigned, but was so weak as to be unable to
stand without support; when his cravat was removed
he groaned heavily, and appeared to be labouring nnder
great mental agony. When his wrists and arms were
made fast, he was led round twards the seaffold, and

as he passed the different yards in which the prisoners
were confined, he shook hands with them, and speaking
to two nf t}lun by name, he said, ““Good bye, God
bless you.” They appeared ccmmdemhlv affected by
the wretehed appearance which he made, and “ God
bless you!” “May God receive your soul!” were
frequently uttered as he passed along. The chaplain
walked before the prisoner, reading the usual Burial
Service, and the Governor and Officers walking imme-
diately after him. The prisoner was supported to the
steps which led to the scaffold; he looked somewhat
wildly around, and a constable was obliged to support
him while the hangman was adjusting the fatal cord.
There was a barrier to keep off the erowd, amounting
to upwards of 7,000 persons, who at this time had
stationed themselves in the adjoining fields, on the
hedges, the tops of houses, and at every point from
which a view of the exceuntion could be best obtained.
The prisoner, a few moments before the drop fell,
groaned heavily, and would have fallen, had not a
second constable caught hold of him. Everything
having been made ready, the signal was given, the
fatal drop fell, and the unforfunate man was launched
into eternity. Just before he was turned off, he said in
a fechle tone, ““I am justly sentenced, and may God
forgive me."”

The Murder of Maria Marten.
BY W. CORDER.

OME all you thoughtless yonng men, & wurning take by
el
And think upon my unlis appy fate to be hanged upon a tree;
My name is William Corder, to you I do deelars,
I courted Maria Marten, most beautiful and fair.

I promised T would marry her upon @ certain day,
Instead of that, T was resolved to take her life away.
I went into her father’s house the 18th day of May,
Saying, my dear Mavia, we will fix the wedding day.

If yon will meet me at the Rod-barn, as sure as T have life,

T will take vou fo Ipswich fown, and there make you my wife

T then wenf home and fetched my gun, my pickixe and my spade,
T went into the Red-barn, and there T ulu:; her grave.

With heart so light, she thought no harm, to meet him she did go
He mugdered her all in the barn, and laid her body low :

After the horrible deed was done, she lay weltering in her gore,
Her bleeding mangled body he buried bineath the "Reil-barn floor.

Now all things being silent, her spivit could not rest,

She appeared nnto her mother, who suckled her at her breast ;
For many a long month or more, hermind being sore oppress'd,
Neither night or day she could not take any rest.

Her mother’s mind being so disturbed, she dreamt three nights
o'or,

Her daughter she lay murdered beneath: the Red-barn floor;

She senf the father fo the barn, when he the ground did thrust,

And there he found his daughter mingling with the dust.

My trial is hiard, T could not stand, most woeful was the sicht,

When her 1{\' hu-m- was brought to proye, which ]_Jti’t'(‘t‘d my
heart quite ;

Her aged father standing by, likewise his loying wife,

And in her grief her hair she ¢ tore, she searcely “eonld keep life.

Adieu, adien, my loving friends, my glass is almost run,

On Monday next will be my last, when T am to be hang'd ;
Ho you, voung men, who do pass by, with pity look on me,
For murdering Maria Marten, T was hang d upon the tree.

3 A

Printed by J. Catnach, 2 and 3, Monmouth Court.—Cards, &e., Printed Cheap,
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THE TRIAL, SENTENCE, FULL CONFESSION, AND EXECUTION OF
BISHOP

- - . ﬂ =

BURKING AND BURKERS.

M The month of November, 1831, will be recorded in
the annals of crimes and cruelties as particularly pre-
eminent, for it will prove to posterity that other
wretches could be found base emough to follow the
horrid example of Burke and his accomplice Hare, fo
enfice the unprofected and friendless to the den of
death for sordid gain.

The horrible erime of “ Burking,” or murdering the
unwary with the intention of selling their bodies at a
high price to the anatomical schools, for the purpose of
disseetion, has unfortunately obtained a notoriety which
will not be soon or easily forgotten. It took its horrify-
ing appellation from the circumstances which were
disclosed on the trial of the inhuman wretch Burke,
who was executed at Edinburgh in 1829, for having
wilfully and deliberately murdered several persons for
the sole purpose of profiting by the sale of their dead
bodies.

APPREHENSION OF THE
BURKERS.

On Tuesday, November 8th, four persons, viz., John

3a2

Bishop, Thomas Willinms, James May, and Michael
Shield, were examined at Bow Street Police Office on
the charge of being concerned in the wilful murder of
an unknown Ttalian boy. From the evidence adduced,
it appeared that May, alias Jack Btirabout, a known
resurrection-man, and Bishop, a body-snatcher, offered
at King’s College a subject for sale, Shield and
Williams having charge of the body in a hamper, for
which they demanded twelve guineas. Mr Parfridge,
demonstrator of anatomy, who, although nof in absolute
want of a subject, offered nine guineas, but being struck
with its freshness sent a messenger to the police station,
and the fellows were then taken into custody, examined
before the magistrates, when Shield was discharged and
the others ultimately committed for trial.

THE TRIAL.

Friday, December 2nd, having been fixed for the
trial of the prisoners charged with the murder of the
Italian boy, the Court was crowded to excess so early
as eight o’clock in the morning.

At nine o'elock the Deputy Recorder, Mr Serjeant
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Arabin, came into the court, when the prisoners
severally pleaded “ Not Guilty.”

The Jury were then sworn, and at ten o’clock Chief
Justice Tindal, Mr BaronVaughan, and MrJustice Little-
dale entered the Court, with the Lord Mayor and Sheriffs.

The Bench was erowded with persons of rank,
amongst whom was the Duke of Sussex.

Mr Bodkin having opened the case, Mr Adolphus
proceeded fo state to the Jury the leading facts, as they
were afterwards stated in the evidence produced. The
case for the prosecution having closed, the prisoners
were called upon for their defence.

The prisoner Bishop in his defence stated that he
was thirty-three years of age, and had followed the
occupation of carrier till the last five years, during
which he had oceasionally obtained a livelihood by
supplying surgeons with subjects. He most solemnly
declared that he had never disposed of any body that
had not died a natural death.

Williams' defence beiefly stated that he had never
been engaged in the ealling of a resurrectionist, but
had only by accident accompanied Bishop on the sale of
. the Italian boy’s body.

May, in his defence, admitted that for the last six
years he had followed the oceupation of supplying the
medical schools with anatomical subjects, but disclaimed
ever having had anything to do with the sale of bodies
which had not died a natural death. That he had
accidentally met with Bishop at the Fortune of War
public house on the Friday on which the body was
taken for sale fo Guy’s Hospital.

At eight o’clock the jury retired to consider their

verdict, and on their return they found the prisoners
were Guilty of Murder. 1

The Recorder then passed the awful sentence npon
them, “That each of them be hanged on Monday
morning, and their bedies he delivered over for dissec-
tion and anatomization.”

The prisoners heard the sentence as they hud the
verdiet, without any visible alteration. May raised his
voice, and in a firm tone said, “I am a murdered man,
gentlemen.”

THE FULL CONFESSION OF
BISHOP AND WILLIAMS.

On Saturday morning Williams addressed a note to
Mr Wontner, stating that he and Bishop wanted
particularly to see him and Dr. Cotton, the Ordinary.
In the eourse of the interview which immediately
followed, both prisoners made a full confession of their
guilt, both exculpating May altogether from being party
to any of the murders. Huving received the confes-
stons, Mr Wontner immediately waited upon Mr Justice
Littledale and Baron Vaughan, and upon communicat-
ing to them the statements, they said they would at once
see the Home Seeretary on the subjeet.

On Sunday morning the Sheriffs visited all three of
the prisoners in succession, and with the Under-Sheriffs
were engaged between three and four hours in taking
down the statements of the conviets. The result of all

- these investigations was that the same afternoon a

respite during his Majesty’s pleasure arrived at New-
gate for May, and his sentence will be commuted to
transportation for life.

THE EXECUTION.

During the whole of Sunday erowds of persons con-
grogated in the Old Bailey, and the spof on which the
scaffold was to be erected was covered with indiyiduals
conversing on the horrid crimes of the conviets, and in
the conrse of the day strong posts were erected in the
0ld Bailey and at the ends of Newgate street, Giltspur
street, and Skinner street, for the purpese of forming
barriers to break the pressure of the crowd.

At half-past twelve o’clock the gallows was brought
out from the yard, and drawn fo its usual station
opposite the Debtor's door. The crowd, as early as one
o’clock amounting fo several thousand persons, con-
tinued rapidly increasing.

By some oversight three chains had been suspended
from the fatal beam, and this led the crowd fo suppose
that May had not been respited. Mr. Wontnor, on
hearing of the mistake, directed that one of the chains
should be removed. The moment this was done an
exclamation of ‘May is respited,” ran through the
crowd, and, contrary fo the expected tokens of indigna-
tion, distinet cheers were heard amongst the erowd on
;:viimassing this token that mercy had been shown fo

ay.

At half-past seven the Sheriffs arrived in their
carriage, and in a short time the press-yard was
thronged with gentlemen. The unhappy convicts were
now led from their cells, Bishop came out first, and

after he was pinioned he was conducted fo a seat, and
the Rev. Mr. Williams sat alongside of him, and they
conversed together in a low tone of ‘voice.

Williams was next introduced, and the wonderful
alteration two days had effected in his appearance
astonished everyone who was present at the frial. All
the bold confidence he exhibited then had completely
forsaken him, and he looked the most miserable wretch
it is possible fo conceive. He entered the room with a
very faltering step, and when the ceremony of pinion-
ing him commenced, he was so weak as to be scarcely
able to stand.

Everything being ready, the melancholy procession
moved forward. Bishop was then conducted to the
scaffold, and the moment he made his appearance the
most dreadful yells and hootings were heard among the
erowd. The executioner proceeded at once to the per-
formance of his duty, and having put the rope round
his neck and affixed it to a chain, placed him under the
fatal beam. Williams was then taken ouf, and the
groans and hisses were renewed. The dreadful pre-
parations were soon completed, and in less than five
minutes after the wretched men appeared on the scaffold
the usual signal was given, the drop fell, and they were
launched info eternity. Bishop appeared fo die very
soon, but Williams struggled hard. Thus died

THE DREADFUL BURKERS OF 1831.

Printed in London for the Vendors.
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LIFE, TRIAL, CONFESSION, & EXEGUTION

or

JAMES GREENACRE,

FOR THE .

EDGEWARE ROAD

MURDER.

On the 22nd of April, James Greenacre was found guilty of the
wilful murderof Hannah Brown, and Sarah Galewith being accessary
after the fact. A long and connected chain of evidence was pro-
duged, which showed, that the sack in which the body was found
was the property of Mr. Ward ; that it was usually deposited in a
parb of the premises which led to the workshop, and could without
observation have been carvied away by him; that the said sack
contained several fragments of shavings of mahogany, such as
were made in the course of business by Ward; and that it
contained some pieces of linen cloth, which had been patehed with
nankeen ; that this linen eloth matehed exactly with a frock which
was found on Greenacre’s premises, and which belonged to the
female prisoner.  Feltham, o police-officer; deposed, that on the
25th of March he apprehended the prisoners at the lodgings of
Greenacre; that on searching the trowsers pockets of that person,
he took therefrom a pawnbroker's duplicate for two silk gowns,
and from the fingers of the female prisoner two rings, and also a
similar duplicate for two veils, and an old-fashioned silver watch,
which slie was endeavouring to conceal; and it was further
proved that these articles were pledged by the prisoners, and that
they had been the property of the deceased woman.—Two surgeons
were examined, whose eyidence was most important, and whose
depositions were of the gregtest consequence in throwing a clear
licht on the manner in which the female, Hannah Brown, mef
with her death. Mr. Birtwhisile deposed, that he had carefully
examined the head; that the right eye had been knocked out by a
blow inflicted while the person was living; there was also a cut on
the cheek, and the jaw was fractured, these two last wounds were,
in his opinion, produced after death ; there was alsoa bruise on the
head, which had ocourred after death; the head had been separated
by cutting, and the Gone sawed nearly through, and then broken
off; there were the marks of a saw, which fitted with a saw which
was fonnd in Greeuacre’s box. Mr. Girdwood, & surgeon, very
minutely and skilfully described the ap]ln-amncug presented on the
head, and showed incontestibly, that the head had }3::011 severed
from the body while the person was yet alive ; that this was proved
by the retraction, or drawing back, of the muscles at the parts where
they were separated by the knife, and further, by the blood-vessels
being empty, the body was drained of blood. This part of the

evidence produced a thrill of horroy throughout the court, hut
Greenacre remained quite unmoved.

After a most impressive and impartial summing up by the learned
Judge, the jury retired, and, after the absence of a guarter of an
hour, returned into court, and pronounced o verdict of * Guilty "
against both the priseners,

The prisoners heard the verdiet without evineing the least
emotion, or the slightest change of countenance.  Affer an awful
gilence of afew minutes, the Lord Chief Justice said they might
refire, as they would be remanded unfil the end of the session.

They were then conducted from the bar, and on going down the
steps, the unfortunate female prisoner kissed Gréenaere with every
mark of tenderness and affection.

The crowd outside the court on this day was even greater than
on either of the preceding; and when the result of the frial was
made known in the streef, a sudden and general shout succeeded,
and continued huzzas were heard for several minutes.

THE EXECUTION.

At half' past geven the shoriff arrived in his carriage, and ina
short time the press-yard was thronged with gentlemen who had
been admifted by tickets. The nnhappy conviet was now led from
his cell. When lie arrived in the press-yard, his whole appearance
pourtrayed the utmost misery and spirif-broken dejection; his
countenance hageard, and his whole frame agitated ; all that seli-
possesion and fortitude which he displayed in the early part of his
imprisonment, had utterly forsaken him, and had left him a victim
of hopelessness and despaiv. He requested the executioner fo' give
him as little pain as posiible in the process of pinioning his arms
and wrists ; he uttered not a word in allusion to his erime ; neither
did he make any dying request, except that his spectacles mizht be
given to Sarah Gale ; he exhibited no sign of hope; he showed no
symptom of reconeiliation with his offended God! When the
venerable ordinary preceded him in the solemn procession through
the vaulted passage to the fatal drop, he was so overcome and
unmanied, that he could not support himself withouf the aid of the
assistant executioner, At the moment he aseended the faithless
floor, from which he was to be launched into eternity, the most
terrific yells, gronns, and cheers were voeiferated by the immense
multitude surrounding the place of exeeution. Greenacre bowed to
the sheriff, and ht!:_{guﬁ he might not be allowed to remain long in the
conconrse ; and almost immediately the fatal bolt was withdrawn,
and, without a struggle, he became a lifoless corse.—Thus ended
the days of Greenaerd, o man endowed with more than ordinary
talents, vespectably connected, and desirably plnced in society ; hut
a want of probity, an absolute denrth of prineiple, led him on
from one crime fo another, until at length he perpetrated the
sanguinary deed which brought his career to an swful and dis-
graceful period, and which has enrolled his name among the most
notorious of those who have expiated their erime on the gallows.

On hearing the death-bell toll, Gale beeame dreadfully agitated ;
and when she heard the brutal shouts of the erawd of spectators,
she fainted, and remained in a state of alternate mental agony and
insensibility throughout the whole day.

After having heen 3us11rmrlori the usunl time, his body was cut
down, and buried in a hole dug in one of the ]I)as.-s:x;rcs of the pri-
son, near the spot where Thistlewood and
deposited.

his associntes were

T, Catnach, Printer, 2 and 3, Monmouth Court,
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TRIAL, SENTENGE, CONFESSION, & EXECUTION
¥. 8. COURYOISIER,

FOR THE

Murder of Lord Wm. Russell.

THE VERDICT.

Owp Baney, Satvrpay Eveniwe,
June 2080, 1840.

After the jury had been absent for an hour and twenty minutes,
they returned into court, and the prisoner was again placed at the
bar.

The names of the jury were then called over, and the clerk of
the court said—* How say you, gentlemen, have you agreed on
your verdiet? Do you find the prisener Guilty or Not Guilty of
the felony of murder with which he stands charged "'

The foreman of the jury, in & low yoice, said—“We find him
GUILTY !

The Clerk of the Court then said: Francois Benjamin Counr-
voisier, you have been found Guilty of the wilful murder of
William Russell, Esq., commonly called Lord William Russell ;
what have you to say why the court should not give you sentence
to die according to law ?

The prisoner made no reply. The usual proclamation for silence
was then made.

SENTENCE.

The Lorp Cmrer JusticE Tinpar, having put on the black
cap, said: Frangois Benjamin Courvoisier, you have been found
guilty by an intelligent, patient, and impartial jury of the crime of
wilful murder. That erime has been established against you, not
indeed by the testimony of eye-witnesses as to the fact, but by a
chain of circumstances no less unerring; which have left no doubt
of your guilt in the minds of the jury, and all those who heard the
trial. Itis ordained by divine authority that the murderer shall
not eseape justice, and this ordination has been exemplified in your
case, in the course of this trial, by the disclosure of evidence
which has brought the facts to bear ageinst you in a conclusive
manner, The murder, although committed in the dark and silent
hour of night, has neverthieless been brought clearly to light by
Divine interposition. The precise motive which induced you to
commit this guilty act can only be known to your own conscience;
but it now only remains for me to recommend yon most earnestly
to employ the short time you bave to live in prayerand repentance,
and in endeavouring to make your peace with that Almighty Being
whose law you have broken, and before whom you must shortly
appear.  The Learned Judge then passed sentence on the priscner
in the nsual form.

The court was very much crowded to the last.

THE CONFESSION OF THE CONVICT.

After the Learned Judge had pessed sentence on the eonvict,
he was removed from the bar, and immediately made a full confes-
gion of his guilt.

THE EXECUTION.

At eight o’clock this morning, Courvoisier ascended the steps
leading to the gallows, and advanced, without looking round him,
to the centre of the platform, followed by the executioner and the
ordinary of the prison, the Rev. Mr Carver. On his appearance a
fow yells of execrition escaped from a portion of the crowd; but
the general body of the people, great as must have been their
abhiorrence of his atrocious erime, remained silent spectators of the

seene which was pnssing before their eyes. The prisoner’s manner .

was marked by an extraordinary appearance of firmness. His step
was steady and collected, and his movements free from the slightest
agitation or indecision. His countenance indeed was pale, and bore
the trace of much dejection, but it was at the same time calm and

unmoved. While the executioner was placing him on the drop
he slightly moved his hands (which were tied in front of him, and
strongly clasped one within the other) up and down two or three
times; and this was the only visible symptom of any emotion
or mental anguish which the wretched man endured. His face was
then covered with the cap, fitting so closely as not to conceal the
outlines of his countenance, the noose wasthen adjusted. During this
operation he lifted up his head and raised his bands to his breast,
as if in the action of fervent prayer. In a moment the fatal bolt
was withdrawn, the drop fell, and in this attitude the murderer
perished. He died without any violent struggle 1In two minutes
after he had fallen his legs were twice slightly convulsed, but no
further motion was observable, excepting that his raised arms,
gra.dllllnily losing their vitality, sank down from their own lifeless
weight.

After hanging one hour, the body was cut down and removed
within the prison.

AFFECTING COPY OF VERSES

Attention give, both old and young,
Of high and low degree,
Think while this mournful tale is sung,
Of my sad misery,
I've slain & master good and kind,
To me has been & friond,
For which I must my life resign,
My time is near an end.

Oh hark! what means that dreadful sound ?
It sinks deep in my soul ;
It is the bell that sounds my knell,
How solemn 18 the toll.
See thousands are assembled
Around the fatal place,
To gaze on my approaching,
And witness my disgrace.

There many sympathising hearts,
Who feel another’s woe,

Even now appears in sorrow,
For my sad overthrow.

Think of the aged man I slew,
Then pity's at an end,

I rohb'd him of property and life,
And the poor man of a friend.

Let pilfering passions not intrude,
For to lead you astray,

From step to step it will delude,
And bring you to dismay.

Think of the wretehed Courvoisier,
Who thus dies on a tree,

A death of shame, I've nought to blame,
But my own dishonesty.

Mercy on earth I'll not 1mplore,
To erave it would be vain,
My hands are dyed with human gore,
None ean wash off the stain,
But the merits of a Saviour,
Whoge mercy alone I erave;
Good Christians pray, a8 thus I die,
I may his pardon have.

Pavr & Co., Printers, 2, 3, Monmouth, Court, Seven Dials.
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TRIAL. SENTENGE, AND EXECUTION

ROBERT BLAKESLEY,

For the Wilful Murder of JAMES BURDON,
in Eastcheap.

This morning soon after eight o'clock, Robert
Blakesley wns executed in the Old Bailey for the
murder of James Burdon, on the 21st of September, by
stabbing him on the left side of his belly. The pri-
soner was tried at the Central Criminal Court before
Lord Abinger and Mr Baron Gummey. Mr Payne
appeared for the prosecution. Mr (. Phillips and
Bodkin conducted the defence. The Jury after an
abgence of half an hour returned into court finding the
Prisoner GUILTY. The officer of the court then
asked the prisoner if he had anything thing to say why
sentence of death should not be passed upon him ?

The Prisoner: 8o help me God I am innocent of all
intention to murder James Burdon.

Proclamation was then made fo keep silence in the
court.

Lord Abinger, having put on the black cap, addressed
the prisoner as follows :—Robert Blakesley, you stand
convicted by a jury of your countrymen of the atrocious
and abominable crime of murder. Though you appeal
to God to bear wilness of your innocence, yef it is by
human tribunals that you must be judged. If yon are
innocent God will not hear that appeal in vain, but we
can judge only by human testimony, and the means we
have of investigating gmilt. Upon that investigation
no doubt can be entertained that you are guilty of the
crime laid to your charge. You intended to commit
another murder; the first person whose life you aimed
at taking away was your wife. You then aimed at
taking away that of the unfortunate man who became
the vietim of your anger, and his life has been taken
by you, who gave it not, and who cannot restore if.
You have, to acertain extent, by your remorse, appeared
conscious of your offence. It is impossible for me,

sitting in this place, to take any other notice of that -

remorse than o express a hope that it may be genuine,
and that you may, in the short time you have to pass in
this world, endeavour to make your peace with God,
whose laws in thislife you have violated by your crime.

An attempt has been made to excuse you on the ground
of temporary insanity. You have had a merciful and
deliberate jury, who have paid the greatest attention fo
to the evidence adduced before them npon that subject,
and your own father, who appears to be a person highly
respectable, has come forward to endeavour to prove
that, as far as he could do so consistently with the truth
on your behalf. But, notwithstanding, all the inclina-
tion which the jug: must have felt to yield, if possible,
to the anxious wish of your parent, we have all found
it impossible to doubt that you committed this act with
malice, with deliberation, and with an intention you
had no right or authority to feel, much less to execute.
You have taken away the life of one of your fellow-
creatures; another, that of your own wife, still remains
in jeopardy. What can you expect from human
tribunals but that the law should be executed with the
utmost severity against you? Its sentence, and I
pronounce it with pain and sorrow, is, that you be taken
to the place whence you came, to be thence removed to
the place of execution, then that you be hanged by the
neck till you are dead, and that your corpse be buried
in the place of your imprisonment, and may the Lord
have mercy on your soul.

The prisoner, who had preserved the same contenance
and demeanour unmoved, was then taken from the dock.

THE EXECUTION.

The moment the culprit appeared on the seaffold,
there was a yell from the multitude, but he took no
notice of it, but muttering a few words in prayer, he
was launched into eternity. For the first couple of
minutes, the wretched man struggled very much, to the
great gratification of the crowd, at the pain he was
supposed to be suffering. After hanging the usual time,
the body was eut down, and deposited in a shell, in
which he is to be buried fo-night within the precintes
of the gaol.
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VERSES ON DANIEL GOOD,

Who was executed this morning May, 42, for the Murder of Jane Jones

T

|
|

I

Of all the wild deeds upon murder’s black list,
Sure none is so barbarous and cruel as this,
Which in these few lines unto you I'll unfold,
The recital’s enough to turn your blood cold.

In the great town of London near Manchester square,
Jane Jones kept a mangle in South street we hear,

A gentleman’s coachman oft visiting came,

A cold-blooded monster, Dan Good was his name.

As a single man under her he made love,

And in course of time she pregnant did prove,
Then with false pretences he took her from home,
Po murder his victim and the babe in her womb,

To his master's stables in Putney Park Lane,
They went, but she never returned again,
Prepare for your end then the monster did ery,
You time it is come for this night you must die.

Then ‘with @ sharp hatchet her head did eleave,

She hegged for merey but none he would give,

Huve meroy dear Daniel my wreiched life spare,

For the sake of your own child which you know I bear,

No meray, he cried, then repeated the blow,

Alive from this stable you never shall go,

Neither you nor your brat shall e'er trouble me more,
Then lifeless his victim he struck to the floor.

And when she was dead this sad deed to hide,

The limbs from her body he straight did divide,
Her bowels ript open and dripping with gore,

The child from the womb this black monster he tore.

He made a large fire in the harness room,

Her head, arms, and legs in the fire did consume,
But ¢'er his intentions were fulfilled quite,

This dark deed by Providence was brought to light.

Ts a pawn-shop the coachman he did go one day,
A boy said some trowsers he did take away,

A policeman followed unto Putney Lane,

The coachman and trowsers to bring back again.

When in searching the stable the body he spied,
Without head, legs, or arms, and ript open beside,
Then a ery of murder he quickly did raise,

And the coachman was taken within a few days.

And when lie was tried, most shocking to state,
The evidence proved what T now relate,

Thit Dantel Good murdered his vietim Jones,
Then cat up and burnt her flesh and bones.

e soon was found guilty and sentenced to die,
The death of & murderer on the gallows high,
The blood of the murder'd must not ery vain,

An we hope that his like we shall ne'er sce again.

J. Harkness, Printer, Preston.
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THE EXECUTION OF

JAMES BLOOMFIELD RUSH

NORWICH CASTLE, APRIL 23rd.,
For the murder of Isaac Jermy, Esq., the Recorder of
Norwich, and his son, I. Jermy Jermy, Esq.,

AT
STANFIELD HAL L.

1849,

Between 11 and 12 o’clock the hell of St Peter’s,
Mancroft, tolled the death knell of the criminal. 'When
conducted to the turnkey’s room fo be pinioned he met
Calecraft, whereupon he said to Mr Pinson “Is this the
man that is to do the business?”’ The reply was “ Yes.”
‘When he was pinioned he shrugged up his shoulders,
saying ““ This don’t go easy ; it’s too tight.”

Within two or three minutes after 12 o'clock the
mournful cavaleade proceeded from the interior of the
Castle to the spot on which the gibbet was erected.
The chaplain, who headed the procession, read, as he
passed along, part of the burial service.

‘When the procession left the Castle gate to proceed
to the gibbet, Rush presented a most melancholy and
dejected appearance. He was dressed in a plain suif of
black, wearing no neck-hankerchief. His shirt collar
was turned down. For about twenty yards he walked
with a firm unwavering step, but in a moment after-
wards he raised his pinioned hands to his face and
trembled violently. He then removed his hands from
bis face, and turning up his eyes to heaven, assumed
the attitude of penitence and prayer. On reaching the
gallows the rev. chaplain offered up a prayer. While
this prayer was being read the condemned convict
seemed to be deeply impressed with the awful character
of his situation. Immediately on the close of the
prayer he beckoned to Mr Pinson, the governor of the
Castle, when the following brief conversation ensued :

Rush: Mr Pinson, I have a last request to make to
you. It is that the bolt may be withdrawn while the
chaplain is reading the benediction—¢* The grace of our
Lord Jesus Christ, and the love of God, and the fellow-
ship of the Holy Ghost, be with us all, evermore.”

Mr Pinson: I will communicate your wish to the
chaplain, and T have no doubt it will be attended to.

The hangman then placed the unhappy convict under
the beam on which he was to hang, and affixed the
fatal rope around his neck. Rush said, *For God's
sake give me rope enough. Don’t be in a hurry; take
your time.” Then moving his head abouf, he said
< Put the knot a little higher up, don’t hurry.” The
rev. chaplain proceeded with the prayers, and on arriv-
ing at the words *“ The grace of our Lord Jesus Christ,”
&e., Caleraft withdrew the bolt, the platform went
down, and all was over. His death was greeted with
loud applause by an immense crowd who had assembled
to witness the execution.

Good people listen unto my song,

And girls to whom honest hearts belong,
Pay great attention to what I say,

And by the wicked be not led astray.

Poor Emily Sandford was learned well,

Yet mark what to her fatal lot befel,

The serpent’s tongue caused the tears to gush,

For she was betrayed by James Bloomfield Rush.
She begged most pleadingly to be his wife,

And lived with him a most unhappy life,

And though the hot tears down her cheeks did flow
The monster heeded not Miss Sandford’s woe.

But seeing that she now was ruined quite,

She stood upon her feet in female might,

And with her pale hand stretched fowards his face
Said, ¢ God will curse thee for my deep disgrace.”
Forboding were the words Miss Sandford said,

For murderous thoughts were in the ‘wretch’s head.
He set to work, and speedily did plan,

The death of servants, husband, wife, and son.

A five barrelled pistol he soon did buy,
And then a mask upon his face did try,
Put on his hat and cloak and pistols drew,
Within its fold a bloody deed to do.

For Stanfield Hall he quick did start,

And old Squire Jermy he shot through the heart!
And while the grey-hair'd man lay bleeding there,
He shot his son and lovely wife so fair.

Eliza Chestney to her Mistress ran,

Baying, ° dearest mistress, who is this man ?"
And, while she pressed her mistress to her heart,
A bullet pierced in a dangerous part.

James Bloomfield Rush was then to prison sent,
Miss Bandford against him a witness went,

She was well avenged—for on the gallows high,
The base seducer was condemned to die!

The Judge soon told him that his race was run,—
That he must die for murderous deeds he'd done,
To use the time that yet on earth was given,

In making peace with his God in heaven.

O had you witness'd the parting hour,

Of this wretched man and his nine children dear,

Your hearts would break to think that they might see,
Their father hung upon a gallows free.

J. Harkness; Printer, Preston,
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EXECUTION OF

JOHN GLEESON WILSON,

At Kirkdale Gaol, on Saturday, September 15th, 1849, the H
Murderer of Mrs. Hinrichson, her Two Children, and Female
Servant.
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One of the most appalling mimrders which has for
years startled and disgusted society took place on the
morning of Wednesday, March 28th, 1849, atv No. 20,
Leveson Street, Liverpool, at mid-day. A misereant in
the most Dbrutal manner murdered two unprotected
women and two helpless ¢hildren. . _

Tn due conrse Wilson was committed for triel, which
took place before Mr Justice Patteson and a respectable
jury, who, in less than five minutes, returned a verdiet
of GUILTY. )

On Saturday morning, a few minutes before twelve
o’clock, the iron gate leading to the drop was opened,
and the prisoner appearcd between two priests—the
Rev. Mr Duggan and the Rey, Mr Marshall. A general
feeling of horror seemed to pervade all present, which
found expression in the most distant part of the assem-
blage by bursts of execration.

Caleraft, the Tondon executioner, was unable to be
present from illness, and the office was performed by
Howard, from York, who was especially brought to
Liverpool by the Under Sheriff. The priests 1'0:.::1 in
Engliéh, the service of the Catholic Church for a
departing soul until the bolt was drawn, and the
wretehed culprit was launched into eternity.

Thus terminated the life of one of the greafest
criminals that ever disgraced the human family. Up-
wards of 100,000 persons were presenf, !:.he railway
company running cheap trains from all available parts.

+
+

THE LIVERPOOL TRAGEDIES.

Come all you feeling christians qn'd listen unto me,

The like sms nat recorded in British history,

It's of three dreadful murders committed, 1 am told,

By one John Gleeson Wilson, for the sake of eursed gold.

J. Harkness, Printer, Preston,

On Weadnesday the 28th, consternation did prevail,

In Leveson Sticet in Liverpool, where thousands id bewail.

The fate of this poor family, who we've left tn de plore, [more.
Snatehed from w father’s fond embriees, who ne’er will sce them
This monster in hwman shape did @0 there to divell,

And that he went for plunder to a1l it is kaown full well,

And when this eallous villuin saw their defenceless stite,

He did resolve them all to Kill and rol them of the plate.

Mis bloody work he did commence all in fhe open day,

By striking at the childven while their mother was wwiy,

The seryant girl did interfere, said, ** should not do so.”

Then with a poker in his hand he gave her a severe Blow.
Numberless fimes he did her strike till she could no longer stand,
The blood did flow profusely from her wounds, and did him hrand,
Then the eldest hoy of five years old, in supplication said,

“Oh master, spare our procious lives, don't serve us like the maid.”
This darling child of five years old he brutally did Kill,
Regardless of its tender cries, its precious blood did =pill,

The youngest child to the kitelien ran, to shun the awiul knife,
This villain followed after and took its precious life.

The surgeon thus deseribes the scene presented o his view,

A more appalling ease than this he says he never knew,

Four human beings on the floor all weltering in their gore,

The sight was sickening to behold on entering the door. J

The mother's wounds three inches deep npon her head and face,
And pools of blood as thiek as mud, from all of them conld trace,
None could identify the boy, his head was like a jelly;

This tragedy is worse by fir than Greenacre or Kelly.

To the hospital in this sad state they quickly were conveyed,

‘The mother with her infant dear, and faithful servant muid,
Thousauds did besiege the gates, their fate for to enquire,

But in three days from incise wounds, both of them did expire.

"Twill cause the captain many a pang to know their awful doom,
His loving wife and children sent to an untimely tomb, [save, |
"I'will make his hair turn grey with grief, no skill their lives could

And he did go, borne down with woe, in sorrow to the TIAVE.

But now he’s taken for this deed; bound down in irons strong,

In Kirkdale Jail he now does lie, 1ill his trial it comes on, |
May God aboye receive the souls of those whom he has sluin, ]
And may they all in heavenly bliss for ever with him reigi,
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THE EXECUTION OF

FRED. GEO. MANNING,

MARIA, HIS WIFE,

At Horsemonger Lane, November 13th, 1849,
For the MURDER and Robbery of PATRICK O’'CONNOR.

This morning the last act in the tragedy of the
Mannings’ was performed on the roof of Horsemonger
Lane Gaol, in the presence of an immense assemblage.

The gardens in front of the houses opposite the prison,
and from which the best view could be obtained, com-
manded high prices, and were oceupied by persons of
apparent respectability, and amongst them were many
well-dressed females.

A few minufes before the clock struck nine, the bell
of the prison chapel was heard to give forth the fatal
toll, and those who had collected in the vicinity of the
scaffold were observed to uncover, which was taken up
by the populace below as a signal to do the same, and to
call for silence. Immediately the roar of voices which
had previously prevailed became hushed and still, and
the mournful eavaleade ascended the steps of the seaffold,
—~Caleraft first, then the Chaplain, followed by the
wretehed man Manning, who ascended the stairs with a
firm step, but appeared pale and emaciated. He was
dressed in deep black, with a long frock-coat. The
rope having been adjusted and the cap drawn over his
face, Mrs. Manning, the female partnerin his erime was
brought up. She was dressed in black satin, tightly
bound round the waist, with a long white collar fastened
round her neck. On advancing up on the drop, and
observing her husband at her side, as if acting upon the
sudden impulse of the moment, she seized his right
hand and shook it for several minutes. The hangman
then hurriedly completed his deadly preparations, the
next minute the slam of the drop was heard, and the
dread sentence of the law had been accomplished.
Manning gave a few convulsive jerks, and all was over,
but his wife had a long struggle with death, and it was
gome moments before the immortal spirit had quitted
her body for ever.

THE BERMONDSEY TRAGEDY. |
BY J. CLARKE.

Come all you good people of every degree,

I pray you give attention and listen to me,

"Twas in the county of Somersetshire where I was bred and born,
And my wife she is a foreigner,—with her must die in scorn.

For the murder of 0'Connor we are condemned to die ;

My wife she said I'm innocent of that sad tragedy,

But "twas she who shot 0’ Connor and swore she would shoot me,
Unless I would assist her to bury his body.

e ey s i Ta st o e

Four months before his murder his doom was ready sealed,

His grave made ready under ground his body to receive,

He little thought his death so near when to the house he came,
But his death was plann’d all by our hands his money to obtain.

For murder and plunder they both were fully bent,

They shot him with a pistol, and to his lodgings went,

They got his cash and jewels and quickly did repair, air
To hide the guilt for the blood they'd spilt—oh! what a wretched

At the 01d Bailey, London, the trial it came on,

They were arraigned before the judge and English jurymen,
The counsel for the Eﬁsonsrs they nobly did defend,

And fried to prove their innocence, this point they did ¢ontend.

After the trial, Mrs Mauning said,

I do protest I'm innocent aud been unfairly tried,

Though you've pronounced me guilty, and doom'd me to be hung,
More like a dog than Christian, to a being thus undone,

‘With rage and desperation the kengcrs by them stood,

And to tﬁeir gloomy prison they quickly were removed, :
The coolness and conrage which they before displayed, 1
Had now forsook them for a time, and they luollt'd quite dismay'd. !

This wicked woman taken was unto Horsemonger Gaol,
Her husband followed after, and very soon did Teel
Contrition for his guilty deeds, and to his wife he wrote,
Begging of her to think how seon she was to meet her fate.

The end of poor O’ Connor will long in memory reign,
And shew the viee and folly which followed in its train.
Oh! may it thus 2 warning prove to shun bad company,
Never like the Mannings commif such a tragedy.

Now in their gloomy prisons bound down in irons strong, *

" Awaiting for the fafal morn when they will meet their doom,

For the murder of (’Connor—oh ! what a horrid crime,
Now they are both cut off in the height of their prime.

Stewart, Printer, Botchergate, Carlisle.
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THE ESHER TRAGEDY.

Six Children Murdered

Yon feeling christians give attention,
Young and old of each degree,
A tale of sorrow I will mention,
Join and sympathise with me ;
It’s of a sad and dreadful murder,
I shall quickly let you hear,
‘Which was committed by a mother,
On her six young children dear.

The perpetrator of this murder,
Mary Ann Brough it is her name,
And formerly as you may see,

She nursed the blooming prince of Wales.

But now her days of happiness,
Are vanished like the evening’s sun,
Good people all, both great and small,
Refleet upon the deed she’s done.

One night she eould not rest in slumber,
So her own confession says,

Her little children, six in number,
Thus she took their lives away.

"T'was with a sharp and fatal razor,
She committed this foul deed,

And one by one she cut their throats,
‘Which causes each kind heart to bleed.

The first and eldest whom she murdered,
Sad and dreadful to unfold,
Was & sweet and blooming girl,
Something more than ten years old,
And in her wrath and indignation,
Thus she slew them one by one,
Causing death and desolation,
‘What on earth could urge it on?

i
|

by their Mother.

One little pretty boy amongst them,
Of the name of Henry,

He eried aloud with eyes of pity,
¢ Mother, dear, don’t murder me,’

She heeded not his prattling tongue,
But like a demon fierce and wild,

‘ My dear,” said she, ‘it must be done,’
And thus she slew her other child.

From bed to bed, and to each chamber,
This wretched woman she did go,
‘While all around her own dear children,
Streams of crimson blood did flow.
The dreadful sight was most surprising,
To behold these children dear,
How their cruel hearted mother,
Cut their throats from ear to ear.

Oh! what must be the woman’s motive,
Did she think she’'d done amiss,

Or did she think of death and judgment
To perpetrate a deed like this ?

But now the wreteh she is committed,
To a prison’s gloomy cell,

‘Where midnight dreams to her will whisper
And her deeds of blood will tell.

‘Within the prison's massive walls,
‘What anguish will torment her breast.
‘When phantoms of her six dear children,
Will disturb her of her rest.
Such a sad and dreadful murder,
On record there is no worse,
Committed by & eruel mother,
Onece the Prince of Wales’ Nurse.

CONFESSION OF THE MURDERESS.

The following confession was made by the murderess, to Mr. Biddlecombe, chief superin-
tendent of the Surrey Constabulary :—¢ On Friday last, I was bad all day ; I wanted to see
Mr. Tzod, and waited all day. I wanted him to give me some medicine. In the evening I
walked about, and afterwards put the children to bed, and wanted to go to sleep in a chair.—
About nine o’clock, Georgy (meaning Georgianna) kept calling me to bed. I came up to bed,
and they kept calling me to bring them some barley water, and they kept calling me till
nearly 12 o’clock. T had one candle lit on the chair—I went and got another, but could not
see, there was something like a cloud, and I thought I would go down and get a knife
and cut my throat, but could not see. I groped about in master’s room for a razor—I
could not find one—at last I found his keys, and then found his razor. I went up to

Georgy, and cut her first; I did not look at her.
Then to Harry—he said, ‘don’t mother. _
went to Bill. He was fast asleep. I turned him over. He never awoke, and I served him

I then came to Carry, and cut her.

I said, ‘I must’ and did cut him. Then I

the same. I nearly tumbled into this room. The two children here, Harriet and George
were awake. They made no resistance at all.

was signed by the miserable woman.

I then lay down myself.” This statement

J. HARENESS, Printer, 121, Church Street, Preston, -
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EXECUTION AT NEWGATE |

For the barbarous and cruel murder of his own wife.

The execution of William Cogan for the murder of
his wife took place this (Monday) morning at Newgate.
The circumstanices under which the crime was com-
mitted will be fresh in the recollection of the publie.
The prisoner and his wife were in tlie habit of getting
drunk, and while in that state quarrels took place
between them. They had been to a funeral on the day
the occurrence fook place, and they both drank freely,
and when they got home they quarrelled. About two
o’clock in the morning he rushed into the street with
his throat eut. The prisoner endeavoured to make it
appear that his wife had first cut his throat and then
destroyed herself. Ever since his condemnation the
culprit has continued fo assert his innocence, and on
Friday last, when he parted for the last time with his
father and his sisters, he again positively declared he
was innocent. The condemned man slept soundly his
last'night. On the fatal morning the executioner, Cal-
craft, was admitfed into the cell a few minutes before
eight o'clock, and the culprit the moment he entered
appeared to recognise him, and rose from his seat and
submitted to the operation of being pinioned with the
utmost composure; and just as the clock of Sf.
Sepulehre’s church chimed the hour the mournful pro-
cession moved fowards the scaffold. The culprit was
then placed under the fatal beam and the rope was
adjusted, and after the executioner had retired he
prayed most earnestly with the Ordinary for a short
time, and almost the last words he uttered were a prayer
to God to forgive him. The drop fell almost at the
same moment, and the wreteched man, after one or two
convulsive struggles, ceased to exist. After hanging
an hour, according to the terms of the sentence, the
body was cut down and placed in a shell and removed
to the interior of the prison.

The crowd that was assembled to witness the execu-
tion, was very great. During the whole of Sunday
afternoon the Old Bailey was thronged, and crowds of
persons had assembled so late as twelve o’clock at night,
some of whom remained until the period of the execu-
tion. The officials of the prison stated that it was one
of the noisiest and most disorderly crowds they ever
remember to have seen upon a similar occasion. The
moment the wretched man made his appearance on the
seaffold there was a general ery of “ hats off,”’ and the
upturned faces of the thousands of spectators presented
a most extraordinary spectacle. The culprit was twenty-
six years old, and he was apparently a strong muscular
man,

A COPY OF VERSES.

Come, all you feeling Christians,
Give ear, I pray, to me;
It'sof a d tragedy—
Explained it shall be,
In London town it happened,
As I can truly say,
William Cogan, the barbarous murderer,
With a razor his wife did slay.

CHORUS.

Kind friends, now a warning take—
Poor William’s life is now at stake.

Oh! drink—thou cursed beverage—
‘What acts thou prampts us to do;
To make me kill my loved wife,
Just as a fiend would do!
I once had love, as other men,
But on my heart o brand ;
Entangled with loose company,
Committed now I stand.

Heart-rending "tis to know i,
My orphan’s left behind,

That ha];f a tondling mother,
Who unto them was kind :

But now she's dead and buried,
Gone to that rest above,

Where all is joy and h::H)mess—
Blest with that sacred love,

Oh, cold and stormy was that night,
And fast the snow did drop,
When Mary Ann was forced to fly
All from her father’s cot, .
Though thinly clad, with her chemise on,
Her shawl upon her ewung,
“My God! my God!” she thus did ery,
As thus her hands she wrung.

Exposed to wind and weather,
a passage there she stood;
Her limbs were shivering with the cold,
And freezing was her blood ;
But then she dare not enter
‘Where her demon father lay,
Fearful lest, as her mother,
She might become his prey.

S0 now, kind friends, take warning,—
A lesson let this be
Unto those drunken fathers
Who think of nought but * spree;"
And pray may God have merey,
And show it to him soon ;
And prepare this wicked person
To meet his awiul doom.

Taylor, Printer, London.
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EXECUTION OF THE WARWICKSHIRE MURDERER,

GEORGE GARDNER,

For shooting his sweetheart, Sarah Kirby.

The eondemned eriminal, George Gardner, a plough-
man, on Monday suffered the last penalty of the law at
Warwick. The execution took place at ten o’clock,
before the county gaol, and was performed by Smith, of
Dudley. The murder was a most unprovoked and cold-
blooded one, by which Sarah Kirby, his fellow-servant,
was shot dead while she was standing at her washing-
tub, on the 23rd of April last. Both she and the man
Gardner were employed at a roadside farm, on the
confines of the county, and she was a very good-
looking, well-condueted, pious girl. He was a very
great blackguard and a sof. Soon after he went to the
farm where the murder took place she eomplained {o
Miss Edge, the honsekeeper, that he annoyed her very
much by his attentions, and his attempts to kiss her,
Mr Edge, her master, heaving of this, called them both
into the parlour, and told him he must not repeat his
conduet to her, whereupon Gardner said, “ Well, if T
can’t have her, no one else shall”? No further com-
plaints were made after this, thongh there is reason to
believe he continued his suit. He amused himself by
looking at her as she undressed at night through a
chink in the wall which separated their bedrooms. The
only eomplaint he had against her was that she would
not draw him the proper quantity of beer; but the
truth was that he wanted morve than his fair shars. On
the morning of the murder he was at work in the
plough-field, his master being absent at a ecattle fair,
and he made remarks to the other labourers which
showed him to be econtemplating some act of violence,
saying he wished he had “ some one” hefore him—he
would kill them, and so on ; but he appears to have left
his work and returned to the house without causing
any suspicion to arise in their minds that he was about
to commit the erime of murder. Having reached the
house, he asked this poor girl to fetch him his master's
double-barrelled gun for shooting rooks, He had been
in the habit of using it for this purpose before, and no
surprise was felt by the girl or by Miss BEdge, the
housekeeper; who saw her hand the losded gun to him,
Miss Edge vemarking, “Mind, it is loaded, George.”
He said, “ Yes, ma'am, I know it is,” and tried it by
taking off the cap and letting the hammer down.
Finding it all right, he followed Kirby to the wash-
house, and shot her in the back of the neck. He after-
wards threatened Miss Edge, and there is no doubt that
if she had not concealed herself he would have shot
her. He then eseaped with the gun, and was taken by
the police on his way to Oxford. Some delay took
place in the execution ; and from the bad adjustment of
the rope or some other cause, the criminal died very
hard, struggling much, until at last he hung motionless
in the air. The e¢rowd contained a large proportion of
women, but was orderly in the extreme, and began to
disperse as soon as the drop fell. Gardner died penitent,
confessing his crime. The following confession was
made by Gardner before his execution:—“T did not
want to pay my addresses to SBarah Kirby, but she
would never draw me the proper quantity of beer, and
that vexed me. I did not know the master was away

dp

on the 23rd of April, and the witness who said I asked
him where he was will have to suffer for his perjury.
I tried my luck in the field by throwing up the ¢ spud *
of the plough, which came down with the point in the
earth. If it hud fallen flat I should not have killed
her, but as it came down point foremost I left the field
with the determination to do it. T should have killed
Miss Edge if I had got near her, and it's a good job no
one stopped me before T sold the gun.”

VERSES ON THE EXECUTION OF
GEORGE GARDNER,
FOR SHOOTING SARAH KIRBY.

Harkness, Printer, 121, Church Street, Preston.

The solemn knell does most awful sound,
Oh God in pity on me look down,
Forgive my sins and compassion take,
And grant me fortitude to meet my fate.
Oh what numbers approach to see

A wretehed man upon the tree,

My time is come, and T must be soon,

A prey to worms in the silent tomb.

When I was searce eighteen years of age,
As ploughman to Mr Edge T did engage,
He unto me was both good and kind,

But murder entered my wicked mind.

She would't give me beer enouzh for weeks,
When to take her life 1 a plan did seek,

I pointed the gun one fatal day,

And with the same took her life away.

When from my labour I did return,
To do her harm my heart did hurn,
I took the gun right speedily,

But little thinking she wis to die.

Though fellow-servants T did not her like,
That was the reason I took her life,

That was the reason I did her kill,
Maidens never marry against their will.

My bosom heaves and horne down with woe,
The grave lies open and I must go,

To sleep with death till the Judgment day,
When God will pardon me 1 firmly pray.

It was cursed Satan led me astray,

1t was Satan tempted me one day,

It was Satan prompted my guilty mind,
So slay Saral Kirhy both good and kind.

Young men and maidens ere "tis too late,
Oh take a warning by my fufe,

Trust in your Saviour who reigns above,
And never kill whom vou cannot love.

It was well for me had I never been born,
To die a death of public scorn,

In youth and bloom on the fatal tree,

Oh God in merey look down on me.

Petitions have in my favour been

Sent from Warwick town to my gracious Quesn,
But alas no mercy is there for me,

And I must die on the fatal tree.

Three weeks 1 have lain in & gloomy eell,
Where my dreadful sufferings no one can tell,
To gain me pardon my friends have tried,

But oh, alas, it has been denied.
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LIFE, TRIAL, AND EXECUTION OF

WILLIAM G. YOUNGMAN,

The Walworth Murderer.

On Thursday, August 16th, William Godfrey Young-
man was placed at the bar of the Central Criminal Court
to take his frial for the murder of his mother, two
brothers, and his sweetheart.—Shortly after ten o' clock
thelearned judge, MrJusticeWilhams, took his seat on the
bench. The prisoner, who was described as a tailor,
and 25 years of age, was then placed at the bar. He
exhibited perfeet coolness and self-posscssion, and did
not seem in the slightest degree affected at his awful
position. The indictment that was proceeded with was
the one charging him with the wilful murder of his
sweetheart, Mary Wells Streeter. —Mr James Bevan
said : T reside at 16, Manor place, Walworth. The
prisoner’s father oeeupied the top floor of the hounse.
On the 31st of July his family consisted of his wife,
two little boys, the prisoner, and the deceased. I un-
derstand the prisoner had come to see his father on a
holiday, and he would sleep there. About ten minutes
to 6 in the morning I was in bed, and heard a noise and
a heavy fall on the top floor of the house. I got up to
see what was the matter, and before I could get to the
door My Beard knocked at it and said, “ For God’s sake
come here—here is murder.” T went upstairs directly,
and when I got o the top of the stairs I saw the elder
boy lying dead upon the landing, T did not see any-
thing more then, but went down and dressed myself,
and I then saw the prisoner standing in his nightshirt
on the staircase. He said to me “ My mother has done
all this—she murdered my two brothers and my sweet-
heart, and 1, in self-defence, believe I have mnrdered
her.” I went out and fetched the police.—Susannah
Beard said: Me and my husband occupied the back
room as a sleeping room. About one o'clock in the
morning of the 31st of July, I heard a noise overhead
like something very heavy falling on fhe boards of the
bedroom above ours. My husband went out to see what
was the matter, and he called out  Murder!” and
came downstairs, He afterwards went up again with
the landlord. T went to the door of our reom and saw
the prisoner standing on the staircase. He said, Mrs.
Beard, my mother has done all this. She has mnrdered
my sweetheart and my two little brothers, and I helieve
in self-defence 1 have murdered her.”

Philip Beard, the hushand of the last witness, said,
[ had seon the prisonmer in our house a few days. 1
remember being awoke by my wife, and T heard a
rambling on the landing. The noise was like that of
children running about. I went out of my reom, and
[ heard a slight seream. When I got to the outside of
my room, I saw some blood on the stairs, and on the
top of the staircase I saw the little boy lying on the
landing. His throat was eut and he was dead. I then
saw the body of the deceased lying a little beyond that
of the boy. T did not observe any other bodies at the
time, as I was very much alarmed, and I went down
and called the landlord, and we went upstairs together ;
and T went to dress. I then fetched a policeman and a
surgeon. I saw the prisoner npen the stairs, and he

told me that his mother had done it all, and that he
had murdered her in self-defence.

After the further examination of a number of wit-
nesses, who corroborated the evidence already given,
Mr. Best, in a powerful and touching speech, addressed
the jury for the prisaner.

The jury retired, and in about 25 minutes retwned
into court, and amid breathless suspense gave a verdiet
of Guilty.

The judge then put on the black cap, and delivered
the following sentence : Prisoner at the bar, you have
been convicted of the erime of murder, and one of the
most heinous ever committed, but it is no part of my
office to dwell on the enormity of your guilt. It is my
only duty to pass upon the sentence of the law, and
that sentence is—That you be taken to the prison from
whenee you came, and then fo the place of execution,
and there be hanged by the neck until you are dead.
May the Lord have mercy on your miserable soul !

R e e o e et e P N e i

BEXECUTIOIN.

Tucsday, September 4th, was the day appointed for
the execution of Youngman, the perpetrator of four
murders at Walworth., At an early hour people of the
lowest order began to assemble in the neighbourhood of
the prison, and by five o’clock every available space
was oceupied. At seven o’clock the chaplain entered
the condemned cell fo administer religions eonsolation
to the eriminal, and remuined with him until the time
of his execution. In reply to exhortations addressed to
him by the chaplain, he repeated substantially the story
he had always told as to his sharve in the crime. The
chaplain urged him not to leave the world with a lie in
his mouth. ¢ Well, if T wanted to tell a lie it would
be to say that T did it.”” He, nevertheless, conduected
himself towards the chaplain with vespect, listened to
him with attention, and joined in prayer; but, beyond
those mechanical observances, he showed ne evidence
whatever of feeling.

The minutes which remained to him to live might
now be numbered. He was then conducted 1o a gate-
way : in which a corridor he had to traverse ferminated,
and there, a few minutes before nine, he was pinioned.
The procession then formed, the gates werve opened, the
chaplain commenced reading the burial service, and, so
escorted, the conviet proceeded fo the beam. On
arriving at the drop and confronting the mass of human
beings he looked wild and startléd, but, recovering his
composure he allowed himself to be placed on the drop,
and, with evident fervency and an andible voice, he
followed the chaplain in a prayer, clasping his hands in
unmismakeable devotion. For a moment he paused to
request the exeeutioner, who was adjusting the noose,
to pinion his legs, which was done; and his parting
words addressed to the chaplain—were, “Thank you,
Mr. Jessop, for your great kindness; see my brother,
and take my love to him and all at home,”

The drop fell, and he died in a fow minutes.

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High Street, New Oxford Street.
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THE WIGAN MURDER.

EXAMINATION AND CONFESSION

OF

JOEIN EEAILEY.

John Healey, who stands charged on his confession with having been concerned with
four others in the murder of James Barton, at the Button or Bawkhouse Pit, Haigh, ncar
Wigan, on the morning of the 3rd of January, 1863, was re-examined at Wigan, yesterday.
The confession having been read over, Mr. Lamb asked the prisoner if it was correct. He
said : it is not all correct, sir. T own to it that I had liguor with the men, but then I do not
recollect where I wenf.—Mr. Lamb: But that portion about the murder >—Healey : I can then
recollect the men and then getting drunk, but I do mnot know what ocewrred after.—Mr.
Lamb: Well, then, how was it that you made that statement ?—A man may be in drink
and not know what he is doing.—Mr. Lamb: You were not in drink when you made the
statement.—The prisoner: No.—Mr. Lamb : Then how was it you made it? The prisoner
made no reply. Evidence was then tendered as to the discovery of the few remains of
Barton, but nothing fresh was clicited. The only evidence bearing upon the confession of
Healey, was that of Jane Little, a collier girl. She deposed that on the morning of the
murder she was assisting to load a boat with coal at the Bridge or Pigeon Pit, situated on the
canal bank, between the Bawkhouse Colliery and Wigan. The towering path was on the
opposite side of the canal to the colliery, and the path was lighted by a light on the pit bank.
About a quarter-past two she was in the boat, and a man, named Jordan, was above lowering
the coals. He was approaching with a full tub, when she saw four men come in the
direction of Haigh. Jordan was just lowering a tub as they came near, and when the men
saw him they stopped suddenly by a heap of ashes. Whilst he was fetching another tub
they walked sharply past and over the bridge, where they waited till Jordan had gone away
again. The men had caps on.—Having been charged in the usual way, the prisoner said he
had nothing to say, and he was committed for trial at the next Liverpool assizes.—The evidence
of Little is, so far as it goes, corroborative of Healey’s confession, and as it was never made
public till yesterday, there is no probability that the story of the prisoner with regard to the
four men can have been manufactured from the newspapers or from hearsay.

Come all you wild and wicked youth, John Healey is my name,
Listen to me, T will tell the truth \ It was strong whiskey did my head inflame,
For that sad and dreadful deed With four companions at their desire,
Has caused my very heart to bleed, At Button Pit near Wigan
I could not sleep or take my rest, To thrust peer James Barton in the furnace flames of
I compelled was to confess. fire.
Though, &c.
SoRe A warning take young men [ pray,
Though justice strietly searched about, For fear like me you should be led astray,
They could not find the murderer out. | For nights rambling is my downfall,
And strong drink is the ruin of all;
Two long years have gone and pass'd, ' 'I have taken father,
And I, John Healey, have confessed. The mother left orphans to deplore,
At last to my grief and sad downfall, May the Lord have merey on his soul,
1 was takon to Wigan Town Hall, They will never sce him more.
Where I had to face Justice Lamb, Alas in Kirkdale Gaol T lqy,
To answer was I the guilty man. 5 A-waiting for the trial-day.

Harknes#, Printer, Preston.
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EXECUT ION

OF

PRISCILLA  BIGGADIKE,

at Lincoln, for the

WILFUL MURDER OF HER HUSBAND.

Priscille Biggadike, who was sentenced to death af
the recent Lincoln Assizes, for the wilful murder of her
husband by poisoning, at Stickney, a village near
Boston, in Lincolnshire, was exccuted on Monday
morning, at nine o'clock.

The unfortunate woman has appearod to pay eon-
siderable attention to the ministrations of the chaplain,
but she declined to make any confession of her guilt.
On BSaturday, she was visited by a brother and three
sisters, who remained with her upwards of three hours,
and strongly urged her to confess, but still she refused,
and at length became passionate at their repeated
entreaties. George Ironmonger, one of the persons
who lodged af her house, also applied for permission to
to see her on Saturday, but was refused.

On Sunday she attended Divine serviee in the prison.
She slept well during the night, and was visited at
seven o'clock yesterday morning by the Rev. W.
Richter, the chaplain, who again, without avail,
implored her to confess her guilt. At a guarter to
nine she was pinioned by Askerne the executioner, and
although she fainted under the operation, she immedi-
ately recovered. Five minutes afterwards, the sad
procession left the prison for the scaffold, which was
erected within the castle walls, on the east side of the
Crown Court, a distance of nearly 200 yards from the
prison door.

The unfortunate woman, who was supported by two
of the warders, moaned piteously, and appeared to
take little heed of the chaplain, while reading the
solemn service of the dead. On her way to the place
of execution, she said to the warders, I hope my
trubles are ended, and then asked, ¢ Shall we be much
longer?’ to which a warder gave a negative reply.
Thoe service was brought to a close at the foot of u drop,
and the chaplain furning to the prisoner, asked her
whether she still persisted in the declaration of her
innocence ? whether she had anything to do with the
crime, in thought, word, or deed ¥ In a firm voice she
replied, ‘T had nof, sir.”  She was then accommodated
with a chair, and the chaplain addressed her as follows ;
—1I have spent an half an hour with you this morning,
in endeavouring to impress upon you, a proper sense of
your condition, for you are about to pass from this

world into another, and to stand before Giod, to whom
the secrcts of all hearts are known, I implore you not
to pass away without confessing all your sins; not only
generally, but especially this particular one, for which
you ave about to suffer. 1 had hoped that you would
have made that confession, and thus have enabled me,
as a minister of Christ, to have pronouneed the forgive-
ness of your sins, under the promise that Christ came
info the world to save sinners. 1t has grieved me much
to find that still persist in the declaration, that you are
not aceountable for your husband’s death: that you
still say that you did not adminisfer the poison vourself;
that you did not see uny other person admimster it, and
that you are entively free from the erime. Do you say
50, now ?

The Prisoner, still in a firm voice, said, Yoes.

The Chaplain.—There is only one left, that yon
have endeavoured to. confess your sins to God, thongh
vou will not fo you fellow creatuves. All T can now
say is, that I leave yon in the hands of God: and may
he have mercy on yomr sonl. What a satistaction it
would be to your children, to your friends, to your
relations, to know that you had passed from death into
life, in the full persnasion that your sins were forgiven
you, and that yon were admitted into the blessed
kingdom of God. 1 fear that I can hold out no further
consolation to yon—the mafter rests between vou and
the Almighty. Had you made a declaration of your
sing, I should have done what, as a minister of Christ,
I am entitled to do—1I should have told you that * your
sins though many were forgiven.” I am sorry I cannot
exercise that authority at the present moment. 1 must
leave you to God.

The condemned woman was then assisted up the steps
to the platform, and ploced on the trap door. When
the fatal rope was being affixed, she stood firm without
assistance. The eap was then drawn over her face, and
she the exclaimed “ All my troubles are over;” then
suddenly ** Shame, yon are not going to hang me!”
“Surely my troubles are over”’  The bell of the
cathedral lere tollod forth the hour of nine, at that
instant the bolt was drawn, and the wretched woman
was lannched into eternity.

W, Swmith, Printer, Lincoln,
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EXECTOUO T IOIN

OF

This morning, the wretched criminal,
Frederick Baker, suffered the extreme penalty
of the law at Winchester Gaol, for the atro-
cious murder of Fanny Adams, at Alton, on
the 24th of August last. Tt is satisfactory
to state that since his condemnation, the con-
duct of the unhappy man underwent a total
change for the better, and he began to realize
the awful condition in which he was placed,
and his callous demeanonr was changed into
one of deep dejection, The prisoner has
been assiduously attended by the chaplain of
the prison, and to such a state of religious
feeling had he been brought, that he fullv
ac Iﬂmwlvlm d the justice of his sentence.
The sheriffs arrived at an early hour. When
the operation of pinioning had been per-
formed, the wretched man thanked the
chaplain, the governor, and the other officials
for their kindness. The procession was then
formed, and slowly took its way towards the
scene of execution. The cap and rope was
adjusted, the bolt drawn, and the prisoner
was launched into eternity.

qu tender mothers pray give attention,
To theee few lines v\hlch T will velate,
From a dreary cell, now to you I'll mention,
A wicked murderer has now met his fate;
This villain’s name it is Frederick Baker,
His trial is over and his time wag come!
On the gallows high he has met his Maker,
To answer for that eruel deed he'd done.

Prepare for death, wicked Frederick Baker,
For on the seaffold you will shortly die,

Your vietim waits for you to mect your Maker,—
She dwells with Angels and her God on high.

On that Saturday, little Fanny Adams,

Near the hop- ganlnl with her sister played,
With hearts so light they were filled with thnws

When that monster Baker towards them -trayod
In that heart of stone not a spark of pity,

When he those halfpence fo the ehildren gave
But now in gaol in Winchester eity,

He soon mmst die and fill a murderer's grave.

He told those children to zo and leave him,
With little Fanny at the garden gate

He said, come with me, aud she believing,
In his arms he lifted her as I now state;

Oh do not take me, my mother wants me,
T must go home again, good sir, she eried :

3

But on this carth she never saw thee,
In that hop-garden, there, poor child, shie died

When the deed was done, and that little darling,
Her soul to God her Maker it had flown,
Shé cannot return at her mother's calling,
He mutilated her it is well known ;
Her heart-broken parents in anguish weeping,
For vengeance on her murderer eried,
Her mother wrings her hands in sorrow grieving,
Oh would for you, dear Fanny, I had died.
The jury soon fonnd this monster guilty,
The judge on him the awful sentence passed,
Saying, prepare yoursell for tho eruel murder,
For in this world, now, your die is east ;
And from your cell von will mount the scaffold,
And many thousands will you behind,
You must die the death of a malefactor,
May the Lord have merey on your guilty soul.
What visions now must haunt his pillow,
As in his cell he lays now almost wild,
She points at him, and eries, oh tremble, murderer!
"Tis I, your victim here—that little child!
The hangman comes, hark, the bell is tolling,
Your time has come, nothing can save you,
He mounts the scaffold, the drop is fulling,
And Frederick Baker fills a murderer’s grave.
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DOUBLE EXECUTION AT DURHAM.

TRIAL

AND EXECUTION

OF

WMICONVIILILE <& DOL.AN

For the Murder of Philip

Trainer, of Darlington, and Hugh John

Ward, of Sunderland, in the County Prison, at Durham, on the

22nd instant.

Yesterday the two murderers, Dolan and | two wards and abruptly ttLu‘ning to t.he.left,

M’Conville, were executed within the pre-
cints of the goal at Durham. M’Conville, who
who was 23 years of age, worked as a fur-
nace-man at Darlington, and was convicted
of the murder of Philip Trainer, on the
30th of January last, Dolan murdered a
man named Hugh John Ward, at Sunder-
land, on the 8th of last December. The
two conviets left the condemned cell shortly
after eight o’clock, each supported by a
couple of warders, and attended by the Rev.
Canon Consett and Rev. G. Waterton, Ro-
man Catholic priests. A procession, headed
by the under sheriffy moved to the west
wing of the prison, where the scaffold was
erected. The warders conducted the men
chained from their cells, and they were
taken through the corridors to the pinioning
room, where Calcraft commenced his duties.
Both men submitted quitetly, and prayed
unceasingly with the priests. Canon Consett
ministered to M’Conville, and the Rev.
‘Waterton to Dolan. At 6 minutes to eight
the prison bell began to toll, the hour had
scarcely struck before the outer door of the
pinioning room opened and the procession
issued into the inner court of the prison.
It passed along a narrow passage between

come into the open work yard, where the
low gallows was erected. In passing
across the yard neither eriminal seemed

to mnotice the slight swelling among
the cinders and gravel eclose to their
path, which indicated the spot where

their graves already dug were lightly covered
until the tenants for them were ready.
Close to the gallows Caleraft stepped forward
and conducted M’Conville under the beam.
The criminal was deadly pale, but with
upright bearing and steady steps advanced
without faltering, Caleraft completed his
work in full view of Dolan, who shuddered
perceptibly, but never ceased joining in the
prayers & responses with the Rey. Waterton.
At length Caleraft finished with M’Conville,
and then conducted Dolan under the beam.
In a few seconds this conviet was made fast
to the beam, the Clergy and Calcraft erept
off the drop, and while petitions for mercy
were spoken aloud by both the victims, the
bolt was drawn. Dolan died almost instan-
taneously, but M’Conville struggled for
several seconds. After hanging an hour the
bodies were cut down, and an inquest was
held at eleven.

" COPY OF VERSES.

A double murder we have to tell,
Most dreadful to relate,

Dolan and M’Convrille named,
‘Who met an awful fate.

Philip Trainer, of Darlington,
Was by M’Conville slain ;

And Hugh Ward, of Sunderland,
Dolan murdered in the lane.

Two Roman priests attended them
In prayer the night before,

‘Who begged for merey from on high,
And their sad crime deplore.

At eight o'clock precisely,
The prison bell did toll ;

Each being led and supported,
Under the warders’ controul.

Where the gallows was erected,
And loosened from their ehains ;
Their graves too was constructed,
To receive their sad remains.
Within the prison they met their fate,
Now according to the luw ;
And Caleraft performed his duty,
For crimes mankind abhor.

A black flag was hoisted,

On the prison walls,
Denoting all was over,

The death that men appals.

May the Lord have mercy on their souls,
For their most dreadful erime ;

And a warping lct it be all
To the end of time.

W. Smith, Printer, Lincoln,
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CONFESSION AND EXECUTION OF

SAMUEL WRI

»

For the MURDER of MARIA GREEN.

At an early hour on Monday evening the people began to con-
gregate in front of the gaol aud in the public-houses in the vicinity
of Horsemonger-lane Gaol, but as the night wore on they gradually
dispersed, until towavis three o’clock there were only p few strag-
glers to be seen.  About fhis time the last of the barricades was
erected, and every precaution was taken to prevent any disturbance.
1t had been reported to the prison authorities and the police thatan
attempt would be made to reseue Wright, and in consequence 500
of the reserves from the A, C, H, K, L, M, and P divisions were on
the spot keeping the ground round the prison elear. The arrange-
ments made phy Mr. Superintendent Bradford were well carried ont
by his colleagues, Superintendents White, Bray, Payne, and Gibbs,
and Inspectors Silverton, I"yfe, and Turpin,  As the hour for the
execution approached the erowd began fo inerease, hut all main-
tained the utmost decorum. At times men wero seen pervading
the place with a flag, on which was printed in large letters “ Man's
Cry,” and several religious extracts, while some of them rend
aloud from the Seriptures. After them followed a number of
voung men singing psalms, the tunes of which were taken up by
the populace,

As the hour of seven o'clock approached, the public-houses on
each side of the gaol were cleared of their customers, and the doors
and windows entirely closed, and at Mrs. Weanghum's, the Masons'
Arms, & number of policemen took their station on the leads at the
back and front of the house. When daylight began to hreak the
morning was chilly, damp, and fogey ; but, as the sun rose, it be-
came more cheerful, and it was then observed that nearly every
private honse u])pusite the gaol had all the blinds down, as close
as if q person lay dead within, Very few of the windows were
ogoupied, and they seemed to be the inhabitants of the houses, The
gardens were kept clear by the police,

Grreat surprise was felt as the hour of execution arrived at find-
ing that there were so few persons to witness the awful tragedy.
Many had refused to stay, saying they wonld have no hand in the
murder of John Wright, and all felt that he was undergoing a
penalty that ought to have been vemitted. There were not on the
whole more than 4,000 or 5,000 persons present, and being scattered
round the avenues leading to the place of execution, there was no
diffieulty in walking about freely.

The unfortunate man slept soundly during the night, and rose
about six o'elock. He was visited by the chaplain, who remained
with him to the last.

Shortly before nine o’clock the governor of the gaol, Mr. Kean,
the sherffs, Caleraft, and other authorities, entered the cell and
pinioned the culprit. They proceeded to the gallows, Wright
walking under the drop with o firm step, followed by Caleraft, a
warder, and the chaplain, He bowed to the erowd while the cap
was put over his head and the rope adjusted round his neek. There
were then loud shouts of  Shame,” “Murder,” * Disgraceful,”
* Townley,” and other manifestations of displeasure on the part of
the populace. Wright understood the feeling of sympathy in his
tavour, and several times bowed his acknowledgments, raising his
hands spasmodically.

The fatal hour at length arrived, but there was some little delay
before the doomed man ascended the seaffold.  Since his condem-
nation he has behaved throughout with great decorum, and has
seen the members of his family several times. The Rev. Mr, Jessop,
the ehaplain, has been unremitting in his attention to the unhappy
man, and his ministrations have been received with the most happy
results. Wright, it appears, was brought up a Roman Catholic at
a place called Cossey, in Norfolk, and since he has been in prison
he has received o lettor from the Roman Catholic priest of that

lace, asking him not to desert the faith in which he was educated.
Kl_r. Jessop asked him if he would like to see the Rev. Dr. Doyle,
a Catholic priest, but he was perfectly satisfied with the instruetion
he was receiving from the chaplain. ~ He took the sacrament on
Monday at his own request.

At length the fatal bolt was withdrawn, and in a few moments
the unhappy man was launched into eternity,

Wright saw his family and friends a few days ago, and took an

affecting leave of them. ITe has ulse weitten two letters, ol whicl
the following are copies:—
*Jan. 10, 1864, Horsemonger-lane Giol,

“ Dear Mother,—T feel it my duty to write a fow lines t0 yvou
before 1 leave this world, although it is under sueh paintul eiveqm-
stances.  Although 1 have not written to you hefore, you know
how I am situated. T never thought that 1 should add fo your
sorrow.  Dear mother, T call you by that name, for you have fmn:z
to meas one, and I may say T to you as a son. T reecived a kind
and weleome letter from Mr. Hazembeth, and was glad to hear tua
my Cossey friends showed so much sympathy towards me, It isa
groab erime that I have eommitted, and I feel that Almighty God
will forgive me, and then T hope to join them that's gone {ml'ure
me. Dear mother, it grieves me very much fo think that my dear
children will be left fatherless and motherless, hut theve’s one ahove
that has promised to be a father to the fatherless,

“ Since I have been here I have heen treated with the greatest
kindness, and I am visited daily by the chaplain, from whom I feel
great comfort. I have but a few hours longer to live on this earth,
and they will be taken up with reading and prayer.  Dear Polly is
quite well, and T will leave you to judge my pavent's care; I have
seen them several times, but my dear mother does not know that I
am ¢ondemmned to die. I have had o gréat number of friends who
have tried to save me from this end, and have failed ; but thank
God, I feel quite prepared to meet it. Dear mother, 1 conclude
with my kindest L:w: to you and my dear daughter. May the
blessing of God Almighty be upon you now and for ever.  Nomore
from your nufortunate son,

“ Good-bye."”

“Basren Weicnr,!”
“ Jun, 11, 18G4,

* Dear Mother,—1I feel that T must write a few lines before 1
leaye this world, as Almighty God has given me strength so to do.
Dear Mother, although I ani present heve under a heavy erime, I
feel usif the Almighty God ]mJ freely forgiven me, after all my sins,
And what a blessing that is to think that your dear son foels so
glorified—that he dies in peace with God, where I hope to meet
them that are dear to us. I leave one with you, my dear child, in
remembrance of me, aud may the Almighty God give you health
and strength to bring her up in the ways of the Lord. Dear
mother, I feel as if I cannot last but a few days longer, and now 1
again take a farewell of father, mother, sisters, and brother, and
wishing the blessing of God Almighty may be upon you, now and
for ever, amen,

“ Father's blessing and a kiss for his child.

“8amuen Waient.”

He made a free confession of the whole of the shocking trinsac-
tion. He said he could not exactly say how the murder originated,
but it was something in this way : That he was asleep in bed, and
that the woman came and took him by the waisteoat and said he
should not lay sleeping there. Some words ensued, and she threat-
ened to leave him and go with some other man with whom she had
previously cohabited, Upon that he jumped out of bed, and as the
razor wit{i which he had recently shaved himself was lying on the
table he took it up and cut her throat. It was all the work of a
moment. The father, the brother, and the brother's wife saw him
for about an hour on Manday, and he has also seen his daughter, a
little girl about four years old.

He was aware of the efforts that were being made out of doors to
save his life, and appeared to feel very grateful to those who took
s0 kind an interest in him. Mr. 8. Gurney, M.P,, and Mr. J.
Phillips, one of the visiting justices, waited upon Mr Justice Black-
burn on Monday, and had an interview of about half' an hour with
him, urging everything they could in Wright's favour, but he
refused to accede to their request, and said the law must take its
course. Mr. Ebsworth, a surgeon, of Newington, took & petition
to her Majesty at Frogmore Lodge. While he was presenting the

etition to Co{enel Knollys her Mujesty passed up the stairs, and
Ee saw Colonel Knollys deliver it into the Queen’s hands, but the
answer he received to it was that the Queen conld not undertake to
advise her advisers.

Tnylol-', Printer, Brick Lane, London.
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THE EXECUTION OF
JAMES CLI'TEEREIZROE,

Of St. Helen’s, for the Murder of Mary Woods, this day.
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James Clitheroe, the culprit in this remarkable case, sufercd death
on Saturday, in front of the Kirkdale guol, near Liverpool, though
efforts had been made to secure a veprieve. The ecircumstances in
connexion are of a somewhat peculiar description. Clitheroe was a
married man with o family, but his affections appear to have heen
divided between his wife and Mary Woods, a poor pavalytic woman,
who earned a living by keeping a school and selling small beer. The
prisoner was in the habit of sharing the murdered woman's bed, and
as his neighbours knew of this he was twitted by them, in the intensc-
Iy acrimonious manner peculiar to vulgar and unedueated people, as te
¢ the poor cripple Mary Woods " heing enciente by him.  This seems
to have annoyed Clitheroe very much, and his morfification and chagrin
acting upon & morbid temperament prompted him to murder. On the
night of the 28th of December last he visited Mary Woods house,
and went to bed with her as was his wont, but early next morning he
cut her throat and his own too, though the wound was only fatal in
the ease of the woman. Later in the morning the school children
‘were unable to gain admission to the house as usual, and, as no one
answered the door after repeated knocks, an entranee was etfected at
the rear of the premises, and an investigation took place. In an up-
stairs room the police found Mary Woods and the prisoner in bed
together—the woman quite dead, and with her throat cut, and the
man in an exhausted condition, with his throat cut alse. The blood
npon the woman's throat was dry, and she had evidently been dead for

several hours; whereas the blood upon Clitheroe was fresh, and his
wound must have been rocently inflicted, heeanse the blood was flowing
freely from the arteries of the neek when the police first entered. The
prigoner, when asked what he had been doing, stated that hie and Mary
Voods had agreed to out their throuts, saying, * We mude it up o cut
our throats, She told me that the tazor was in the drawer, under the
looking-glass. 1 fetched the ruzor, got into bed, and first cut my own
throat.” The prisoner never deviated from this account of the trans-
action, either before or after the trial, but it must have been untrue in
point of faet, because the strong and irresistible probability is, that
the woman's thront was cut at five o’clock in the morning, and that
she was dead several hours before the prisoner made the attempt upen
his own life.  "When the prisoner was on his trial, Mr Justice Willes
directed the jury that it the prisoner counselled, assisted, or directed
the woman to destroy herself. he was guilty of murder.

THE EXECUTION.

The eulprit, who was pinioned by Caleraft in the usual way,
struggled hard. To the last he persisted in the story of suicide.
The erowd was not so great as had been expected.

After hanging the usnal time, the body was cut down, and the crowd
soon after dispersed.

J. Harkness, Printer, Preston.
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HORRID

MURDER

A GENTLEMAN,

A

RAILWAY CGARRIAGE.

Another base and dreadful murder,
Now again, alas, has been,
One of the most atrocious murders
It is, as ever yet was seen ;
Poor Thomas Briggs, how sad to mention,
Was in a first-class railway carriage slain,
Botween Old Ford and Hackney Wick,
Which caused excitement, care and pain.

Oh, listen to this railway murder
Poor Briggs received the fatal wound,
Between Old Ford Bridge and Hackney Wick
And very near great London town.

They found a hat in the railway carriage,
Made in Crawford-street, St. Marylebone,
In which poor Thomas Briggs was riding,
On his journey to his home ;
Alas, poor man, he little thought
That he would be deprived of life,
In the railway carriage, by a villain,
At ten o'clock that fatal night.

Oh, liftle did he think they'd kill him,
He had no thought he was to die,
Upon that fatal Saturday evening,
On the 9th day of July;
The villains in the carriage slew him,
For plunder Thomas Briggs was killed,
In a first-class carriage they did rob him,
And all around his blood was spilled.

Thomas Briggs was a faithful servant,
To Robarts, Lubbock and Company,
Three hundred pounds rewards is offered,
Soon may the murderer taken be,

3F

And brought to justice for the dreadful
Deed he done, as we may hear,

And glad we are there is before us,
A clue to the wicked murderer.

They have traced his watch-chain in the cify,
The very key, as we are told,
Stole from poor Briggs that fatal evening,
Albert curb, with swivel seal in gold.
Robbed of nearly all that he possessed,
He was, upon that fatal night,
Between Old Ford and Hackney Wick,
In the Railway Carriage in daylight.

This sad affair has caused excitement,
Far and near, for miles around,

And thousands to the spot are going
From all around great London town.

And o= the spot they look with horror,
Where poor Thomas Briggs was killed,
They view with grief, with pain and sorrow,

Where his erimson blood was spilled.

Oh, God above, look down from Heaven,
Point the murdering villains out,

Let stern justice close pursue them,
Never let them roam about ;

On him, or them, we all are certain,
Has on the brow the mark of Cain,

Thus ends the brutal horrid murder,
Which has caused such grief and pain,

On that fatal Saturday evening,
They left him'in his erimson gore,

July the 9th, in a railway ecarriage,
Eighteen hundred and sixty-four.
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Listen to my song, and I will not detain you
long
And then T will tell you of what I've heard.
Of a murder that’s been done, by some wicked
one
And the place where it all ocourred ;
Between Stepney and Bow they struck the
fatal blow,
To resist he tried all in vain,
Murdered by some prigs was poor Mr Briggs
‘Whilst riding in a railway train.

Muller is accused, at present we cannot refuse
To believe that he is the very one,
But all his actions, you see, have been so very
free,
Ever since the murder it was done ;
From his home he never went, but such a
happy time he spent,
He never looked troubled on the brain,
If he’d been the guilty man, he would have
hid all he can,
From the murder in the railway train.

Muller he did state that he Wa‘s going to
- emigrate
Long before this dreadful tragedy ;
He often used to talk, about travelling to
New York,
In the Victoria, that was going to sea.
Mr. Death, the jeweller, said, he was very
much afraid,
He might not know the same man again,
When he heard of the reward, he started out
abroad,
About the murder in the railway train.

If it’s Muller, we can’t deny, on the Cabman
keep your eye,
Remember what he said the other day,
That Muller a ticket sold for money, which
seems so very funny,
‘When he had no expenses for to pay.
They say his money he took, and his name
entered on the book,

Long before this tragedy he came ;
Like Muller’s, the Cabman had a hat, and it
may be his, perhaps
That was found in the railway train.

Would a murderer have forgot, to have de-
stroyed the jeweller’s box,
Or burnt up the sleeve of his coat,
Would he the chain ticket have sold, and
himself exposed so bold,
And to all his friends a letter wrote,
Before Muller went away, why did not the
cabman say,
And not give him so much start on the
main
If the cabman knew—it’s very wrong—to
keep the secret up so long,
About the murder in the railway train.

When Muller does arrive, we shall not be
much surprised,
To hear that that’s him on the trial ;
Give him time to repent, though he is not
innocent,
To hear the evidence give no denial.
Muller’s got the watch, you see, so it proves
that he is guilty,
But like Townley don’t prove that he’s
insane
For if it should be him, on the gallows let
him swing,
For the murder on the railway train.

Now Muller’s caught at last, tho’ he’s been
so very fast,
And on him they found the watch and hat,
Tho’ across the ocean he did roam, he had
better stayed at home,
And hid himself in some little erack,
Tho’ he pleads his innocence, but that is all
nonsense,
For they’ll hang him as sure as he’s a man,
For he got up to his rigs, and murdered Mr.
Briggs
While riding in a railway train.

* London : Pr;ted for the Vendors,
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CHASE, CAPTURE, AND ARRIVAL OF

IVE WU I I EE X%,
FOR THE MURDER OF MR BRIGGS, IN A RAILWAY TRAIN.

The clue to the murderer of Mr. Briggs was obtained as follows :—A little girl, the
daughter of a cabman, was playing with a small card box, such as jewellers put small trinkets
in, and upon exhibiting it to her father, he remembered the name of the jeweller with whom
the chain of the late Mr. Briggs had been exchanged, and upon questioning the girl, she said
that Franz Muller had given it her four days ago. Muller, who is a German, a tailor’s cutter,
had previously lived at the house of the cabman. The police were immediately communicated
with. On the box being shown to Mr. Death, he at once identified it. Mr. Dez}th then
accompanied the cabman and the police to a cottage at Bow, where Muller had lived, and
upon seeing a photograph Muller had given the child, he at once recognised the features of
the man who changed the chain. The cabman identified the hat found in the railway carriage
as the one he had purchased for Muller about four months ago. Inquiries were made, and it
was ascertained that the suspected murderer had sailed for New York, on board the Victoria.
Inspector Tanner and other officers immediately started for New York, to await the arrival of
Victoria. The Victoria, after a passage of forty days, arrived on the 24th of August, when
Muller was arrested, and the missing property found in his possession. After certain forms
were gone through, Muller started for England, Sept. 3rd, on board the Etna, and arrived at
Queenstown on the 15th,

On Friday evening, September 16th, Muller arrived at Liverpool. Upon landing he was
taken fo the central police-station, Liverpool, and there remained till seven o’clock on Saturday
morning. To avoid the crowd Inspector Tanner took the prisoner to Edgehill station. He
was taken fo a private room till the arrival of the nine a.m. train from Lime-street, when he
walked between Inspector Tanmer and Superintendent Wide to the carriage. When the
train moved off attempts were made at groaning, but eries of “ Good bye, Muller,” prevailed.
At twenty-five minutes past three o’clock on Saturday afternoon the Liverpool express train
drew up to the ticket platform at the London and North Western Railway, near Camden

Town. Muller was taken to Bow-street police-station, and
against him by Inspector Tanner.
What a consternation there has been, | She could not get a headway,—

And time has swiftly gone by,
What great excitement has been seen,
Since the ninth of last July,

In Eighteen-hundred and sixty-four,
When Thomas Briggs was slain,
And found welt'ring in hiserimson gore

Upon the railway train,

‘When Muller did the dreadful decd,
He flew across the main,

But Justice followed him with speed,
And brought him back again.

It was to New York, in Ameriea,
That wretched man did sail ;
And justice for one moment,
To find him did not fail.
They followed the Victoria ship,
Unto Columbia’s land,
Determined, if 'twas possible,
To take that wicked man.

While the ship was on the ocean,
The stormy winds did blow,

A murderer was below ;

| The passengers did oft remark,
: We all must rest assured ;

There must something dreadful have :

been done,—
A murderer is on board,

On the twenty-fourth of August,
The Victoria was espied,

And the officers of justice,
On board her quickly hied ;

[ All things were planned so cleverly,

Just as it onght to be,
That Muller had not the least chance
From Justice for to flee.

They soon had him in custody,
All on the raging main,
| And found upon the murderer,
| Poor Brigss’s watch, 'tis plain ;
Althongh the erime he did deny,
When the property was found,
The murderer was landed
Upon America’s ground.

H. DISLEY, Printer, 57, High street, St. Giles, London.

the charge formally entered

In New York he was examined,
Then in the Etna, o'er the main,
They brought the wretched murderer
To England again.

News flewlike wind thecountry round
Franz Muller had avrived,

They ran from every quarter,
To behold him they did strive.

Conversafions on the murder,
Has by thousands taken place;
Though the cireumstances are as clear
As the nose npon his face :
His flying to America,
Across the ocean wide,
They found on him poor Briggs's hat
And the gold wateh besides.

Franz Muller now is landed,
Onee more on England’s grouud,

| A verdiet of wilful murder

Against him has been found.
He has cansed great consternation,
Great agony and pain, [done
And he must answer for the deed he
All on the railway train.
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THE EXECUTION

AND CONFESSION OF

FRANZ MULLER,

For the Murder of Mr. BRIGGS, November 14th, 1864.

At two o'clock on Saturday afternoon Sir George Grey returned
an answer to the memorial presented to him, praying for a respite
of the convict Muller, by the German Legal Protection Society.
Previous to the delivery of his decision he had a long conversation
with the Lord Chief Baron Pollock and Mr, Baron Martin, which
terminated in his arriving at the conclusion that the memorial did
not warrant his interfering with the verdict of the jury.

Immediately upon the receipt of thejletter, Mr. Beard, with
Alderman Wilson, proceeded to communicate to Muller the result
of the efforts that had been made on his behalf. They were re-
ceived by Mr. Jonas, the governor of Newgate, who conducted
them to the condemned cell.  They found the Srisnner engaged in
writing, He immediately rose, and extended his hand to Mr.
Beard, who asked him how he was. The convietsaid, < am very
well.” Mr. Jonas then informed the prisoner of the efforts that
had been made to save his life, and that Myr. Beard had just
received n reply from the Seeretary of State, which he read to
him. At the conclusion the eonvict said, in a low voice, *1 did
not expect anything else.” Mr. Beard then said to the prisoner,
“ Did you know that any efforts had been made on your hehalf £
The prisoner replied, “ Yes, I did think so.,” My, Beard then
said, ““ Have you any statement that you wish to make#" The
prisoner, ‘ No, nothing.” * Because,” continued Mr. Beard,
“‘now that all has heen done that can be done for you, and there is
=m0 hope in this world, if you have anything to acknowledge, you
had better do so.”” In reply to this Muller said, “I should be a
very bad fellow if T had doneit. I have no other statement to
make than that which I have already made.” Mr. Beard then
asked him if he had made his peace with God. The prisoner said,
“Yes; " and in every respect aEpearud resigned to his fate. Mr,
Beard then shook hands with him, andsaid, © Good-bye Muller;
God bless you ;" The prisoner veturned the pressure of his hand,
and was left to himself.

The prisoner on Sunday attended Divine service in the chapel,
both in the morning and the afternoon, and listened a arently
with deep attention to the discourse delivered by the Rev. Mr.
Davis, the Ordinary. THe was visited in the evening by Dr.
‘Walbaum and Dr. Cappell.

PREPARATIONS FOR THE EXECUTION.

Up to Sunday night Muller preserved the same quiet, firm de-
meanour, and although Tie uccu{vied some of his time in writing, he
did not lie down #ill considerably after his nsual time, and glept but
little. He rose at five o’clock on Monday in good spirits, and was
soon afterwards joined by the Rev. My, Davis, the ¢ haplain of the
gaol, and the Rev. Mr. Walbaum. He in every respect appeared
calm and resigned to meet his fate.  He joined devoutly in rayer
with the rev. gentleman, and otherwise conducted himself in a
manuer becoming his awful position. A little hefore seven o'clock
lie was visited by Mr. Jonas, the governor of the gaol, to whom he
extended his hand, and feelingly thanked him for the kind attention
he had received since his inearceration. Caleraft arrived at six,
but was not recognised by the mob, and thus escaped the usual
hooting.

Although the fixing of the seaffuld was completed by four o”clock,
still the clang of hammers in putting up barners confinued till day
had dawned.

At five o'clock a heavy drenching rain setin, which had the effect
of driving the majority of those who during the night had taken up
positions, from their strongholds, and to hastily beat a retreat to
the now upen public-houses and coffee-shops, as well as to other

laces offering anything like shelter. At this time there could not
rave been more than five hundred people actuall ¥ upon the scene.
But at six o'clock the rain abated, and from this time the crowd
was recruited by an increasing flow of new comers.

At six o'clock the main body of police, under Mr. Inspector
Duddy, was stationed at the approaches to, and in the Old ailey,
and preserved throughout the morning in the strictest order,

Soon after seven o'elock, Mr. Alderman and Sheriff Besley, Mr,

f
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Alderman aud Sheriff Dakin, and the Under Sheriffs, Messrs.
Davidson aud De Jersey, arrived at the Sessions House, where they
remained until summoned to the prison by the governor. About
twenty minutes to eight they were informed that the condemned
man would soon leave his cell. Upon receiving this intimation
these officials left the Sessions House. A few minutes after this,
the procession reached the door which opens into the chapel-yard.
Here they awaited the arrival of the enlprit.

THE EXECUTION.

While the officials were on their way from the Sessions House
to this s&mt, Mr. Jonas had gone to the cell of the prisoner, and
informed him that it was time for him to leave. The prisoner,
who was deadly pale, trembled with emotion, but sought to bear
the awful announcement with ail the fortitude possible. He rose
up, shook hands with the gaolers who had been principally with
Ium since his incarceration, and with a firm and rather quick step
left his cell, accompanied by Mr. Jonas, followed by two or three
other officials. As soon as they left the cell the shouts and cries of
“ They are coming,” *They are coming,” “ Hats off.” At this
woment the mast intense excitement and confusion prevailed, in
the midst of which terrible din reverberated the echoes of the
solemn knell, which, from its increased rapid tolling, indicated that
the mournful procession had gained the steps of the hideous, cloth-
draped gibbet. A moment afterwards Caleraft, the hangman, made
his appearance on the seaffold, and then withdrew to sce that all
was right.  He had no sooner disuppeared than Muller, accom-
Eani by the Rev. J. Davis, chaplam, and Dr, Cappell, followed

y other officials, made his appearance. This was n signal for the
renewed excitement and clamour of the swerving multitude, who
had largely, and as it were imperceptibly inereased, and whose up-
turned anxious faces met the gaze at all points.

The culprit ascended the seatfold with a firm step, and placed
himself under the drop. e cast his eyes once up towards the
beam, and his lips quivered with emotion, but this he evidently
sought to check. After the cap had been drawn over his head ani
the rope put round his neck, Dr. Cappell took hold of his hand and
again prayed with him. This he did for some minutes, and con-
cluded by addressing the following words to the now fast dyine
man:—* In a few moments you will be before your God. T ask
you, for fhe last time, are you innocent or guilty "

Muller: I am innocent.

Dr. Cappell: You are innocent ?

Muller: God Almighty knows what I have done.

Dr. Cappell: Does God know that you have done this deed ?

Muller was silent,

Dr. Cappell: I ask you now, solemnly, and for the last time,
liave you committed this crime?

Muller: Ygs, I navE poxe 1.

Almost at the same instant, and while the words were upon the
lips of the wretched man, the drop fell, and Muller died withouta
struggle.

Dr. Cappell nearly fainted.

Immediately after the execution the sheriffs despatched a com-
munication to Sir George Grey, informing him that the enlprit had
confessed. A similar communication was made to Sir R, ayne, at
Seotland-yard.

The following despateh was immediately after the execution for-
warded to the Home Secrctary :—

“Gaol of Newgate, 14th day of Novembor, 1864,
“Ta the Right Hon. Sir George Grey, Bart.

“Sir,— By direction of the sheriffs T have the honour to ncquaint
you that the prisoner Muller has at the last moment, just before the
drop fell, confessed to the Germnn minister of religion attending
liim that he was guilty of the deed for which he suffered,

*I have the honour, &e.,
“Serrvvs Davivsos, one of the under-sheriffs.'

London : Printed for the Vendors,
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LAMENTATION & EXECUTION OF
JAMIES LONGEEOURST,

At Horsemonger Lane Gaol, on Tuesday, April 16th, for the wilful murder of Jane Sax, a little Girl seven years old,
at Shere, in Surrey, §

Terrible Scene in the Prison with the Culprit.

)

James Longhurst was executed this morn-
ing, April 16, on the top of Horsemonger-
lane gaol. Since his condemnation he has
expressed contrition for his crime, and hoped
that God would forgive him. Notwithstand-
ing, the prisoner appearing to be in a state of
mind becoming his awful position, when he
was taken down from the condemned cell to
the yard to be pinioned, a frightful scene
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ensued. The moment the culprit saw Cal-
craft, the executioner, approach him with the
straps to pinion his arms, he started back with
an aspect of terror depicted on his counten-
ance, and began to struggle violently with the
turnkeys. The chaplain spoke to him and
endeavoured to calm him, and this for a
moment appeared to have the effect, but upon
the executioner requesting that the culprit
might be taken outside, as he could not see
to fasten the straps properly, another fearful
struggle ensued, and it required five warders
to hold him on the ground whilehe was being
pinioned, and one or two of the turnkeys
were very much hurt by the kicks they re-
ceived. The prisoner’s conduct seemed to
be actuated by an uncontrollable horror of
the executioner and the apparatus of death.
After he had been secured he walked quietly
by the side of the chaplain until he arrived
at the steps leading to the scaffold, and im-
mediately he caught sight of the gibbet his
horror appeared to return. He again strug-
gled violently as well as he was able, and was
forcibly dragged up to the steps and held
under the beam by several turnkeys while
the rope was adjusted round his neck, and as
speedily as possible the bolt was drawn, and
after a few struggles the wretched youth
ceased to exist.

Good people all I pray draw near,

And my sad history you soon shall
hear,

And when the same I do relate,

I trust you will a warning take.

At Horsemonger lane on the scaffold
high,

For a cruel murder I was doomed to
die.

James Longhurst, it is my name,

I've brought myselt to grief & shame

Through tne dreadful deed that Thad

done,

AtChurchill field, near Guildford town

It was in last June, the twenty-eighth
I did this deed as 1 now state ;

An innocent child T there did slay,
And with a knife took her life away.

Poor Jane Sax, on that fatal day,—
A child scarce scven years of age;
In Churchill field T her did meet,
And shamefully did her illtreat.

Then coward-like I drew my knife,

To rob this helpless child of life:

I stabbed her in the throat—her blood
did pour,—

Then left her welt'ring in her gore.

Then I was taken for thiscruel deed,
And sent for trial, as you may read;
At Kingston assizes, tried and cast,
Oh; would T could recall the past.

She cried for help, did poor little Jane,
David Ensor to her assistance came;
Whilst T, a guilty wreteh did stand,

Andlicked her blood from off my hand |

The Judge said, James Longhurst,
you are guilty found,

You will go from here to London town

And there you'll die a death of shame,

And meet your fate at Horsemonger
lane.

While I lay in my prison cell,

My state of mind no tongue can tell ¢

T could not rest by day or night,

Poor Jane was always in my sight.

My tender parents came to visit me,

My heartwasbreaking theirgrieftosece,

Tears from theireyesdidin torrents fall,

While for merey to my God did call.

I hope that none will them upbraid,
While I am in my silent grave ;
Farewell to all—the bell does foll,
Have merey, God, on my sinful soul.

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High Street, St. Giles, London,
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MILES

WEATHERHILL,

THE YOUNG WEAVER,

And his SWEETHEART, SARAH BELL.

The prisoner, Weatherhill, was Executed at Manchester, on Saturday, April the 4th, for
the Murder of Jane Smith, at Todmorden, a fellow-servant of Sarah Bell.

Oh give attention, you pretty maidens,
A tale of love I will here unfold,
And you will say, when the same is mentioned,
"Tis as sad a story as ever yet was told;
Miles Weatherhill was a brisk young weaver,
And at Todmorden did happy dwell,
He fell in love with a prefty maiden,
The parson’s servant named Sarah Bell.

It was at Todmorden where these true Ipvers,
At the parson's house, tales of love did tell,
And none on earth could be more constant,

Than Miles the weaver and young Sarah Bell.

Deep in each heart was true love engrafted,
They had sworn for ever to happy be,

No power on earth could those lovers sever,
They met in joy and felicity ;

But they was parted, and broken hearted,
Separated was those true lovers far,

Those constant lovers adorned each other,
And love will penetrate through iron bars.

Miles Weatherhill was but three and twenty,
His mind was noble, he good did mean,

ﬁ. Disley,
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And Sarah Bell was fair and virfuous,
Young blooming, aged seventeen ;
They would have married, but tales were carried,
‘Which caused displeasure, as you shall hear,
Miles was refused to meet his lover,
And she left Todmorden, in Lancashire,

She left her true-love quite broken hearted,
And to her mother at York did go,
And when such a distance from each other parted,
Caused them sorrow, grief, pain, and woe ;
In a fit of sadness, overcome with madness,
He made a deep and solemn vow,
It separated from his own true lover,
He would be revenged on Parson Plow.

‘With four loaded pistols, in a fit of frenzy,
Miles to the Vicarage did haste forthwith,
And with a weapon wounded the master,
And shot the maiden, named Jane Smith ;
To the lady's bedchamber, in rage and anger,
Bent on destruetion, with intent to kill,
He did illtreat her, with a poker beat her,
And her erimson blood on the floor did spill.

Oh, God, in merey guide evil passions,
Thou seest all things from heaven above,
Three innocent lives has been sacrificed,
And one serious injured, all through true love,
If they'd not been parted, made broken-hearted,
Those in the grave would be living now,
And Miles would not have died on the gallows,
For slaying the maiden and Parson Plow.,

Young men and maidens, you constant lovers,
If true and honourable you make & vow,
Be just and upright, and oh, remember,
Todmorden Vicarage, and Parson Plow ;
And all good people, oh, pray consider,
Where true love is planted, there let it dwell,
And recolleet the Todmorden murder,
Young Miles the weaver, and Sarah Bell.

Miles and the true-love by death is parted,

In health and bloom, he the world did leave,
And his true love, quite broken-hearted,

For Miles the weaver, in pain do grieve;
At the early age of three and twenty,

In the shades below, with the worms do dwell,
On the fatal drop, he cried, broken-hearted,

May we meet in heaven, my sweet Sarah Bell.

Printer, 57, High street, St. Giles, London.—W.C.
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TRIAL AND SENTENCE

CONSTAN:

On Friday, July 21st, Miss Constance E. Kent was placed at the Barof the Salisbury
Assize Court, charged with the murder of her brother, Franeis Saville Kent.

The Clerk of the Assize, addressing the prisoner, said: How say you, are you guilty or
not guilty ? The prisorer in a voice scarcly audible, said—Guilty.

A profound silence then ensued in court, which was broken by Mr Coleridge, the prisoner’s
counsel, standing up and saying, I desire to say three things before your Lordship
pronounces sentence. First, solemnly before Almighty God, she wishes me to say that the
guilt is her own alone, and that her father and others, who have so long suffered most
unjust and cruel suspicions, are wholly and absolutely inmocent; and secondly, that she
was not driven to this act by unkind treatment at home, as she met with nothing there but
tender and forbearing love, and I may add that it gives me a melancholy pleasure to be the
organ of these statements for her, because, on my honour, I believe them to be true.

The Judge, with much emotion, then said—Constance Kent, it is my duty to receive the
plea which you have deliberately put forward. I can entertain no doubt that the murder
was committed under great deliberation and cruelty. You appear to have allowed your
feelings and anger to have worked in your breast, until at last they assumed over you the
influence and power of the Evil One. It remains for me to pass the sentence which the law
adjudges. The learned Judge then passed upon her the usual Sentence of Death. During
the passing of the sentence, prisoner burst into a violent flood of tears, sobbing aloud.

Oh, give attention, you maidens dear,
My dying moments are drawing near,
When I am sentenc’d alas to die,
TUpon a gallows gloomy and high.
Oh what s sight it will be to see,
A maiden die on the fatal tree.

T am a maiden in youth and bloom,

T a wretched murderer to die am doom’d,
And in the city of Salisbury,

My days must end on a dismal tree.

My little brother, a darling sweet,
That fatal morning did soundly sleep,
T was perplexed, I invented strife,
Fully determined to take his life.

To the dirty closet I did him take,

The deed T done caus'd my heart to ache,
Tnto the soil I did him thrust down,

Where asloep in death he was quickly found.

My own dear father they did suspect,

That he would suffer they did expect,

T was apprehended, but I got clear,

Tho' I was the murderess of my brother dear.

Long, long T pined in deep distress,
At length the murder I did confess,
Thevile Road murder, as you may see,
Committed was no one but me.

Dislay, Printer, High street, St. Giles, London,

Farewell my father, my futher dear,

I know for me you will shed a tear,

Yes, your wicked danghter in shame must die,
For that eruel murder on a gallows high.

How many maidens will flock to see,

A female die upon Salisbury’s tree.

Constance Emily Kent is my dreadful name,
Who in youth and beauty dies a death of shame.

I must go to my silent grave,

Father. is there no one your child to save,
Oh the awful moments are drawing near,
Father, forgive your danghter dear.

Oh, God in heaven, look down on 'me,

As T stand on the dreadful tree,

Forgive the crime, I, alas, have done,
Wash me with the blood of thy blessed son.

T must not live, I am bound to go,

I must be hurried to the shadows below,
My guilty heart long did quake with fear,
Why did I kill my little brother dear.

T see the hangman before me stand,

Ready to seize me by the law’s command,
When my life is ended on the fatal tree,
Then will be clear’d up ull mystery.




LIFE, TRIAL, CHARACTER, CONFESSION, AMD EXECUTION OF

STEPHEN FORWARD,

the Horrid Murder of THREE CHILD
For the Horri

REN near Holborn, also of his WIFE

CHILD at Ramsgate.

Murder of Three Children by Poison, near
Holborn.

On Wednesday, August 9th, 1885, the neighbour-
hood of Red lion Square, was thrown into a sfate of
excitement owing to a report that three brothers had
been murdered at the Star coffee-house, Red Lion street.

1t appears that on the Saturday, a man called at the
above hotel, and inquired if three children conld be
accommodated with a bed for a few nights. Having
been informed that there was one room unoceupied, he
said the children were aged respectively six, eight, and
ten years, and that accommodation would be suitable.
He called again on the Monday evening with the three
children, and saw them to bed.

Half-past eight, when one of the chambermaids
entered the first room in which the two younger
children were in bed, and to her extreme horvor found
they were dead. She immediately raised an alarm,
when the proprietor and others entered the room in
which the eldest child had been placed, and there
found that he also was in the sleep of death. Mediecal
assistance and the police were instantly summoned, the
surgeon firstly arriving, and upon his examination of
the bodies, pronounced life to have heen extinet for some
hours, the limbs being rigid and cold.

From information gained by the police, it appears
that the person who left the children at the coffee house
went by the name of Bouthey.

Murder of Mother & Daughter at Ramsgate,
by the person who committed the other
Murders.

On Thursday morning, August 10th, Ramsgate was
thrown into a state of intense excitement by a report
that & man named Stephen Forward had committed a
double murder in a dyer’s house in King street. It
appears that Forward, who was formerly a baker in the
town, left Ramsgate some eight years ago, leaving his
wife and a little girl behind him in a state of almost
total destitution. On Wednesday evening Forward
suddenly appeared in Ramsgate, and made his arrival
known to his wife. On Thursday morning, about
twenty minutes past eight, Forward went fo Mr Ellis’s
house. His wife was there, having some breakfast
with Mr Ellis and his daughter. He was asked if he
would take any breakfast, but he declined. He sat
down and commenced talking. Shortly before nine
Ellis went into his workshop, and while there his
daughter told Forward and his wife if they had any-
thing to say in private they might go up stairs. They
both went up stairs, and had not been there many
minutes before the danghfer of Forward went up with
them. She had hardly got there when Mr Ellis and
his daughter were startled by two rapid reports of a
pistol, and on the latter rushing up stairs she arvived
at the landing just in time to se¢c Forward’s daughter
fall down dead, she having been shot by her father.
Miss Ellis then called out to her father, who came in,
and he saw Forward standing at the top of the stairs.
He said,  What have you done, Forward?’ and
seeing that he had a pistel in his hand he called on him

to give it him, which he did. Forward at this time
had a black moustache and dark whiskers on. Ellis
then saw the feet of Forward's wife, and on looking
over the table he saw her head, and that blood was
oozing therefrom. He told Forward to sit down, and
he then perceived that he had neither moustache nor
whiskers on. He asked Forward where they were, and
he replied that they were under the grate. He looked
there, but could not find them, and Forward then gave
them to him. He then called out to send for the police

~and a surgeon. Forward added, “Yes; send for «

policeman.” He was then given into custody.

At twelve o'clock at moon Forward was brought
before the magistrates, charged with the murder of his
wife and child.

Previous to the ealling of any witnesses, the prisoner,
addressing the magistrates, said: I have here a paper
to Sir Richard Mayne, which I hope you will permit
me to read to you. I have a reason for it. If you
will grant me a favour, I think you will see that my
reason justifies me in asking it, Tmmediately T was
brought to the station-house I asked for some paper, a
pen, and someink, that I might draw up this statement,
but it is not finished. 1 also made a statement to the
inspector in charge. I inguired whether he had heard
of the murder of three children in London. My reason
for asking this question was, that previous to my being
charged with this crime T was guilty of the murder of
the three children in Lovdon. T hope this may be
taken as a communication to Sir Richard Mayne, and
algo that it is made quite voluntarily.

The evidenee having been gene through, he was fully
committed to take his trial at the next Assizes for
wilful murder, when he was found guilty of the
murders, and was EXECUTED THIS MORNING
and died without a struggle.

COPY OF VERSES.
Of all the erimes we ever heard, of all the crimes we read,
Sure none on earth did ever kuow, a more sad dreadful deed ;
Five murders were committed—he with Satan did connive—
It was in the month of August, eighteen hundred and sixty-five.
The murderer’s name is Forward, he led a wicked life,
Living with & married wonan, whose hushand'sname was White ;
She had four little children, three of which he vile did slay,
In Red Lion street, in Holborn, then he did from London stray.
The eruel murdever Forward, at Ramsgate had a wife,
She had a youthful daughter ; but the murderer lived with White,
Who of his cruel usage, had cause oft to complain,
Not long ago she left him, and sailed o'er the briny main.
When he had killed the little boys, from London he went down,
Where dwelt his wife and danghter, in peace, in Ramsgate town.
He shot his wife and daughter dear, it cruel was, and sad,
And wanted to make it appear the villian, he was mad,
Five innocents he did destroy, how dreadful to unfold,
Mrs. White's three little bovs, his wife and child, were told ;
The bays he killed in London, which eaused great excitement round,
And his wife and lovely danghter he killed in Ramsgate town.
When Mes White's dear children he did in London slay,
He with a dreadful weapon fo Ramsgate went straightway ;
His own wedded wife and danghter, so maliciously he shot,
And thonsands flocked from far avound to view the dreadful spot.
For those five erael murdevs, may the villian punished be,
And die a malefactor upon the fatal tree;
More ernel dreadful murders we very seldom hear,
And wonderful exeitement it has cansed hoth far and near.

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High street, St, G_iles, London.
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The Execution of Five Pirates, for Murder, which took place
on Monday, February 22nd, at the Old Bailey.

This morning, Monday, February 22nd,
1864, will long be remembered by the in-
habitants of the city of London, as one of
the most remarkable in the annals of hang-
ing, by the execution of five foreign sailors,
viz. : John Lyons, Francisco Bianco, Maur-
iccio Durranna, Marcus Watter, Miguel
Lopez, alias Joseph Chances, alias The
Catelan, for the wilful murder of George
Smith upon the high seas. The attendance
of persons to witness the execution was
enormous, being greater than was ever
remembered by the oldest inhabitant in the
City, and was much of the same class as
usually attend these exhibitions, with the
addition of a fair sprinkling of seafaring
men. The prisoners have been very assid-
uously attended by the worthy Priests of the
Catholic persuasion, to which creed the
prisoners belong, and they had been brought
to a full knowledge of the enormity of the
crimes which they had committed ; and to
such a state of religious feeling had they
been brought, that they all fully acknowled-
ged the share each one took in the horrible
crime, and recognized the justice of their
punishment. The sheriffs, with their usual
attendants, arrived at a very early hour at
the prison, and immediately visited the

various eriminals in their cells. The worthy
priests who had been attending the eriminals
since their condemnation, was in the prison
the whole night, and were early in their
attendance on the unhappy criminals.  After
the usual formalities had been gone through
of demanding the bodies of the prisoners
into their custody, the executioner, with his
assistants, commenced pinioning the pris-
oners, which operation wasquickly performed,
considering the number of prisoners. The
arrangements having been completed, the
mournful procession began to move towards
the scaffold, the worthy priests praying
fervently with the wretched prisoners, who
appeared to have been fully brought to a
thorough state of penitence. The prisoners
ascended the scaffold in an orderly manner,
and directly they appeared on the drop, the
immense multitude gave a deep and loud
groan, which seemed to make some of the
wretched men tremble. The executioner
having adjusted the fatal ropes, and drawn
the caps over their eyes, left the platform,
and the priests administered the last parting
words of scriptural consolation to them.
The signal was then given, the bolts were
withdrawn, and the wretched murderers were
launched into eternity.

COPY OF VERSES.

Is there not one spark of pity,
For five poor unhappy men,
Doomed, alas! in London city,
On a tree their lives to end ?
The dreadful crime which they com-
mitted,
On the raging, stormy sea,
By every one must be admitted,
They each deserved to punished be.
Five poor unhappy sailors
On the drop did trembling stand,
And their lives did pay a forfeit,
For theirdeeds on board the Flowery
Land.

Sometimes at sea there’s cruel usage,
And men to frenzy oft are drove,
They realways wrong by menin power,
And thatthere'smanyasailorknows.
But those unhappy seven sailors,
Did commit a dreadful deed,
Killed and slanghter’d, sad to mention,
Onboard the FloweryLand, weread.

Great excitement through the nation,

This most sad affair has caused,
Sent across the briny ocean,

To be tried by English laws;
Seven tried and there convicted,

And sentenced each to hanged be,
For the dreadful murders they com-

mitted,
When sailing on the raging sea.

For two of them they did petition,
Alas, there nothing counld them save
Sad indeed was their condition,
To lie side by side in a murderer’s
grave ;
Far away from friends and kindred,
They unpitied onthe drop did stand,
Sad was the deed that they committed,
On board the fatal Flowery Land.

Thousands flocked from every quarter,
Seven unhappy men fo see,

Sailors from disfant foreign mnations,
Suspended on a dreadful tree.

The fatal signal soon was given,
The awful drop at length did fall,
Ttcaused a groan—it caused ashudder,
May God receive their guilty souls.
May this to sailors be & warning,
The dreadful sight the world didsee,
In Londou, that fatal morning,
The seven died on Newgate's tree.
Was there not a tear of pity,
While trembling they in death did
stand,
To die for crimes in London eity.
fommitted on the Flowery Land.
Their vietims they did show no mercy,
No time for to preparve did give,
They kill'd them in a barbarous
manner,
Andthough they were not fitto live,
We pity to them on the gallows,
Englishmen could not deny,
Now, alas, their days are ended,
They died on Newgate'sgallowshigh

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High Street, 8t. Giles
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CONDEMNATION & EXECUTION
IL.EIGE,

For the Murder at Brighton.

On Thursday, March 22nd, J. W. Leigh was indicted at the Lewes assizes for the wilful murder of Mrs. Harton,
at Brighton, on the 1st of February, 1866.

The first witness, Charles Hastings, deposed—On Thursday night, February 1st, I was in the bar parlour of the
Jolly Fisherman tavern with another person named Manuel, and Mrs. Harton, the landlady. She was sitting near
the fire, and furthest from the door. Prisoner came into the bar with a revolver in his hand, and as soon as Mrs.
Harton saw him she ran to witness for protection. While coming towards witness prisoner fired the pistol at her
and shot her, the ball grazing the forehead of witness. Mrs. Harton fell on the shoulder of witness, and asked him
to save her. Prisoner followed her, and placing the revolver within two feet of the woman’s back fired again. Mrs.
Harton then left the bar and ran down into the cellar. Witness went for a doctor.

Stephen Loveday, & dyer, deposed he was in the bar, outside the bar-parlour, and saw the prisoner come. Prisoner
fired at Mrs. Harton, who ran down the cellar steps. Witness followed her, and found her lying half-way down the
stairs, groaning. He got her up stairs into the back room, where he left her.

Serjeant I. Barnden said—From information I received, I went to the Jolly Fisherman tavern about 11 o’clock on
the night of February 1st. I saw Mrs. Harton there wounded, and in a fainting state. I went out and saw the
prisoner standing in the street, leaning against a house near the King’s road end of Market street. Some one told
me not to go near the prisoner, or he would shoot me. I went towards the prisoner and said, What's all this
about?”’ He said, “ Stand off, or I'll shoot you,” at the same time bringing the pistol from his breast pocket. 1 said,
« Will you?” At that moment the pistol went off, and I elosed with him. T must have touched his arm at the
precise instant, for the ball went through my overcoat and trousers, so that it just missed me. T threw him down,
and several people assisted me to take him fo the Town Hall.

After the examination of several other witnesses, the prisoner’'s counsel addressed the jury for the defence, and the
judge having summed up, the jury returned a verdict of Guilty. The judge passed the usual sentence of death upon
the prisoner, and he was executed this day in front of Lewes Gaol, before an immense crowd of spectators, who came

for many miles round.

On the first of February,
In Brighton we see,
There did appear a murderer,
By name John William Leigh.
He led a dissipated life,
To wickedness gave way,
That fatal night he left his wife,
And he did her sister slay.

For this eruel murder he must die,
And end his days on the gallows high.

With a six barrelled revolver,
He went on Thursday night,

To the Jolly Fisherman, in Market st.,
To take away the life

Of the landlady, Mrs. Harton,
He was by Satan led—

Where her husband, Mr. Harton,
Had been ten months ill in bed.

He fired the fatal weapon,
Oh, twice he fired the shot,

His vietim goon lay bleeding,
Upon that fatal spot;

Her husband, ill, ran trembling,
And there beheld his wife,

By the hand of a wicked murderer,
Deprived of her life.

John William Leigh, the murderer,
In Brighton town did dwell,

A very wicked troublesome man,
And many knew him well ;

He, mad with desperation,
If he could but had his way,

The police, and all around him,
The murderer would slay.

In the American service,
A Confederate, he had been,

Though aged only twenty-eight,
Much villany had seen;

There is nothing now can save him,
For that atrocious deed.

Of such an audacious scoundrel
We searcely ever read.

Leigh left his wife and entered
The Jolly Fisherman ;

He looked just like a demon,
With the revolver in his hand ;

He killed his own wife's sister,
Alas ! she soon lay dead,

And her poor afflicted husbsnd,
Lay consumptive in his bed.

He had no consideration,

No pity in his breast,
His wicked desperation

Caused horror and distress
Confined in Lewes dungeon,

For a short time he must be,
Then for the Brighton murder,

They will hang the prisoner Leigh.

Leigh a native was of Brighton,
To the family a disgrace,
By every one detested,
Who knew him in the place;
She was his own wife's sister,
Who received the fatal wound,
Which has caused such consternation,
Many miles round Brighton town.

du 2

C. Phillips, Printer, Market Street, Brighton.




BARBAROUS

MURDER : CHILD

BY A

SCHOOLMISTRESS.

A child murder has been committed at Park Horner, in the parish of Hampreston, under
circumstances of the most shocking barbarity. At the Coroner’s inquest it was given in
evidence that the child had been beaten on the head with a heavy flint stone, and its tongue
cut completely out at the root. It was found wrapped up in another part of a drawer where
the body was discovered. The inquiry lasted four hours and a-half, and resulted, in the first
instance, in a verdiet, “That the child was born alive and murdered by someone.” The
Coroner pointed out that the evidence was conclusive against Emma Pitt, the national school-
mistress, who was the mother of the child ; and he expressed his surprise that such a verdiet
should have been returned. The Jury after reconsidering their previous finding, returned a
verdiet of ¢ Wilful murder against Emma Pitt.”

We have read of sad and dreadful deeds § Although she was the author
Of mothers eruel and unkind, ) Of this dreadful tragedy.

B“; mhthe a}n_nals of Il:lmto?; 1 KRS A schoolmistress too, how sad to tell,
I gc as_tlua;\f]%[s{. Ofts Bes \ Well known for miles around,
n,iﬂh? Pilmsll (') 1&1111)reat]q!.1, @F\ ‘Who had many children under care,
18 ABETL WA MUTE WE VAN @L. In and near to Wimborne town.
Near to the town of Wimborne, oi(¢ Oh. what a sad example
: DG 1, what a sad example,

In the county of Dorsetshire. il To children she did set,
This Emma Pitt was a schoolmistress, k;\, There was never such a cruel wretch,

Her child she killed we see a¥e As the barbarous Emma Pitt.

: 3 S
- g 1 - O a7 ) - . >

Oh mothers, did you ever hear, 2o She committed is for murder,

Of such barbarity. ¥ Soon her trial will take place,

a . o i - . .
With a large flint stone she beat its head ).~ And if she is found guilty,

When such cruelty she’d done, 210 How sad will be her case.

From the tender roof of the infant’s mouth O¢ If she has a woman’s feelings,
She surely will go wild,

She cut away it’s tongue ; _
Sad and wicked, eruel wretch, She in such a barbarous manner killed
Hard was her flinty heart, Her tender infant child.
The infant’s tongue from the body was
Wrapped in another part.

e -
&y e

The hour is approaching,
The moments near at hand,

The murderess placed in a drawer, (;\ . When before a Judge and Jury,
And it there, alas! was found, o)(© This monster soon must stand ;

The news of this dreadful murder, @?@ And if she is found guilty,
Soon spread for miles around ; Vv She her deserts will get,

And first upon the inquest, : ‘;) And mother’s, miles round Wimborne,
She expected to get free, DG

Will remember Emma Pitt.

1. Distey, Printer, 57, High Street, St Giles.
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FAREWELL YO0

THE WORLD

RICHARD BISHOP,

Who now lies under sentence of Death in Maidstone Gaol,
For the Murder of Alfred Cartwright.

In Maidstone Gaol, I am lamenting,
I am borne down with grief and pain,
I for my deeds am now repenting,
I shall Sydenham never see again ;
I have been tried for wilful murder,
No power on earth can me now save,
I am doomed to die, my time’s approaching,
And T must lie in a silent grave.

Now I, alas! must die for murder,
Oh, how awful is my doom,
Richard Bishop, one and twenty,
In youth and vigour, health and bloom.

Alfred Cartwright was my neighbour,
We both at Forest Hill did dwell,

Alfred, servant was at the Swiss Cottage,
‘Where he was respected well;

I went with others to annoy him,
It was upon that fatal night,

Ere he returned from his day’s labour.
Unto his home and loving wife.

I never did intend to kill him,
Why should I my neighbour slay,
He never gave me any reason,
To take his youthful life away ?
I was given in charge, and in a passion,
I drew the awful, deadly knife,
And plunged it in poor Alfred’s body,
And there deprived him of his life.

The solemn funeral of my victim,
Caused cousternation miles around,

Thousands flocked from every quarter,
The funeral dirge did mournful sound ;

Poor Alfred, to his grave respected,
Proceeded by a solemn band,

And T must die upon the gallows,
A wicked and degraded man,

Farewell, vain world, I now must leave you,
Farewell, my friends and neighbours all,
Around Forest Hill no more you’ll see me,
The hangman’s voice on me does eall ;
Saying, Richard Bishop, now be ready,
To die upon the fatal tree,
Oh, aged only one and twenty,
What a dreadful sight to see.

Poor Alfred’s friends, will you forgive me,
His father, mother, tender wife,

I him did kill, his blood did spill,
And T pay a forfeit with my life ?

And God, look down from heaven upon me,
Forgive the crime that I have done.

I see grim death standing before me,
Saying, Richard Bishop’s glass 1s run.

Oh, pray, young men, by me take warning,
Remember me and what I done,
Ponder, yes, oh ! and consider,
Let passion you not overcome ;
I did the deed in the heighth of passion,
I had no animosity.
Little thought my tender parents,
I should die upon a gallows tree.

‘When the Judge did pass the awful sentence
Saying, Richard Bishop, you must die,
For the murder of young Alfred Cartwright,
On Maidstone’s tree so awful high ;

Oh think, dear friends, what was my feelings,
Sad and wretched and forlorn,

Doomed at the age of one and twenty,
To die a dreadful death of scorn.

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High street, St. Giles, London.
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Who now lies under Sentence of Death in Shrewsbury Gaol, for
the Murder of Catherine Lewis.

On Monday, March 23, at the Shrewsbury
Assizes, John Mapp, a labourer, was placed
at the bar, charged with the wilful murder of
Catherine Lewis, on the 22nd of December,
1867, at the parish of Longden.

Jane Richards deposed that after leaving
chapel she accompanied deceased and John
Mapp as far as Wood Farm, where she left
them together going down Long lane

Edward Lewis, the father of the deceased,
deposed to Mrs. Hutchins bringing him his
daughter’s hat covered with blood. I at once
started in search through several fields till T
saw a hovel. There were marks at the door
as if something had been dragged along, and
on entering saw the body of my child in a
little bin, covered with straw and loose litter.

Mr. Harris, surgeon : I made a post mortem
examination of deceased. I found a shawl
tied round her neck, and about eight inches

shoved tightly into her mouth. There were
five incisions on the right side of the throat,
finishing in one deep wound on the left. The
windpipe was cut through. I attribute her
death to loss of blood and suffocation.

Edward Jones, police-constable, produced a
brooch belonging to deceased, which was found
on the prisonerwhen hetook himinto custody.

John Aston, a waggoner, deposed to find-
ing the hat of the deceased in a holly bush.

Mrs. Davies : T reside at Longden. I knew
the deceased. The brooch produced is the
one she wore.

The counsel for the prisoner then proceeded
to address the Jury for the defence, and the
counsel for the prosecution having replied,

The Judge then summed up, and the Jury
without retiring from the box returned a
verdiet of Guilty. The usual Sentence of
Death was then pronounced upon the prisoner.

John Mapp, in Shrewsbury, does now bewail,
Doomed to die for murder in a dreary gaol ;
Such a dreadful murder, as you may see,
‘Which we may compare fo the Alfon tragedy.

In Shrewsbury Gaol, now in grief do lie,
John Mapp, the murderer, condemned to die.

The eruel monster was not afraid,

To kill a youthful and innocent maid.
Little Catherine Lewis on a Sunday night,
Mapp, without a reason, deprived of life.

Returning home from chapel, he embraced her fast,
"I'was the twenty-second of December last;

He cut and mangled her, took her from the road,
And her murdered body in the hovel throwed.

Oh! how could any one so vile engage,

To kill a child but nine years of age ;

Her clothes he scattered over ditch and field,
For which he finds now his fate is sealed.

The child was missed—news spread far and wide,
John Mapp was questioned, he the deed denied,
He prevaricated—untruths did state,

And he must meet his untimely fate.

Little Kitty's brooch that was found on Mapp,
And he took her ribbon from her Sunday hat;
He had a heart harder far than steel,

He was quite composed, working in the field.

Mapp was apprehended and sent to gaol,

And in a dungeon does now bewail ;

On the tree a forfeit he must pay, his life,

His murdered victim haunts him day and night.

Now Mapp is cast and condemned to die,
Although the murder he does now deny ;

The jury found him guilty, the case was clear,
And his last moments are drawing near.

How sad and dreadful it is to state,

The horrid murders that have been of late ;

In every quarter both far and near,

Such atroeions deeds before this no one did hear.

Little Catherine Lewis, as I unfold,

Was but a little more than nine years old,
Innocent and charming, pious and kind,
Sweet disposition, and amiable mind.

What motive eould the horrid murderer have,
To send the child fo an early grave ?

It was not for lucre, he could nothing gain,
To cause such horror, such grief and pain.

When he appears on the fatal tree,

Not a a spark of pity will there be for he;

He must die a murderer, nothing can him save,
Aged thirty-five, lie in a murderer's grave.

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High Street, St. Giles, London.
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Within a dungeon in Norwich gaol,

One Hubbard Lingley in grief bewails,

His own kind uncle he did kill and slay,

On a Friday morning in the month of May.
For that cruel murder he’s doomed to die
On Norwich fatal sad gallows high.

He 1s doomed to suffer as I relate

On the very tree where Rush met his fate
In health, in vigour, in youth and bloom,
The murderer Lingley must meet his doom.

In the morning early at four o’clock

He fired a sad and dreadful shot

‘Which caused his unele’s fatal death wound
Where he fell bleeding upon the ground.

A kind good uncle as may be seen

To his wicked nephew he had been ;
Reared him up tenderly and used him well,
And in his cottage with him to dwell.

But he resolved he his blood would spill
His uncle Benjamin he wished to kill
On Friday morn, the seventeenth of May,
The nephew did his kind uncle slay.

Early in the morning, at four o’clock,

To attract his uncle he fired a shot

And by that spot received the fatal wound.
The murderer flew and left him on the ground

H. LINGLEY.

Some labouring men who were passers hy,
Saw the murdered in his blood to lie ;
Suspicion did on his nephew fall,

And innocent blood did for vengeance ecall.

Many excuses did Lingley male,

Not having courage to meet his fate ;

He before a jury for the deed was tried,
And condemned to suffer on the gallows high.

Hubbard Lingley thought when his uncle died
His place to him would not he denied ;
So he was determined to kill and slay,
His uncle dear the seventeenth day of May.

He is doomed to die, nothing can him save,
By the side of Rush in a murderer’s grave ;
His bonesg will moulder till the Judgment day,
How could he take his uncle’s life away ?

At Norwich castle he was tried and cast’
And his last moments approaching fast ;
The hangman anxious does now await
To terminate Hubbard Lingley’s fate.

Oh! all young men a warning take

Think and consider ere it is too late;

How could he dare lift his murderous hand,
Base, vile, ungrateful, and eruel man.

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High-street, St. Giles.
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TRIAL, CHARACTER, CONFESSION, BEHAVIOUR, & EXECUTION OF

A . X © I ElX O Ii. "I" ,

In front of Chester Gaol, this day, for the Wicked Murder of her own Mother.

=== This day the extreme sentence of the law was eamied into effect on Alice Holt, ab
= (hester Giaol, for the murder of her mother by poison. The evidence at the trial
showed that prisoner, her mother, and a man named Holt, with whom she cohabited,
lived together ut Stockport. In February last the deceased, Mary Bailey, was taken
ill, and the prisoner insured her life for £26, at o premium of 6d. per week. She
induced a woman named Betty Wood to personate her mother before the doctor, telling
her that the agent said ¢ Any one would do.” The proposal was accepted by the
Wesleyan Assurance Society, and from that time the mother became worse, Prisoner
called in the parish surgeon and the infirmary visiting officer, both of whom were
ignorant of the other’s visits, and complained of their medicine not being given. On
the 25th and 26th the prisoner bought some arsenic—a quarter of a pound each fime
—which she put in a jug with some boiling water, and sprinkled about the rvom
where her mother lay to kill vermin. The night of the 26th deceased had some
brandy-and-water, and complained of “ grounds’ being at the bottom. Prisoner said,
% You onght to have drunk grounds and all.” Mary Bailey died in the morning with
all the symptoms of arsenical poison, and was buried. The personation came fo the
cars of the office, and the body was disinterred, when it was found perfectly fresh, but
¢ gaturated with arsenie,” of which no less than 160 grains were found in the sfomach
and adjacent parts.

Tne unfortunate woman was not tried at the Summer Assizes, in consequeuce of her
being in the family-way. The ¢hild has since been adupted by Holt's uncle, the only
person who has visited her since during her imprisonment. She has been sullen, and
strongly protested her innocenice.

CONFESSION.

On Sunday, the prisoner made the following statement:—On the Monday before
mother died, T brought the insurance paper home, insuring my mother’s life for £26,
and mine for £28. He then proposed 1 should get some charcoal and put it under
mother’s bed alight, when she was asleep, and she would never wake more. On
Wednesday night Holt and T never went to bed. He said it would be a great release-
ment if she was in her grave, and he would buy some stretchnine (strychnine) if I
wounld give it her. 1 said, * Thou'lt be found out.”” He snid, © They cannot find it
out by that.” T said, < Thou hast brought me to destruction, and now thou wants to
bring me to the gallows " He then beat me. 1In the beer of which T spoke, I saw, affer my mother had drank it,
a quantity of blue arsenic arounds. I said, * Thou hast given my mother arsenic.”  He said, I thon tell aught,
I will have thee up for defrauding the insurance,” and said, “ Nobody will believe but what thon hast done it
thyself.” This was the only arsenic my niother ever had,— Auother statement was atterwards made by the prisoner.

THE EXECUTION
Took place thiz morning. When near the drop her courage failod her, and she was half dragged, halt
carried to the scaffold.  On the platform she fell on her knees, and moaned piteously, ¢ The Lu‘rd have mercy
upon me,” which she continued to do whilst Caleraft pulled the bolt. The drop fell, and the enlprit was launched
into eternity before a great many people, particularly women-folks.

COPY OF VERSES.

A dreadful ense of murder, And the money will make us so guy. Holt on her did the same, )
Such as we seldom hear, Now that yon have got mein the family way, Saying she took the mother's 1ife away.
Committed was at Stockport, And from me my virtue you've wrung, A ; _—
o Bt Conate o 1‘-11u£¢hir{*. You'll never be happy @ doy, IIQ;._Iuthm.-‘](-i !Il.’.l‘ wiborn infant,
Where & mother, numed Mary Bailey, Till on the gallows I'm hung. And I‘:.‘]I::;““:s“:i[;xﬁﬂi,:npll:j} ::“nm.st L
Bvllllﬁ"ii.:}l“l.ffﬂ i'll|I1I-‘.;1-1r§-‘?l:;igil:tlﬂt;r heer I } :n.d . ]]l,l g e Bhie was overcome with fear,
"By her ;,“.n Aitiohtak m As We now s¢e 50 clear, She made a rambling statement
y ghter. o put o quantity of arsenic 'Bout the arsenie in the beer
The daughter insuved the life of the mother, Into her poor mother’s beer. Laid all the blame on Holt'and Betty Wood
For twenty-sis pounds at her death, To see her lay in agony, Expeeting for to get elear. ’
Then she and the man that she lived with TUpon that dreadful night,
Determined to take away her breath. With a dreadful dose of arsenie, But there's no douli the base wretch
Andwhen Betty Woodrepresentod themother, Oh, it was a dreadful sight Did her poor mother slay,
She did'nt act with propriety, She Tived but just six hours, For which on Chester's seaffold,
For the poor mother lost her life, Then the poor woman did die, Her life did forfeit pay,
And they all swindled the Society. And this base murdering wreteh, So al'l young women u warning take,
Now that the old gal’s life’s insured, The dreadful deed did deny. P} Fhis P{f_‘“r wreteh you sce,
Holt to the daughter did say, On the man Holt she laid the blame, A hanging fox the mother's sake
Better in the grave she were immured, Vowed he did her mother slay, On: Chester's fatal troe,

W. Smith, Printer, Chester.
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COMMITTAL OF

CRUEL AND INHUMAN MURDER

Of a little Boy, by his Father.

THE PRISONER.

On Monday morning a cruel and inhuman
murder was committed by the father on a
child aged six years, in Neal’s passage, Seven
Dials. The father has been separated from
his wite for some time, and the boy had been
brought up by its maternal grandmother, a
poor old woman. The child being an
unusally infelligent and nice-looking boy
was a. great favourite with the grandmother
and an aunt who lived in the same room.
It appears the mother had been living with
another man as his wife, and the father also
had formed an illicit connection with another
woman. The poor boy had consequently
become a source of trouble to both of them,
although the merest trifle was required for
its maintenance.

On Sunday evening the father (Jeffery)
called at the grandmother’s for the boy.
She asked him what he wanted with the
child, but he became very violent, ordered
the child to dress himself, and swore that
“he would do for her and thc child too,” if
she did not mind. Jeffrey then went to his
sister, in White Lion street, taking the child
with him, and asked for a bed. He was
accommodated with one, and went to bed
with the boy; but at two o’clock in the

You kindest fathers, tender mothers,
To this sad tale, oh! list awhile,
Hark you, sisters, too, and brothers,
To 4 murder on the Seven Dials;
Such a erime indsed,—no never |
Tts baseness I can searce reveal,
In Neal's Passage, Earl Streot, Seven Dials,
In St. Giles's-in-the-fields.

In all your troubles and your trials,

Was eruelly and busely murdered,—
The child was only seven vears old ;
The villain took him to a cellar,
Resolved his offspring to destroy,
Tied his little hands behind him,
And hanged the pretty smiling boy.

Vengeanco against the boy he threaten'd
Determin’d for to take his life,
And to commit the dreadful action,

morning he rose, and took the child away.
He could not have walked many yards away
—for Neal’s passage, where the body of the
deceased was found, is close at hand. The
child was found buspended from a projecting
beam or bracket in a cellar to which all the
residents had access for water, &e. Horrible
as it seems, it is apparent from the condition
of the body, that the cruel father tied its
hands behind, and had literally enacted the
part of executioner of his own child, holding
its legs, and forcing down its body to com-
plete the strangulation of the poor boy.
The child remained in this position till about
half-past six o’clock, when it was seen by a
girl who had occasion to go to the cellar,
and who gave the alarmi. Dr. Harvey, the
parish surgeon, attended directly, and pro-
nounced the child to have been dead about
three or four hours.

Dr. Lankester, the coroner, held an
adjourned inquest on Wednesday, and there
being no further evidence the jury returned
a verdict of wilful murder by hanging and
suffocation of Richard A. Jefferey, by his
father, John R. Jefferey. The prisoner was
examined at Bow street yesterday, and com-
mitted to Newgate.

Then he to the eellar took him,—
His heart was harder far than steel,
The wicked, base, inhuman monster,
His actions no one can reveal.
His only ehlld, to hold beside lim,
With rope he bound his little Liands,
‘When bebind hishack he placed them,
He in the eellar did him hang.

Ho flew, but Justice close pursued him,

You never knew, as I reveal, e often did produce a knife: And taken he has been we sec;
Such a murder, on the Seven Dials, "Pwas his only ,.Y,ﬂ{]‘ he had no other, When tried, no doubt, they'll find him
In 8. Giles's-in-the-fields. A rogne in grain, devoid of fear, guilvy,

In Earl Street lived a wretch named Jefferys, He'd been se I}:u{un {i_ irutrln iht.l mother
103 or three |ll1|! jeus

Who a tailor was hy trade we find, Of the litt
A sad, a base, and eruel villain,
Wickerdness van in his mind ;
A child, the villain ought to (!h(.ﬂh-h
His Dﬂsprmrr which he should adorc
Seventeen waeks agzo he left him,
At his old Grandmother's door.

His little boy named Richard Arthur,
By the wretched father, we are told,

The grandmother, his mother's mother,
Her little grandehild long did keep,
Reeeiving nothing from the father,
For the space of seventeen long weeks,
And then the villain did demand him,
He clandestinely took him away,
That fatal evening he determined
Was his little boy to alﬁj‘

H. DESLLY I‘rmter, 57, High street, St Giles, London.

And he'll be hanged on Newgate's tree ;
Ianging is too [.,nml for such a villain,

He who would his flesh and blood destroy,
The child, we are told, was six years old,

A pretty little prattling boy.

We ull have got our cares and trials,
And unfo fate compelled to yield,
Thisdeed was done on the Seven Dials.

In 8t. Giles’s-in-the-ficlds.




LAMENTATION & CONFESSION

Who now lies under sentence of death, for the w
his little boy.

\

Within a dreary cell T le, With vou, dear granny, 1'd rather stay.
% wzfratcl'mcl mm‘dlerer,l condemned fo die But to his wishes I paid no heed -

ot the mm:der O,Fl my (_Iarlmg boy, But left with the child, as you may read : n
Whose precious life T did destroy. Then proceeded in the dead of night,

T am doomed to die, my glass is run, To a lonely spot to take his life.

. For the murder of my darling son. | To a dismal cellar T took the helpless child,
John Richard Jeffery, it is my name, | The thoughts of which now drives me wild; ,
Why did I do that deed of shame? Poor boy, he fainted with affright, |
I confess my erime, but do declare, And in that state T took his life.
No ill feeling to my child did bear. With a handkerchief T bound his hands,
From my wife I long had parted been, And to the eistern I did him hang ; 0l
Whieh disturbed my mind, as may be seen ; Poor innocent, unconscions quite, '|
And Satan’s doubts they filled my mind, Knew not his father had took his life. -
Which led me fo this dreadfal erime. When this fearful get the hand had done.
I could not bear the child to see, From the fearful scene away did run ; I
It seemed to increase my misery, With stricken eonscience, like the murderer Cain, !
While thinking of my absent wife, But peace of mind could nat obtain,
I form’d a plan to take his life. I strove to forget it fov a time,
At his grandmother’s he found a home, But my miirdered boy so haunted my mind, g
And with fiendish thoughts 'm asham'd fo own; T gave myself up, as you may read,
Quick dress that child, to her did say, To make some atonement for the deed.
For I was determined the boy to slay. T soon upon the drop must stand, .
Poor little boy, it seemed filled with fear, A guilty and heart-broken man ; |
And eried, don’t dress me granny dear; My darling boy I shall no more behold, |
Don’t let father take me away, Have merey, God, on my guilty soul !

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High Street, St. Giles. [
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MURDER OF A WIFE

AT ASHBURNHAM,

NEAR HASTINGS.

A shocking murder of a wife was com-
mitted on Sunday, at Ashburnham, a village
near Hastings. Near the village is a
quantity of land called Gardener’s Farm,
which is farmed by an old man named
Stubberfield and his son Jeremiah. The son,
who is married, has a separate residence
about sixty yards from that of his parent.
There were living in the same house with
the son, his wife Matilda, their son, Mary
Deeprose (a companion to Mrs Stubberfield),
and several farm labourers and servants.
The boy, eight years old, who oceupied the
same room with his parents, states that early
on Sunday morning he saw his father
kneeling upon his mother, and squeezing her
throat.  Hearing his mother say,*Oh!”
feehly, as is in pain, he said to his father,
“ Your hurting mother.” ¢ You hold your

tongue,” replied the father, “I'm only
tickling her.” The boy again made a
similar remark, upon which the father
said that if he didn’t hold his tongue he
would ‘““see to him.” Stubberfield then
dressed himself, and having kissed his wife
and child, went down stairs. = The boy
immediately aroused the other inmates of
the house, who were soon in the bedroom of
the murdered woman. The police were sent
for, and in a short time, some two hundred
persons were scouring the neighbourhood in
search of Stubberfield, and it was not till
the afternoon he was discovered, and then
he was making his way towards home. He
had secreted himself in a pit, and tried to
drown himself, but could not do so, for he
always floated on the top of the water.

A dreadful deed, as you may read,
I am going te unfold,
A base and cruel murder,
That will make your blood run cold ;
At a village called Ashburnham,
A few miles from Hastings town,
Where the family of the Stubberfields
‘Was known for miles round.

Jereminh Stubberfield killed his wife,
At Ashburnham, we see,

‘Which caused many a tear both far and near,
The Sussex tragedy-

There lived old Farmer Stubberfield,
An aged, wealthy sire,

At Gardner’s Farm, and near him lived,
His son, named Jeremiah ;

Who had a wife, Matilda,
Virtuous, good, and kind,

Who had a son, and her companion,
Tabourers and servants, too, we find.

On Sunday morn, the twenty-third of May,
The little boy, but eight years old,

Saw his father squeeze his mother’s throat;
Most awful to unfold ;

He called unto his father,
‘While trembling with fear,

Saying, oh, cruel father,
You are killing mother dear.

The murderer kissed his wife and child,
After that he did slay,

Then placed his coat upon his arm,
And from the farm did stray ;

The servants and the labourers,
Went to the fatal bed,

And there beheld Matilda
Quite cold, and lying dead.

They did pursue the murderer,
They in numbers went along,
Searched the hedges and the ditches,
Dragged the rivers and the ponds;
But late on Sunday afternoon,
As they in numbers on did sfray,
They saw him wandering to his home,
Where his murdered wife did lay,

He says he dearly loved her,
A kind, good, and tender wife,

Oh, whatever conld possess him,
To take away her life ;

It has caused great excitement,
Far round the country,

A farmer’s son the murder done,—
The Sussex tragedy.

To end this dreadful tale of woe,
Confined within a gaol,
Lies Jeremiah Stubberfield,
In anguish to bewail ;
He loved his wife, far more than life,
He her corpse sweet kisses gave,
He has brought his aged parents,
In sorrow to the grave.

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High eireet, St. Giles, London.
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LAMENTATION & FAREWELL we WORLD

JOHN FLETCHER
ANN LAWRENCE

Who now lies emdea' 6 ntence of Death at Jfaa-(fstone Gaol.

A poor uuhappv man and woman,
Does in agony bewail,

Sentenced to die, alas for murder !
In separate cells, in Maidstone gaol.

Ann Lawrence aged eight-and-twenty, 2
N + " . N -‘--:ar.qr >

A]i‘loj];}]:ﬁ giﬁfﬁ?ﬂlﬁf}l}Ottlvl‘;];:;}fi ks rﬁ; John Fletcher who must die beside her,

: . === A convict was for seven years
-t eadful murder of James Boyl s
Hor'<ho drsadiv abiadec o Jamcr Luyie He in Chatham prison killed the warder,

3 Her counsel for her pleaded clever
2+ To free her every way he tried,
2 When the Judge the sentence passed upon
her,
The dreadful murder she denied.

In agony, now lies lamenting, oae  To give the blow he was prepared,
John Fletcher, who is frenzy wild, U705 He says the warder did iiluse him,
In Chatham prison killed the warder, m‘? And tantalized him day by day,

And Ann Lawrence her own darling child.Z== And in a fit of desperation,
He with a hammer did him slay.

Ann Lawrence is a married woman, w
Who with a man named Hl“‘hdl]]‘s Lhdw At Maidstone they were tried and senten¢’d
dwell ; . To die a murderer’s death of scorn,
Hovalas hiadla wife siill living, ezs In youth and health they are lamenting,
Highams and Lawrence hved at Tunbudgpnmsa In grief and agony forlorn ;
Wells, S0 The '1winl moments are .J.pploac]unw
The}' lived 111]]]3}')1}}', often (111;11‘1‘(_!_1]()(]__I %ﬁ And there 18 I]Othill‘-" can them sav (-
Fﬂu]_ls on buﬂ] Hid{.\g eOMay see r_l_].l.t.“- soon must led\'e thl‘ﬁ w ﬂl]d Ot S0ITOW
¥ } y "'ﬁ r
Ann Lawrence in a fit of frenzy, 5@3 And sleep within a murderer’s grave.
Overpowered with jealousy.
ol Jee y 0459 Oh male and female curb your passions
o el :
Determined was to kill her offspring, === _ Think and consider ere too late,
Revengeful, shocking to unfold, % assion, jealousy, and vengence, ..
To aggravate her own paramour, % Has caused those m(‘ld;ml person’s fate ;
Her little boy but four years old ; Let their fate be an example

At Tunbridge Wells she basely murderd. a3 Oh! pray be guided one and all,
Wickeaness pan in Hos mind, C%7 Think of John Fletcher and Ann La\u{.nce

‘When her child she’d slain, said with disdain, m Remember what caused their downfall.

The innocent child was k 1110& by High
s y Highams. P.xae;mn, jealousy, and vengeance,

The little boy named Jeremiah, =% Was the cause, we 1}1:11111} see,

Looked in his mother’s face with tears % Of bringing John Fletcher and Ann
‘When her little boy she did destroy, S0 Lawrence

Aged only four years ; g@r3  To die on Maidstone’s dismal tree.

Disley, Printer, High street, St. Giles, London.
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EXECUTION OF

MICHAEL BARRETT,.

Who was executed this morning at the Old Bailey, for the wilful
murder of Sarah Ann Hodgkinson, one of the sufferers at the
Clerkenwell Explosion.

= = ——=
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L=

==

This morning the unfortunate Fenian conviet, Michael Barrett, suffered the extreme penalty of the law at the 01d
Bailey. The prisoner has been attended by the Rev. Mr. Hussey, a Roman Catholic priest, who has remained with
him a considerable time every day. He was very tacitwrn, and although he was no doubt aware of the efforts that
were being made to obtain w reprieve, it was a noticeable fact that he never attempted to declare his _innoq.enee.
Down to recently he nsed to attend the service in the prison regularly, but after Mr. Hussey had been with him he
entirely reirained from doing so. He has not been visited by any one sinee his conviction. A1l his relations appear
to reside in Ireland, and he does tiot seem to have had any eonnexions or friends in this country.

The sheriffs of the prison arrived at an early hour, and immediataly proceeded to the condemned cell, where they
found the prisoner in devotional exercises with the Rev. Mr. Hussey. He declared himself ready to die, and scemed
to consider himself a martyr. The time having arrived, Caleraft, the executioner, was infroduced to the prisoner,
who immediately commenced pinioning him, which operation having been gone through, the prisoner thanked the
governor and other officials of the prison for their kindness towards him. The procession was then formed, and
slowly took its way towards the scene of execution. The prisoner ascended the scaffold with a firm step. Everything
having been prepared, the cap was drawn over his eyes and the rope adjusted, the bolt was drawn, and he appeared
to struggle but slightly before life was extinet.

COPY OF VERSES.

Adien, vain world, T now must lTeave you,
Here I cannot longer dwell, )
I have been tried, and I am seotenced
To die for the deed in Clerkenwell ;
Oh ! that dreadful sad explosion,
Which did so much destruction enuse,
Brought me to the tree at Newgate,
My sufferings sure no one knows.

I must leave this world of sorrow,
On earth T must no longer dwell,

Sentenced to be hanged for murder,
For the sad atfair in Clerkenwell.

Alas! my name is Michael Barrett,
Born and brought up in Erin's isle,

I did adore my native country,
Wheron I oft did sweetly smile;

Oh yes, my own dear native Erin,
Behald me on the fatal free,

A miserable malefactor,
In a murderer's grave I soon shall be.

A traitor did swear hard against me,

A wreteh, Mullany known by name,
Worse by far than any other,

And many persons inow the same;
Only one amongst the prisoners,

And that poor one, alas! was me,

[ On the fatal tree at Newgate,

For the affair at Clerkenwell,
Qalled a Feninn, Michael Barrett,
Friends nnd kindred, farewell !

I see the hangman now before me,
Standing on the fatal drop,

Poor unhappy Michael Bamett, 4 In the Fri:mr of life and \-igﬂu.n

Condemned to die upon a tree.

I twice have been respited;
I did not expect to die,
But T must go in grief and woe,
On Newgate's tree so high;
That I should gain my liberty,
Some thousands did believe,
But, oh, alas! all hope is passed.
And I have been deceived.
Favewell, my friends, T'm doomed to leave
With you I ean no longer stay, [you,
Let not my departure grieve you,
I die upon the twenty-sixth of May,

Hard is Michael Barrett's 1ot :
Only one of all the number,
All the rest, alas! but me,
Acquitted was, but Michael Barrett
Dies on Newgate's fatal tree.
A last adien, vain world, I leave you,
I am going to the silent bourne,
Lovely Erin, I grieve for you
But I never shall return ;
Approaching is the Tuecsday morning,
f):lill &i!lll"lll’l]lﬁﬁ'{l far él.\\'{l._\'.
| Frin, remember Michael Barreit,
| Who died upon the fwenty-sixth 6f May.
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EXECUTION OF

ALLEN, GOULD, & LARKIN,

At the New Bailey Prison, Manchester, on Saturday, November 23rd,
charged with the Wilful Murder of Sergeant Brett, at Manchester,
on September 18th, 1867.

This morning, Saturday, November 23rd, the three
unfortunate convicts, Gould, Allen, and Larkin, suffered
the extreme penalty of the law at the New Bailey
prison, Manchester. Since their condemnation the cul-
prits have behaved in a most exemplary manner, and
have paid great attention to the Rev. gentlemen who
attended them. They continued to declare their inno-
cenee to the last, and appeared to think themselves
martyrs to a grand cause, and appeared quite ready for
the event. The mob was very great, butf not so large
as it might have been, but for the precautions taken by

the authorities, who had erected barricades about every
thirty yards, and so prevented the great pressure that
would have been. The prisoners were astir at an early
hour, and partook of the holy communion, and at the
appointed time. Caleraft, the executioner, was intro-
duced, when the operation of pinioning was gone
through. The prisoners the meanwhile showed wondex-
ful confidenee, and appeaved to be the least concerned.
They all shook hands together and affectionately
embraced one another, and declared themselves ready.
The mournful procession was then formed, and at once
proceeded towards the seattold, where on their appear-
ance there was a slight manifestation of applause.
Everything having been prepared, the ropes adjusted,
the signal was given, and the unhappy men were
launched into eternity. The prisoners appeared to die
very easy.

You true friends of liberty, and sons of the Emerald Tsle,
Attend with an gar of sympathy to what I now relate,
And to my sud story, I'd hiave yon to list awhile,
Its of those poor unhappy men who now have met their fate;
Its Allen, Larkin, and Gould I mean, who of treason have con-
victed beon,
Coupled with the erime of murder, for which we all deplore,
To the scaffold were condemned we see through strugeling for
liberty,
Of that poor unhappy country, the poor old shamrock shore.

Now its well known that Irishmen have oft upon the battle field,
Nobly fought vur battles, against old England's foes.

And with the hearts of lions have forced her enemies to yield
But to friends they are warm-learted, asall the world well knows.

Tts but for their rights they crave, old Ireland’s honour for to save,
That has led to this calamity, for which we all deplore,

But by freachery they were betrayed, and these poor men have the

forfeit paid,

And Allen, Gould, and Tarkin, alas! arve now no more.

Tt was at Manchester, as T now state, they sought their comrades

to liberate, |
And where is the man in such a state, would not have done the l
same P

Those poor men they were taken, for whom many hearts are aching,
For there is no one in reason their conduet can well blame,
Tt was in the midst of that strife, that poor Brett he lost his life,
That has caused the sons of Treland most deeply to deplore,
And through that sad uuhappy day, there’s many a pitying heart
will say,
Poor Allen, Gould, and Larkin, alas ! are now no more.

These men they were convicted, and by the judge was sentenced,
And for murder and treason they were condemned to die, *
And left to meet their fate to the gaze of all spectators,
The' that their lives wonld be spared it was the country's cry.
To God I recommend them, in his mercﬁ to defend them,
May their souls shine in glory upon that blessed shore,
Safe within his keeping where there will be no weeping,
Now Allen, Gould, and Larkin, alas! are now no more.

H. Disley, Printer, 57, High Street, St. Giles, London.
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The Last Moments and Confession

WM. SHEW ARD.

I am a sad and wretched man,
Borne down in care and woe,
T am doomed to die for a murder done
Near eighteen years ago;
A dreadful deed, as you may read,
I long kept in my breast,
T’had no comfort day or night,
Until I did confess.

With the dreadful knife I slew my wife,
And her body round did throw,

Now I must die for a murder done,
Near eighteen years ago.

I her body into pieces cut,
And scattered it around,

Here and there, I searce knew where,
I placed it on the ground.

I now must die for that foul deed,
And in a murderer’s grave lie low,

T did her kill, her blood I spilled,
Near eighteen years ago.

I boiled her head, how sad to tell,
T was mad without a doubt,

I threw it in the different parts,
I placed it round about;

Kept the secret eighteen years,
Within my guilty breast,

On Tuesday, April 20, the last dread sentence of the
law was carried out in the case of Wm. Sheward con-
victed at the last Norwich Assizes for the murder of
his wife. The culprit died without any very painful
struggles. He showed a considerable amount cf nerve,
although he trembled a good deal at the dvop, to which
he had to be carried on account of his rheumatism. In
the prisoner’s confession he stated that he killed his
wife in June, 1851, and that he afterwards mutilated
the body. He placed the head in a saucepan, and put
it on the fire to keep the stench away. He then broke
it up, and distributed it about Thorpe. He then put
the hands and feet in the same saucepan, in hopes they
might boil away. Carried portions of the body away
in a pail and threw them in different parts of the city.
The long hair on my return from Thorpe, he eut with a
pair of seissors in small pieces and they blew away as
he walked. The blankets, where there was any blood
he cut in small pieces, and distributed them about the
city, and made off with anything that had the appear-
ance of blood about them. The prisoner also stated
that he never saw or knew his present wife until June
21, 1852, twelve months after the oveurrence,—The
confession was taken in the presemceof a magisirate,
and the governor and chaplain,

And till the same I did divulge,
I day nor night could rest.

For eighteen years, in grief and tears,
I passed many a dreary night,

I had not one moment's happiness,
Sinee I killed my own dear wife ;

At length I did confess the deed,
For which I now must die,

For a mnrder eighteen years ago—
The which I don’t deny.

There was letters sent from different parts,
To say my wife did live,
To save me from the gallows,
But none would they believe ;
T could not from Justice flee,
I do deserve my fate,
No pen can write, or tongue can tell,
My sad and wretched fate.

My moments they do swiftly pass,
1 soon shall sleep below,

T done that dreadful awful deed,
Near eighteen years ago ;

I eut and mangled that poor soul,
My heart was flinty steel,

Her limbs and body strewed about,
In hedges, lanes, and fields.

H. Disley, Printer, 67, High street, St. Giles, London.—W.C.
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THE EXECUTION

OF

JOEEINT IDDIESW EINTIE:,

In front of Newgate, for the Murder of JOSEPH DUCK,
at Marylebone.

THE EXECUTION.

On Monday morning,
at Eight o’clock, John
Devine suffered the ex-
treme penalty of the
law, in front of New-
gate. Not so much ex-
citement was created
as we have noticed on
similar oceasions, al-
thongh a very large
. concourse of persons
had assembled to witness the shocking
spectacle. In fact, we might say every
available spot was occupied by both male and
female, all of whom were anxious to get a
“ good place,” to see the wretehed culprit on
the drop. Precisely at the appointed time
the sheriffs, with their usual attendants,
arrived at the prison, and, after the necessary
ceremonies had been observed, of demanding
the body of the prisoner to be delivered into
their custody, they were conducted to the
waiting room. The exeecutioner then com-
menced pinioning the arms, whieh operation
he quickly dispatched. During the awful
preparations the unhappy prisoner appeared
to feel his sad position deeply.

At length the arrangements having been
completed, the bell of the prison commenced
tolling and the chaplain read in a distinet
tone the burial service for the dead. When
the bell commenced tolling, a movement
was heard from without, and the words
¢« Hats off? and * Silence” were distinctly
heard, from which time no sound, excepting
the sighs of the unhappy prisoner, interrupted
the chaplain as the procession moved along
the subterranean passage. The prisoner, on
arriving at the scaffold, hastily glanced around
at the immense concourse of persons assem-
bled. After which he was placed in the
proper position for Caleraft to adjust the
ropes. The executioner having drawn the
cap over his face retired from the scaffold,

and the signal having been given the bolt
was withdrawn, and the unhappy eriminal
was launched into eternity.

CONFESSION OF THE CULPRIT.

On Thursday the unhappy eriminal was
visited by the worthy chaplain, to whom he
made a confession, and fully admitted the
justice of his sentence.

COPY OF VERSES.

Young Devine was a graceless youth,
And bold in every sin,

In early years with potty thefts,
His lite he did begin.

But God whose vengeance never sleeps,
Though he delays the blow,

(lan in a single moment lay
The prosperous villain low,

One night was in the King's Head,
Joseph Duck Le did meet,

Whom he then vobbed of all hie had,
And eruelly did him beat.

Suspicion fell on young Devine,
So well they knew his face,

Imprisoned, tried, condemned to die,
So he now has run his race.

Of gambling and theft pray beware,
Let me beseech you in time,

Lest you like me should be eut off,
Whilst you are in your prime.

It was these that caused me to run,
From virtuous paths astray,

Deaf to advice and every good,
I sought destruction’s way.

The 10th day of March last,
I went to the King’s Head,

And there T met an aged man,
Joseph Duck he was named.

I eruelly did him use,
And on the ground him cast,

He cried for help, but no one came,
So now he has breathed his last.

Those deeds T mournfully repent,
But now it is too late,
The day is past, the die is cast,
And fixed is my fate.
Young men be taught by this dreadtul fate,
Avoid the paths I have trod,
And teach yourselves in carly years,
To love and fear your God.
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LIFE, TRIAL, CONFESSION, AND EXECUTION OF

MARTIN BROWN,

FOR THE DIABOLICAL MURDER ON NEWMARKET HILL NEAR,
LEWES.

The facts of this deliberate and cruel murder must be
fresh in the minds of all persons. The deccased was a
labourer (in the employ of Mr Hodson, farmer, at
Kingston, near Lewes), and lived in a cottage on New-
market Hill, about a mile and a half from the village.
Martin Brown worked for the same employer, and
lodged with the deeceased and his family, and left about
six weeks before the murder, but continued in the same
service, lodging with the farm bailiff, named Wickham.
The deceased was paid fortnightly, and on the 9th of
October he left home for Kingston, to receive the wages
of himself and fwo sons, boys ; and he was paid £2 11s.
He was also paid 24s. by another son at Kingston, and
he had 5= 3d. in his tobaceo-box when he left home, at
half-past six o’clock in the evening. He never returned ;
and early the next morning he was found dead on the
hill, about a quarter of a mile from his home. His
pockets were then empty. It was discovered that he
had been shot through the back—three small bullets
were taken from the body—and that he had been
severely beaten about the head with some heavy instru-
ment, but after death had taken place. The trigger of
a gun and a small piece of gun-stock were found close
to the body, and in a copse not far from the spot there
was subsequently found a broken gun-stork, to which
the pieces found close fo the body accurately fitted.
This gun-stock belonged to a gun which the prisouer
had purchased three weeks before the murder; and
which he took out on the night of the murder, stating
that he was going to take it fo. his brother at Brighton,
and should not be back till the next day. He returned,

I am a wild and wicked youth,
And my name is Martin Brown,
[ was brought up by honest parents,
I onee did dwell in Brighton town ;
And for a horrid and eruel murder,
I am condemned, as you may see,
It's for the murder of poor old Baldey,
I shall be hanged upon a free,

Toor and honest David Baldey,
In a lonely spot his cottage stands,
For many years did happy dwell there,
Has fullen by a mutderous hand ;
Paor Baldey, he was much respected,
In Kingston and for miles around,
They little thought on Hodson's farm,
Of such a villain as Martin Brown.
"T'was o fatal day 1 did waylay,
Poor 01d Baldey on Newmarket Till,
I with my gun did shoot him through, I
Mis harmless blood T did there spill. -
And then his pockets soon I rifled,
And took from him all his gold,

however, the same evening, and in less time than it was
possible for him to go to Brighton and get back again;
and on the following evening,—the murder was freely
talked of, and prisoner wus even suspected,—he abscon-

ded.

He was apprehended by Mr Superintendent Crow-
hurst, at Maidstone, where he had enlisted under the
name of Renben Harvey.

He was tried at the Sussex Winter Assizes, found
guilty, and sentenced to death.

THE EXECUTION.

The execution took place this morning, at cight
o'clock, It was the first execution at Lewes since the
passing of the recent act of Parliament; which is car-
ried out in private, within the prison walls.
before eight o’clock, the black flag was hoisted, and the
prison-bell began to toll.
completed, Caleratt began the process of pinioning the
condemned man, who appeared to be quite calm. At
eight o'clock, the
began to move towards the gallows; the enlprit walked
slowly, but firm, and having arived at the foot of the
aullows, he monnted the steps on to the top of the
platform, and placed himself on the trap-deor, nnder
the fatal beam ; Caleraft then put over his head the eap,

Shortly

e

All the arrangements being

mournful and melancholy procession

and placing the rope round his neck, he then shook
hands with him, and instantly the bolt was withdrawn,
and the unhappy man was launched into eternity.

After a few short strugeles, life was extinet.

After

hanging an hour, the body was cut down, and buried
within the preeinets of the prison.

COPY OF VERSES ON THE GDNFESS!ON OF MARTIN BROWN.,

I left him dead where he was found,
A sight most shocking to behold. |

My vietim then, T from him fled,
ut the eye of God did on me frown,

(O, what a wreteh T must have been,

To strike the poor old shepherd down ;
I for a soldier soon enlisted,

When I arrived in Maidstone town,
But justice soon did overtake me,

In Maidstone barracks I was found.

| My wicked career now is run,
‘m taken, and in irons bound,
In a dismal eell in Lewes gaol
To wait my trial, young Martin Brown.
My guilt T strongly did deny,
Tntil my strength it did give way,
My guilty conscience, I must confess
took poor Baldey's life away.

"Twas at the Assizes I took my trial,
For two long days at the bar did stand.
The jury they did find me Guilty, |

C. Phillips, cheap and expeditioius Printing Office, Murket Street, Brighton,

For murdering of this poor old man.
So sad a crime, and so revolting,
.. Lhe judge did say there could not be,
| hq sentence is, that you be hanged,
Young Martin Brown, upon a treo.

My parents, when they heard my doom,
Their eyes with tears did fall like rain,
When death was passed on Martin Brown,
It filled their hemts with grief and pain.
In my dismal eell Tam now lamenting,
Strange visions they do appéar to me,
My troubled mind, both night and day,
My vietim's blood I often see.

Now to this world T bid adien,
For on the gallows T must die,
To meet my God T must prepare,
My sentence just I can’t deny ;
And when my history you do read,
It will make your very hlood to chill,
And for ages wih not be forgotten,
The Muorder on Newmarket Hill.
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EXECUTION OF ALEXANDER MACKAY
For the Wilful Murder of Mrs. Grossmith.

This morning the unfortunate conviet, Alexander
Mackay, suffered the extreme penalty of the law at
Newgate, for the murder of Mrs. Grossmith, at Norton
Folgate. "

This is the second execution that has been carried

out in private, under the provisions of the recent statute,
and it, of course, necessitated the making of a great
many alterations with regard to the details. It was at
first proposed that the scaffold should be erected in one
of the yards adjoining the scaffold, upon thelevel ; but,
although the original plan was adhered fo, it was de-
cided that the scaffold should not be on a level, and the
culprit, as was the case before, had fo reach the drop by
ascending a ladder.

It is due to the prisoner fo state that he seems to
have conducted himself very well since his condem-
nation, and as far as outward appearance can be relied
upon, he seems to have felt severe remorse for his erime.
He was visited last week by his father, his brother-in-
law, and two sisters, and these interviews, as may be
readily imagined, were of a most painful character.

The sheriffs of the prison having arrived, immediately
proceeded to the condemned cell. The executioner was
shertly afterwards infroduced to the prisoner, who im-
mediately commenced pinioning him. During this very
trying operation, the wretched eriminal only once he
exclaimed, “ May the Lord have mercy on my soul!l”
Everything having been completed, the prisoner thanked
the chaplain and officers of the prison for their kindness
towards him, The procession was formed, and slowly
took its way towards the scaffold, which the prisoner
ascended with a firm step; the rope was then speedily
adjusted, the bolt was drawn, and the wretched man
after a few struggles ceased to exist.

The bell of St. Sepulchre tolled as the prisoner left
his cell; and immediately on the drop falling a black
flag was raised, announcing that the last dread sentence
of the law had been carried into effect.

COPY OF VERSES.

My dying moments ave approaching,
Inside of Newgate's gaol Idie,
Nothing now, alas | ¢an save me,
I see the hangman standing by ;
A dreadful murder I committed,
Upon the fatal eighth of May;
At No. 11, Artillery Passage,
My own kind mistress I did slay.

Barbarously I did her murder,
I eruelly her blood did spill,
With a rolling pin and bar of iron,
I did Mrs. Grossmith kill

Farewell my parents, friends and kindred,
Adieu! 4 last and fond adieu !
Your unhappy son, that deed has done,
Don’t let it bring disgrace on you ;
The day I killed my dearest mistress,
Sudden, in anger, spleen, and rage,
Upon the floor, 1 shed her gore,
pI die now eighteen yeurs of age.

My master was away on business,
y mistress offended me,
I seized the rollig pin and iron,
Killed Mrs. Grossmith, then did flee,
I knew, alas! that T was undone,
I knew not where to hide my face,
1 went away some miles from London,
Covered with shame and great disgrace.
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Printed by Talyor, Brick Lan.e-,_ S-pimlﬁe!ds‘ London.

Justice closely did pursue me,
In agony I did bewail,
In Woolwich I was apprehended.
And sent from thence to Maidstone Gaol ;
Although I was an nuknown murderer,
I did not feel the least surprised,
When by a photograph deseripfion,
T in the gaol was rtecngllia{!g.

Then, oh dear, sad was my feelings,
What pain and anguish filled my breast,
1 found that Justice overtook me,
And T did the deed confess ;
The dreadful sufferings 1 endured,
T sufficient cannot unto you state,
From Maidstone Gaol I was conveyed,
To a prison cell in Newgate.

1 was tried for the dreadful murder,
The Jury they convieted me,
The Judge he passed the dreadful sentence,
Which was to die on the gallows free;
I left the Bar in grief and sorrow,
Went to my cell for to deplore,
Inside the Gaol 1 die to-morrow,
Whete no one ever diod before.

My dying moments are approaching,
The authorities me do surround,
The hangman by me is preparing,
My limbs by flim will soon be bound ;
No one but those inside a prison,
A poor unhappy youth can see,
Young and old pray take a warning,
And while you live remember me-
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SHOCKING MURDER
A WIFE AND SIX CHILDREN,

On Monday morning last, a terrible tragedy took place in Hosier-lane, City, in which a
man named Duggin, his wife, and six children were found poisoned. On Saturday evening
Duggin returned from his work, and he then looked rather sad, and his wife told a female
neighbour that her husband had been dismissed his employment, and they had also received
notice to leave their lodgings at 12 o’clock on Monday. On Sunday evening Duggin took
his wife and children out for a walk, and on his return went to the Wheatsheaf-tavern,
Hosier-lane, and asked the landlord for a quart of ale. He then left, and was not seen again
until half-past 4 o’clock on Monday morning, when a man saw him drop a letter in the
Hospital pillar letter-box, and then walked towards his home. Two hours afterwards the
police received a letter signed James Duggin, stating that he had murdered seven persons,
and that he was about to destroy his own life. Init he said the police would be able to obtain
further particulars of hig brother at Sheffield. Constables were immediately despatched to
15, Hosier-lane, where they found the writer of the letter lying dead upon a bed in a room
by himself. In another room they found lying on a bed, a boy aged 4, and a gitl aged 3,
lying upon the arms of the dead body of the mother. At the foot of the bed was the dead
body of a girl aged 12, and on another bed lay the dead body of another child.

Attend you feeling parents dear, & And that he had poisoned, ne did declare
While I relate a sad affair; & His wife, and his six children dear.

‘Which has fill’d all around with grief and painGy
It did oceur in Hosier Lane.

On Monday, June the 28th,

These crimes was done as I now state,
How horrible it is to fell,

Eight human persons by poison fell.

A: To Hosier Lane in haste they flew,

And found it was alas, too true,

They found him stretched upon the bed,
His troubles o’er—was cold and dead.

> And they the deadly poison found ;
"% And the shocking sight, as you may hear,
. Caused in many an eye a tear.

In London city it does appear,
Walter James Duggin lived we hear,
And seemed to live most happily,

Wikl dear wifo ajih Si L, &7 The ill-fated mother, she was dead,

They happy lived, until of late, While two pretty children we are told,
He appear’d in a sad desponding state, o4 In her outstretched arms she did enfold,

' &
At something he seem’d much annoy’d

At his master’s, where he is employed. % j i Lo 2
) ! i W First poisoned their six children dear,

He was discharged, and that we find, 50 Then took the fatal draught themselves,
It preyed upon his anxious mind, £ Their state of mind no tongue can tell.
Lest they should want, that fatal day, rmmemd e B

His wife and children he did slay. W, B Hlng Boal

BN
Last Sunday evening, as we hear,

X 1 trust we never more may hear,
Such deeds they make the blood run cold,
To the Wheatsheaf he did repair,
Then homewards wenf, as we may read,

& May God forgive their sinful souls.
For to commit this horrid deed.

(2
¢y This wholesale poisoninghas caused much pain
To the police he did a letter send, - 4 Lo
That he was about this life to end, H. Disley, Printer, 57, High Strcet, St, Giles,

2% It did take place in Hosier Lane.
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NOTICE.

The ¢ Execution Paper” of John
Gregson, for the Murder of his Wife, at
Liverpool—page 235 of CoNTENTS—is CAN-
CELLED, and Eight Pages, “Tur HEROES

OF THE GUILLOTINE,” supplied instead.

196, StraND,
December 30th, 1870.



EXECUOXTION

F. IEE NSO N,

Who suffered the extreme penalty of the law, at the Old Bailey, this morning, Monday>
December, 13th, 1869, for the Wilful Murder of Maria Death.

i
N

T

e
I

This morning Frederick Hinson suffered the extreme penalty of the law at the O1d Bailey, for the murder of Maria Death.

The prisoner previous to his trial behaved in & most sullen manner, scarcely heeding anyfhing that was said to him.
¢t of the unhappy man undérwent a total change for the better, and he began to realize the
callous demeanour was changed into one of deep dejection. The prisoner has heem
and to such a state of religions feeling had he been brought, that he fully acknowledged
alluded to his great affection for the unfortunate woman, and his regret 2t ‘having sent her
s condemnation, the prisoner has been visited by his childven, and also his father, the final
and will not be forgotten by those who witnessed it.
proceeded to the condemned cell, where they found the prisoner carnestly engaged
he time had now arrived for the prisoner to be pinioned, the operation of which

to state that since his condemnation the condu
awful condition in which he was placed, and his
assiduously attended by the chaplain of the prison,
e has frequentl
before her maker totally unprepared. Since hi
parting from whom was of the most affecting character,
The sheriffs arrived at an early hour, and immediately
in his religious duties with the chaplain of the prison,

the justice of his sentence.

1t is satisfactory

was quickly performed, and the wretched man having thanked the chaplain, the governor, and other officials for their kindness towards him,

the procession was then formed, and slowly took its way to the scene o
drawn, and the wretched man ceased to exist.

Young men and maidens pay attention,
You married and you single all,

List to my sad lamentation,
And pity, piti,' my downfall ;

For those double Wood Green murders,
I alas am doom’d to die,

How can I meet my heavenly father,
Or dare to him for mercy ery.

8o all young men I Eray take warning,
Your passions curb, "ere 'tis oo late,
My dying prayer do not be scorning,

Think of Frederick Hinson’s wretched fate.

At Wood Green I was respected,
‘With all around in peace did dwell,
Now broken-hearted and dejected,
I {‘}iue within & gloomy cell.
With Maria Death T lived contented,
"Till Boyd he eaused her for to stray,
And by the tales that he invented,
He affection stole from me away.

execution. The cap and rope having been adjusted, the bolt was

Simultaneously with the drop falling, a black flag was hoisted at one corner of the prison,
announcing that the last dread sentence of the law had been carried into effect.

When I found she was false-hearted,
Jealonsy fill'd my mind, 'fis true,
I grieved from her for to be parted,
For I loved her, and our offspring too ;
Poor darling orphans, let none upbraid them,
When my soul is gone, I know not where,
That God above from harm may save them.
Shall be my last, my earnest prayer.

When at the station on her did gase there,
In company with that treacherous man,
One kindly word from her would saved her
And stay'd alas my murderous hand ;
But she braved my anger, and in madness,
Recall the dead I never can,
I saw her fall, and gazed in sadness,
A guilty and heartbroken man.

Now for my crimes I was convicted,

And the dreadful sentence on me ']pasa‘d.
Condemn'd by some, by many pity'd,

And in a dreary cell was cast;

H. Disley, Pri;l;. 57, Hig_ti-_sl reot, St. Giles.

|

The Judge said on passing sentence,
Frederick Hinson yon must prepare,

Ask God to grant you true repentance,
And bend to him in heartfelt prayer.

My days are spent in lamentation,
My sleepless nights were spent in prayer,
My mind was filled with agitation,
For Maria’s shade was always there,
But I trust her soul is now in heaven,
But o little time she's gone before,
This sinful world I must be leaving,
And so my sad end will deplore.

A last farewell, T must be going,
To meet with my offended God,
My state of mind there is no knowing,
My soul's bow'd down with deeds of blood.
Now once again I pray take warning;
For me the fatal bell does toll,
My dying prayer do not be scorting,
May the Lord have merey on my soul.
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Bxecution of . Rutterford,

This morning, at the county prison, Bury 8t. Edmunds, James Rutterford underwent the last dread sentence of

TRDER

the MU

HIGHT.

or

of J.

Bury St. Edmunds, f

At

the law, for the wilful and deliberate murder of John Hight, a gamekeeper, in the employ of Maharajah Dhuleep

Singh, at Briswell, Suffolk, on the 3

1st of December last. The prisoner, since his condemnation, has displayed a

perfect indifference as to his awful situation, and when spoken fo about the murder, always tried to avoid it. He has
been constantly attended by the worthy chaplain, and has paid particular attention to what he said, but in a quiet
surly mood. The prisoner was visited last week by a government inspector, for the purpose of examining the neck
of the prisoner, the gaol surgeon having reported that he had a malformation, which might cause an unusual degree

of suffering on death being inflicted by strangulation.

in the neck of the convict to prevent his being hanged in the usual manner.

The sheriffs arrived at an early hour, and immediately proceeded to the condemned cell, where they found the
prisoner earnestly engaged in his religious duties, with the worthy chaplain uf the prison. The time had now
arrived for the prisoner to be pinioned, the operation of which was quickly performed, and the wretched man thanked
the parson, the governor, and other officials for their kindness towards him. The procession was formed, and slowly

took its way to the scene of execution.

wretched man soon ceased to exist.

You Suffolk lads of each degree,

And all young men of each degree,
And when my mournful tale you hear,
For my sad end shed a silent tear.

Upon the dreadful scaffold high,
A murderer’s death I am doom'd to die.

Jumes Rutterford it is my name,

I now must end my life in shame ;
Repentance, alas! it is too late,

I must prepare to meet my fate.

My parents reared me tenderly,

And good advice they gave to me;

If to my dear mother I did attend,

I s]mul({ not have met a murderer’s end.

On the 31st of December last,
Oh would I could recall the past,

The inspector came to the conclusion that there was nothing

The cap and rope having been adjusted, the bolt was drawn, and the

Simultaneously with the drop falling, a black flag was hoisted at one eorner of
the prison, announcing that the last dread sentence of the law had been carried into effect.

‘With Heffer T went in search of game,
Which led to that deed T dread to name.

When poor John Hight, on that fatal day,
To the plantation came that way, ’
I owed him no spite, I tell you true,

It was but his duty he did do.

| I know you Rutter, poor John Hight said,

| Those words filled my mind with dread,
To secure my safety, I did him kill,

‘ And his precious blood onthe ground did spill.
As Heffer says, I then struck him down,
And covered him with deadly wounds,

I stulpp‘ll his mouth I do declare,
For his dying groans I could not bear,
| And then I dragg'd him in his gore,

' His mangled body then covered o’er,

As my mate said, it was a sickening sight

But the eye of God brought my erime to
light.

Of that deed alone I am to hlame,

Heffer is innocent, I declare the same,

With my dying breath, I do him forgive,

And trust he a better life may live.

Since I have taken poor Hight's life,

I eannot rest by day or night,

His form is ever before my eyes,

And for vengeance on his murderer cries,

| That my sentence it is just, I own,

Farewell to friends, farewell to home,

| How ean I meet my offended God,

With my =oul bow'd down with guilt and
blood.

{=r *This man was to have been hung, but they let him off because they thought it would hurt him, good
Christians,”—MSS. Noxe attacked to our copy of the above by the intended Printer and Publisher.
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