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“I do not know,” said the man, “what the custom of the English
may be; but it is the custom of the Irish to hate vi!lains.”

While this strange dialogue continued, I percelved tbe crowd rap-
idly increase. Their faces expressed a mixture of curiosity and anger,
which annoyed, and in some degree alarmed me. I inquired the way
to the inn; but no one replied. I then moved forward, and a murmur-
ing sound arose from the crowd as they followed and surrou:de;:l
me; when an ill-looking man approaching, tapped me on tfle shoul-
der, and said, “Come, Sir, you must follow me to Mr Kirwin’s, to give
an account of yourself.”

“Who is Mr Kirwin? Why am I to give an account of myself? Is
not this a free country?” - .

“Aye, Sir, free enough for honest folks. Mr Kirwin is a magis-
trate; and you are to give an account of the death of a gentleman
who was found murdered here last night.” 4

This answer startled me; but I presently recovered myself. I was
innocent; that could easily be proved: accordingly I follgwed my con-
ductor in silence, and was led to one of the best hopses in the town. [
was ready to sink from fatigue and hunger; but, being surroundeq by
a crowd, I thought it politic to rouse all my st.rength, that no phys1§al
debility might be construed into apprehension or conscious guilt.
Little did I then expect the calamity that was in a few_ moments to
overwhelm me, and extinguish in horror and despair all fear of

ignominy or death.

lgn(; mu};t pause here; for it requires all my fortitude to 1.'ecall the
memory of the frightful events which I am about to relate, in proper
detail, to my recollection.

Chapter IV

I was soon introduced into the presence of the magistrate, an old
benevolent man, with calm and mild manners. He looked upon me,
however, with some degree of severity; and then, turnir.lg towa.rds my
conductors, he asked who appeared as witnesses on this occasion.
About half a dozen men came forward; and one being selgcted by
the magistrate, he deposed, that he had been out fishing the night be-
fore with his son and brother-in-law, Daniel Nugent, when, about ten
o’clock, they observed a strong northerly blast rising, and they ac-
cordingly put in for port. It was a very dark night, as the moon had

Volume III, Chapter IV = 137

not yet risen; they did not land at the harbour, but, as they had been
accustomed, at a creek about two miles below. He walked on first,
carrying a part of the fishing tackle, and his companions followed
him at some distance. As he was proceeding along the sands, he
struck his foot against something, and fell all his length on the
ground. His companions came to assist him; and, by the light of their
lantern, they found that he had fallen on the body of a man, who was
to all appearance dead. Their first supposition was, that it was the
corpse of some person who had been drowned, and was thrown on
shore by the waves; but, upon examination, they found that the
clothes were not wet, and even that the body was not then cold. They
instantly carried it to the cottage of an old woman near the spot, and
endeavoured, but in vain, to restore it to life. He appeared to be a
handsome young man, about five and twenty years of age. He had
apparently been strangled; for there was no sign of any violence, ex-
cept the black mark of fingers on his neck.

The first part of this deposition did not in the least interest me;
but when the mark of the fingers was mentioned, I remembered the
murder of my brother, and felt myself extremely agitated; my limbs
trembled, and a mist came over my eyes, which obliged me to lean on
a chair for support. The magistrate observed me with a keen eye, and
of course drew an unfavourable augury from my manner.

The son confirmed his father’s account: but when Daniel Nugent
was called, he swore positively that, just before the fall of his com-
panion, he saw a boat, with a single man in it, at a short distance
from the shore; and, as far as he could judge by the light of a few
stars, it was the same boat in which I had just landed.

A woman deposed, that she lived near the beach, and was stand-
ing at the door of her cottage, waiting for the return of the fishermen,
about an hour before she heard of the discovery of the body, when
she saw a boat, with only one man in it, push off from that part of
the shore where the corpse was afterwards found.

Another woman confirmed the account of the fisherman having
brought the body into her house; it was not cold. They put it into a
bed, and rubbed it; and Daniel went to the town for an apothecary,
but life was quite gone.

Several other men were examined concerning my landing; and
they agreed, that, with the strong north wind that had arisen during
the night, it was very probable that I had beaten about for many
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hours, and had been obliged to return nearly to the same spot from
which I had departed. Besides, they observed that it appeared that I
had brought the body from another place, and it was likely, that as I
did not appear to know the shore, I might have put into the harbour
ignorant of the distance of the town of from the place
where I had deposited the corpse.

Mr Kirwin, on hearing this evidence, desired that I should be
taken into the room where the body lay for interment, that it might
be observed what effect the sight of it would produce upon me. This
idea was probably suggested by the extreme agitation I had exhibited
when the mode of the murder had been described. I was accordingly
conducted, by the magistrate and several other persons, to the inn. I
could not help being struck by the strange coincidences that had
taken place during this eventful night; but, knowing that I had been
conversing with several persons in the island I had inhabited about
the time that the body had been found, I was perfectly tranquil as to
the consequences of the affair.

I entered the room where the corpse lay, and was led up to the
coffin. How can I describe my sensations on beholding it? I feel yet
parched with horror, nor can I reflect on that terrible moment with-
out shuddering and agony, that faintly reminds me of the anguish of
the recognition. The trial, the presence of the magistrate and wit-
nesses, passed like a dream from my memory, when I saw the lifeless
form of Henry Clerval stretched before me. I gasped for breath; and,
throwing myself on the body, I exclaimed, “Have my murderous
machinations deprived you also, my dearest Henry, of life? Two I
have already destroyed; other victims await their destiny: but you,
Clerval, my friend, my benefactor”—

The human frame could no longer support the agonizing suffering
that I endured, and I was carried out of the room in strong convulsions.

A fever succeeded to this. I lay for two months on the point of
death: my ravings, as I afterwards heard, were frightful; I called my-
self the murderer of William, of Justine, and of Clerval. Sometimes I
entreated my attendants to assist me in the destruction of the fiend by
whom I was tormented; and, at others, I felt the fingers of the mon-
ster already grasping my neck, and screamed aloud with agony and
terror. Fortunately, as [ spoke my native language, Mr Kirwin alone
understood me; but my gestures and bitter cries were sufficient to af-
fright the other witnesses.
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Why did I not die? More miserable than man ever was before, why
did I not sink into forgetfulness and rest? Death snatches away many
blooming children, the only hopes of their doating parents: how many
brides and youthful lovers have been one day in the bloom of health
and hope, and the next a prey for worms and the decay of the tomb!
Of what materials was I made, that I could thus resist so many shocks,
which, like the turning of the wheel, continually renewed the torture.

But I was doomed to live; and, in two months, found myself as
awaking from a dream, in a prison, stretched on a wretched bed, sur-
rounded by gaolers, turnkeys, bolts, and all the miserable apparatus
of a dungeon. It was morning, I remember, when I thus awoke to un-
derstanding: I had forgotten the particulars of what had happened,
and only felt as if some great misfortune had suddenly overwhelmed
me; but when I looked around, and saw the barred windows, and the
squalidness of the room in which I was, all flashed across my mem-
ory, and I groaned bitterly.

This sound disturbed an old woman who was sleeping in a chair be-
side me. She was a hired nurse, the wife of one of the turnkeys, and her
countenance expressed all those bad qualities which often characterize
that class. The lines of her face were hard and rude, like that of persons
accustomed to see without sympathizing in sights of misery. Her tone
expressed her entire indifference; she addressed me in English, and the
voice struck me as one that I had heard during my sufferings:

“Are you better now, Sir?” said she.

I replied in the same language, with a feeble voice, “I believe I
am; but if it be all true, if indeed I did not dream, I am sorry that I
am still alive to feel this misery and horror.”

“For that matter,” replied the old woman, “if you mean about
the gentleman you murdered, 1 believe that it were better for you if
you were dead, for I fancy it will go hard with you; but you will be
hung when the next sessions come on. However, that’s none of my
business, I am sent to nurse you, and get you well; I do my duty with
a safe conscience, it were well if every body did the same.”

I turned with loathing from the woman who could utter so un-
feeling a speech to a person just saved, on the very edge of death; but
I felt languid, and unable to reflect on all that had passed. The whole
series of my life appeared to me as a dream; I sometimes doubted if

indeed it were all true, for it never presented itself to my mind with
the force of reality.





