THE STIRKBRIDGE MYSTERY.

CHAPTER L

Stirkbridge was a village in one of the
£oglish midland counties. 1t was a quiet,
old fashioned place, lookicg clean and pictur-
eeque, with its whitewsshed cot'ages, cobbly
causeways, quaint old charcn, and long
stretches of green sward bordering the road
upon which it stood. Halfa mile beyond it
was & small though thickly eet wood, be-
longing, as did the village iteelf, to Mr.
Robert Brotherton of The L'owers.

Mr. Brotherton was not popular in the
village, He wasrarely at home in the large
‘honse with the high tower, from which the
country could be eeen for miles arounnd,
situsted at one end of Stirkbridge, ana
which was his nominal residence, and when
he did occasionally, for a few weeks, occupy
The Towers, his havghty meanner to the
willagers, and the indifference he dirplayed
to the smell grievances in whioch they some-.
times wished to interest him, as their land-
lord, did not prepossess them in his favour.

For twenty yeara Mr. Brotherton, having
. succeeded his father at the age of thirty-five,
had owned The Towers and the estate be
longing to it, unwedded ; and he had come
to be regarded as a confirmed bachelor,
When at length it became kuown that at the
ripe aga of fifty five he was about to marry,
a considerable amount of eurprise and curios-
ity was manifested, eepecially as the bride
was rumoured to be a young foreign lady of
great beauty. The marriage never came off.
On the morning preceding the day en which
Mr. Brotherton should huve procecded from
Stirkbridee to London to claim his bride, he
was found dead in Stirkbridge Wood.

The sleepy old village was rouzed to o
ferment of excitement, especially when day
after day passed without bringing the dis-
covery of any clue to the murderer. That
the act had not been suicidal, waa proved by
the fact that tho wound which had been the
canee of the death waa such as could not have
been self-inflieted. In spite ci the unpopu.
larity of the victim, the utmoat interest was
evinced in the steps taken by theauthoritics
for the detection and capture of tho perpa-
trator of the crime, Bat he remained at
large, nnpuniched, his crime cne of those
myseterions deeds which now and again bstlls
the most strenuous « fiorts of the police, aad
by-and-by Stirkbridge, becomirg unable to
extract fresh matter for discussion from the
subject, let it drop, relapsing into its former
condition of bucolic tranquillity.

Twenty years passed, bringing with them |

few changes to the village, The owner of
The Towers now was o nephew of the late
Mr. Brotherton, who had inherited the
whole of his uncle’s property., He never
resided atThe Towers, disliking a country
life, and, unlike Mr. Brotherton, he was
accustomed to lev the house. The Ilast
teoant, who had now been in possession
more than five years, had taken the place on
a long lease. He was not an Eoglishman—
no one knew exastly what his nationality
was, some saying Spanish, some Italian—
but his Epglisn wassiolerably well epokea,
be having in boyhood lived much in Eng
land. He was, in appearance, sxcept for the
remarkable brilliancy of hia dark deep set
eyes, an old man, grey haired, hollow-
cheeked, wrinkled, and bent tn form. His
manner of living was plain in the extreme,
The Towors was alarge hcuse, and doring
its occupution by other tenants it had
poseezsed a large staff of servants, but Mr,
Stranghnessy employed only three—a house.
keeper, a housemaid, and a psge, with
occasional help from a village gardener. He
lived ia almost hermit-like seclusion, never,
except for an infreauent early morning
ramble through the wood, or when npon
certaln state occasions he lett Stirkbridoe
{or the day, being geen outside his grounds,
and refuvasing admictance to all visitors, He
was comyidered odd, eccentrle, **a bit tonck-
od,” by the villagers, though Mrs. Driflield,
his honsckeeper, said he seemed sane enough,
s little porhaps because of the etrictress
with which he preserved his seclueion, but
chitfly bocaass of a strange habit they had
learns from his saervants he indulged in.

The largest room in The Towers was a
long, low apartment, from which a narrow
winding staircase led to the tower, which

. hsd been built to satiefy a whim of old Mr.
. Brotherton's, tho murdered man's father. In
- thisroom Mr. Straughneesy spent the greater

. part of his time, and since his occupation of

sbe houss no one but himself had been al-
lowed withino it, he locking the door both
upon entering and leaving it, Such a pro-
ceedirg conld scarcely fail to arouss some
cariosity, particular!y in a plecs like Stirk-
‘bridge, where small things were hugely mag-
nified by gossiping tovgues, and where the
dearth of larger interests made even the moat
trivinl doings of ita inhabitants established
and continmous subjecta for conversation,
. and Mr, Stranghnessy and his mysterious
. chamber came to be looked upon by some of
hia bhumbler neighbours with a certain
.amouns of awe,

The ccensions upon which Mr.Stranghnessy
was accmstomed to leave Stirkbridge were
when, snze a quarter, he went to Berri
chestrr, a manufacturing town fifty miles
distans. What was the purpoge of his visits
to Berrichester wa3 not known, bat regu-
larly, with one exceptiop, since his coming
to S:irkbridge had he, the first week in
Jannary, Aprgll. July, and Qctober, made his
exounions thither, The one exception had
been when pearly a week ‘of soaking wet
wanther had coine one October, only one day,
Friday, being tolerably fine; and Mr.
Stranghnessy among his other peculiarities
was intepsely superstitious, believiog Friday
to be am anlucky day, and being unwilling
{o trave) wpon it, he had put cff his journey
antil ths week following.

Oosober )}, 18 —, wan a fine bright day,
the aky dus sparzely flacked with clouds,
the stmosphere warmer than is usual for
that time of the year. About wpoon,
stveral people were in Stirkbridge
shation, waiting for a couple of trains
which were shortly dne within a few minutes
of sactr other. They stared hard when Mr,
Straughuessy's bent figure slowly meandered
on te the platform, but mno one v:ntared to
addresa him, and to none did he vouchsafe a
gresting. He stood looking aimlesaly down
the \ioe in the dicection from which his

. train was expected, apparently oblivious of
all areend him, until be was startled from
his abstrastion by the approsch of a gentle-
man—a aho:t, stout, good-tempered-looking
man ba clergyman's gatb—who had jast
sntersd the station, and who in hearty

jal tones scco: ted him.

® Grod-morning, Mr, Stranghnessy,” he
s3id, holding out his hand, into which Mr.
Siranghoessy very reluctantly placed his
own. ™ Glad to see you ont a fine morning
Y¥ke thia. -Batter for you if you took a listle

-

1 trip somewhere mors ofren. Eh! Don't
you think eo? - By the way,” with a jovial
langh, *‘ 1 have a commiasion to perform in

H which you are concerned—a special message
to you from a lady.’

A suspicious frown foom the old man re-
warded this rally, and bending bis shapgy-
browed visage close to the smooth face of
the reverend gentleman, he shot upon him
a glance, so thrsatening, so uncapny, E£0
maliciouns, as to cause him involuntarily to
shrink back. In a moment, however, the
good-natured parson recovered his usual
cquanimity.

“Poor old fellow !’ he thought. *'If he
continues in his unbealthy secluded atyle of
living he will go from bad to worse—irom =
little queerness tc dapgerous madness.
Nothing like moping for unhioging the
brain.” Aloud he continued: ‘“My wife
declares she is thoronghly offended. Yom
have refused to sgee us twice lately when we
have called at The Towers. You have
refused to visit us. And she wants you to
atone by attending our bsziar next week.
What do you say? Will you come?”

Mr, Straughnessy advanced still closer to
his interlocvtor, and his thin lips parted in
a repulsive grin, revealing his gleaming
teeth, as in peculiar guttural tones he
enunciated the following extraordinary
specch.

““A death’s head at a feast. A .keleton
upon the hearth, A madman at a bazar,
An! Ah! Ah!’ the end of tha peal rising
almost to a shriek, and causing ssveral
persons near to regard him with redoubled
attention,

“Good Heavens!" thought the wiear.
‘“‘He's worse, fifcy times worse, thaa he was
thres months ago, He's eimply frightful,
beyond the reach of any influence ot mine,
I’'m afrnid.”” And with the hasty remark,
““Ah, my train, 1eee; gcod morning,” the
Rev, John Barristaw hurried off.

As near an approach to a smile as was
ever to be seen on Mr, Straughnesiy’s grim
countenance now momentarily played upon
it,

“7 think I've settled him at last,” he
muttered. *‘Confound him. He'a taken a
vast amonnt of time learning his lesson of
(lenving me alone. Year after year has he
| pestered me in this way., While bis lady-
wife, with her airs, and her graces, and her
subscription lists, hanging about my coors,
has driven me nearly mad—neariy made me
the old lunatic the intellizent villagers
imagine me to be. Waell, well: I think I've
pettled the Rav. John DBarristaw now.”
And, still mumbling to him-cif. he climbed
into his train and was carried away.

One morning, & month aftar the occur-
rence of this little episode, as Mra Driffield,
after receiving her master's orders for the
day, was about to retire from the dining.
room, where her daily audience with bim
uenally tocok place, bhe called her back,
gayiog he had some pleasant news for her.

“] am poing to give you a little holiday,
Mrs. Dr ffisld,"” bhe said ; *‘you and the other
sorvants a8 well, I want a few repairs
doing to the house, and a few little altera-
tions thar I think it would be more con-
venient to have done while it was empty.
They will not take long to do, poerhaps a
week or a fortnight—and 1 am going to give
you a fortnight's holiday.”

“Yen, gir. Thank you, sir,” said DMrs.
Dciffield, *‘Bnat some one will be wanted
jast to look after the place a bit, sir, won't
there 7’ she reepectfully ivquaired.

“] ghall do that,” replied Mr., Siraugh-
nessy, *“‘Ism not going away myseli; I
wish to superintend the workmen. I shall
have my meals brought from the Red Lion,
and [ daresay some woman from the village
can be got to attend here an hoar or so a
dﬂ- .II‘

?':!I.’EE. gir, no dvubt,” agreed Mrs, D¢iffizld,
trying to prevent the surprise she was teel
ing expressing iteelf vpon her face. Mr.
Straughnessy was reversing the order of
things to which she had been accustomed.
At her other situations, repaire had been
conducted, along witk painting, ete., during
the family's absence, the servanta remaining
behind, **And when are we to go, please,
sir ¥

“The soconer the better,” replied Mr.
Stranghnessy. ‘‘As socn as you cun manago
to get readv. How long would that be, do
you think 1"

“Two or three days would belong encuzh,
sic 3 just time enough to write and let our
frienads know when to expect us, and to get
ready for ua. We're none of us Stickbridge
folke, you eee, sir, g0 we have just to
let—"

“* Then we will say three days from now,
that wilF be YThursday,” interrupted Br.
Streughnessy, **That will do quite well
for me.”

The servants were wall pleased at the
prespect of a holiday, but their pleasure did
not prevent them experiencing and express
ing some wonder as to the motive for which
their master thus sent them off, They did
not accept his reason as the correct one.
They had heard no previous mention of
alterations, and there was little repairing
needed, Their suspicions naturally jamped
to the conclusion that the mysterious closed
chamber had something to do with Mer.
Straughnessy’s desire to be rid of them, but
whether their copjecture was well founded
or not they had no means of judging, and
when Thursday 2ame rouni they departed,
Mrs. D:iffizld and the boy, who waa hsr
nephew, to visit some friends at Berriches-
ter ; the housemaid to her home in a neigh-
bouriog village.

Upon the morning of the Monday follow-
ing, Mr. Straughnessy left by train for Bar
richester, returning in the afterncon accom
panied by a couple of workmen and some
loggage. Forseveraldays the men remained,
sleeping ar The Towers, their meals served
along with Mr, Straoghnessy’'s from the
Red L'on, and # woman from the village
attendiog for an hour or two a day., After
their departare Mr, Stravghnessy continued
as before until the return of bia servantas.

Mrs, Deiffisld waa curious to mnotice
whether the alterations mentionad, but not
spec fied by Mr, Stranghnes:sy, had been
carried ont ; but, so far as she could see, the
interior of The Towers was the sames as when
she left it a fortnight ago. Those per
tions of the house that had seemed most
in need of improvament were unchsnged,
aod she came to the conclusicn thas the
work done had been, assehe had aaticipated,
within the mysterious chamber,

CHAPIER IL

1t was a raw November night. Fog, with
a tendercy to a drzz iog raio, had prevailed

thronghout the day, md the roads of Stirk-
bridge were saturated and the cobbles dark-
ened with moisture. It was mine o'clock,
and with the exceptim of a solitary figure
hurrying along the High E?ﬂh no one
seemed to ba abroaé The lights of lamp
and fire were ghinip; from many & cottage
window, and the sund <f loud laughter,
and of the clinking )f glatses, came through
the doors of the Rei Lion.

The solitary wajfarer was the page boy
from The Towers, and, judping from the
alarmed expressionof bis face and the spaed
with which he came dashing up the streeb
without uvercoat or umbrella, his errand
was an urgent opne. About the middle of
the village was the house of Dr. Loton, the
Stirkbridge medical practitioner, and it was
on his door step the boy paueed.

He rang the bell, inquired for D:. Loton,
and was told the dootor was within,

“ The master's been taken ill,” he gasped,
his breath coming quick and short, *'very
ill, They think 'e's poisoned 'imself."”

“ Good gracions!” ejaculated the man
who had answered the door. ** Well, I for
one am not surprised. He was a queer up,
was Mr, Straughneasy. I'll tell the doctor
at once. Lucky ’e 'appens to be in.”

De. Loton was informed his services were
in immadiate request at Tha Towers, and
drawing on his top-coat he at one proceeded
thitherwards, in company with the boy,
Swiftly siridiog along, he queationed his com-
panion as to the circumstances surroundirg
the case, He elicited the facta that the
poizon taken was Jaudanum, and that M.
Straughnessy had been accustomed to induce
sleep by its means, thongh never, as upon
this occasion. before retiring for che night,
Arriving at The Towers he waz met at the
door by Mrs. Driffield, who, pale and dis.
compored, ushered bim upstairs to Mr.
Straughnesey’s bedchamber, the room in
which he had been found, lyiog back in an
easy chair, motionless and rigid, with an
empty bottle labelled ** Poigon” lying by his
side. Huddled up in the chair, his face
grey and pinched, he was a ghastly sight.

The doctor took the nervelers hand h~ng-
ing over the chair in bis, Af.er a while,
‘‘ He i3 dead,’ he said quietly.

““D:aad )" rapeated thna
" That was what I feared.”

‘s When did you last see him alive?"” the
doctor icquired.

“TI saw i jast after dinner to day, sir,”

““Did you nocice anything strange in his
demeanor !
—not depressed at all 1’

Mrs, D.iffield considered a moment before
replying, her fiogers nervously twisting the
fringe of her black silk apron.

“He was very quiet, eir,’” she said ot
longth ; “‘but that he often was, He wasn’c
one to talk much to his servants. Now I
thirk of it, though,” he did look graver than
ordinary.”

Dr. Loton meditatively rubbed his chin
with his hand, a habit of his when think-
ing. He rememberecd how many times he
had heard Mr, Straughneesy spoken of as
not being in the full poseession of his mental
faculties, though Mr, Barristaw had often
agserted he was merely a little odd—nothing
more, Even the vicar, however, had latter-
ly run with the popular verdics, giving as
hie reason for the changing of his opinlon
an nccount of his last Interview with the
old man, when he had been both shocked
and atartled by the wildoesa of his manner
and words, He (the doctor) was strongly
inclined to suspect Mr. Straughnessy s death
had not been caused by an accidental over-
doso—ns ths housckeeper upon first eeeing
him had suggested—but that it was n cass
of suicide—suicide while in aa unsonnd state
of mind,

The tenor of his thoughts was here inter-

housckeeper.

rupted by n succession of loud piercing’

shrieka in which was a sharp tone of terror.
Comiog os they did—with such startling
suddenesr, breaking the before-undisturbed
quiet of the house, and following closely
npon her introduction to sthe idea she plainly
saw Dz, Loton entertained, and which had
not presented itself to her mind kefore, that
Mr, Straughnessy’'s death was suicidal and
not the result of an accident --they complete-
ly threw Mrs, Duffisld off her balance. Ske
gank trembling into the nearest chair, ntter-
ly unnerved, while even Dr, Laton experienc.
ed an unpleasant (ualm, remembering that
strange stories had been circulated through
the village concerniag the man who now lay
so stiff and eiill, incapable alike of commit-
ting good or 1ll,

Meanwhile the housemaid and the page
had been ritting together by the kitchen fire,
They had been discussing their master’s sud-
den illnees, hia strange ways, the mysteri-
ous licked room, and by-and-by—though
this waa nat in connection with Mr, Straugh-
nesey, save as ope weird topic leads to
another of like kind—the murder in S:rik-
bridge Wood. For some time they had sat
thur, then Mary, remembering there were
certsin duties she had forgottor, in rvhe
flarry conscquent upon the discovery of Mr,
Stranghnessy'’s condition, to perform in Mrs,
Driffi:lé’a room and her own, rose and left
the kitchen for the purpose of attending to
her neglected work.

She ascendcd to the rooms, which were
near togetber, by the back or servants’
staircasze ; but after completing her task,
gshe found that her candle, which she had
carelessly spnatched up from the kitchen
table without remarking its shortness, was
burning so low that the movement of carry-
ing it downstaire would be likely to extin-
guish ie. The back staircale was in dark-
nees, but the front stairs, leading past the
closed room, wero faintly lit by a lamp
shining from one of the landiogs, =zo ghe
determined to return to the kitchen by the
latter way.

Biowing out her candle, she ran down a
short flight of steps connecting the landing
on which was her room with the front stair-
cate, and arrived oppositc the mysterions
chambar, (Great was her astonishment at
seeing that the hitherto jealously locked
door was £]ar,

She sxood—fascinated by = desire, now
that the oppertunity lay before her, of
masterieg the sewret hitherto hidden, but
repelled by a certaln sense of awe—staring
with wide-open eyes at the door, She looged,
yet dreaded, to approach it, and after a
while—after a good deal of hesitation—she
did draw near to the room, and pushiog the
door further back looked in. It was the
terrified screams the emitted npon seeing
what the interior contaiced, that had mso
s'artled Mrs, Drifield and the doctor.

Uttering ebriekafter ehriek she fled away
down the stairs ® the room in which she
belisved Mra, Drifiald etill was, bursting in
with sn +fivightd cry of * Oh, sir! Oh,
Mis UDriffizld } Cl, Mrs, Deiffiald 1"

“ TWhas isthe nutter ? Vhat has a'arm-
ed you!"
iog tones.

+¢ 02, sir " she gain ejaculated,

Did he neem in his usual spirits |

asked be doclor in qaiet, sootl« | rol wonder at Mary’s fright.
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“ What is it, Mary ?’ said Mrs, Drifficld.

“ Try and tell as, there's a gl

¢! |'ye seen a ghost,” said the girl, with a
convulsive thadder,and a glance of apprebhen:
sion towards the dccr, asif in expectance
of the appearance of the canse of her fright,
¢ Mr. Brotherton’s ghost. Him as was mur

dered. Icouldn'tbemistaken,’ she continu-
ed, vehemently, seeing a faint emile curl the
doctor's lips. **I knew Mr. Brotherton by
sight when I was a girl. I remember him as
plain as ever, It was him or his ghost 1 saw

dying oath of it, sir.”

¢ Nonsense,” replied the doctor., * You
foolizsh girl, you bave let your imagina:
tion run away with you.” And he turned
towards Mrs, Driffield. ‘ You must assist
me to place the body on tha bed,
please, Mre, Driffield,” he said. **'It
will be better there. And Mary, you may
be required to lend us a helping hand.”

Mrs. Driffisld did as she was requested,
but Mary shaking with nervous fright, was
unatla to render any assistance whatever,
The body removed, Dr. Loton was about to
leave, when Mrs, Dr:iffiald atopped him with
& gqueation.

* Will there be an inquest ?’she asked
: anixiounsly,

“‘I don’c see how it can be avoided,” re-
plied the doctor. *‘It is tolerably clear he
died from an cverdose of laudanum,
Whether the laudanum was administered
with euicidal intention or not, is not at all
clear ; but either way, an inquest would be
held. As I saw him first, I think you say,
was as yon tound him."”

“ Yes, gir; exactly like that, His
supper had been laid, and the gong sounded
—he kept very old-fashioned hours,
dinner at twelve, eupper at eight,—but
he hadn't come down; so after wait.
ing nearly balf an hour, I came up to
his room. I knocked severa]l times and at
last, being afraid something was wiong, I
opened the door and came in., The blind
wag drawn down, the lamp lit, and ho was
\ving in the chair just as you saw bim, sir.
I spoke to him, and tovered him, because I
thought at first he was asleep ; but when I
bent down—I am rather short-sighted, sir—
and looked closer, and saw what his fac:
was like, and noticed the bottle, that in the
morniog had been nearly full, empty, I
thought he was ill—had perhaps taken too
much laudsnumas 1'd heard of pecple doing,
and I sent Tom for you at once, sir.”

*‘You did quite right,” replied the doctor,
Y“Well,” with u last look, before leaving, st
the pale face oo the bed, *I think there
is  ncthing further 1 ean do in
the matter at present, sc I will
wish you good-pight, Mrs, Driffield. Come,
come, my girl,” ne added, 10 Mary, seeing
sha waa still in o greav state of terror ;
“'don’t be so foolish, Take my word for i,
ghosts don’s exist cuv of anyone's imagina-
tion.”

“But I eaw it, eir,” she insisted, *'with
my own eyes. 1t was no fancy. I wasn'c
thinking anything about ghosts, nor noth=
ing like them, until I saw it all shining like
out of the darkness at the end of the room.
It was Mr., Brotherton, cr his ghost. And
I must leave the house. I wouldnt stay
another night in it for worlds,”

“What | Will you leave Mra. Driffield all
alone here except for the boy ? Surely you
cannot be so salfish—so eilly, CUome, take
me with yoa to the room yon speak of, and
sce if I don’c show you your supposzed ghost
is all moonehine,”

“On, Ideren's go there again, sir, 1
aaren's if I was killed for not going,” cried
Mary empbatically.

““Tell me how I can find it, then,” he
¢eaid. H»a thought that perhaps if he in-
spected the apartment and fouad the cause
of the girl's fright—some trifling thing he
had no doubt it would prove to be—he
might be able to set her fears at rest, It
would, he knew, be extremealy inconvenient
to Mra, D:iffisld for Mary to leave her just
then, and he wished, if poasible, to inauce
her to remair,

““T oan shew you the way, sir,’”” said Mrs,
Driffi :1d, *“if you really wish to go, It ia
not tar from here—on the next landing.
But do you think it is well to go? You
have not lived in the same bouege with Mr,
Straughnessy like we have, and you don't
know what strange wave he had, I haven’'s
much faith in ghosts and such:like myself;
but still,” shaking her head, **the muaster
wae a queer man, and there’s no knowing
what he may have had in a room that no
one—none oi ua, anyway—has been in 'this
lagt many a year."

“‘Pooh ! pooh |" eaid Dr, Loton with a
smile. *'You are n monsible womun, Mre.
D:iffiald ; surely you are not afraid, I dare
say you will have heard of the ntrange
tricks imagination sometimes p'ays even on
the strongest of us, Mary had been a little
upset by the suddenness of Mr, Siraugh-
nessy's death, and so became an easy prey
to hallucinatione, That is all,”

He went out into the passage, followad by
Mre, Driffield, and at a distance by Mary,
who preferred comparative nearness to the
pcene of her fright, in company, to remain.-
ing in the death-chamber alone, Directed hy

-t

the housekeeper, Le ascended the
staira av the end of the passage,
to the landing above, and with

quick, firm steps approached the large
apartment, from which a narrow winding
staircase led up to the tower. He wasa tol-
erably brave man, but a chill of —if not ex.
actly fear, soms freling akin to it—passed
over him as he loocked through the door—
half-open, as Mary bad left it—and beheld
what was within, wkile Mrs, Drifficld, who
was close behind him, drew back with a
slight ory,

T'he room, eave for a faint heze at the
forther eod, was in darkness; and
from out the darkness two figures
ssemed to shine =ss if containing light
in themselves and being independent
of the darkness around them. One of them
Dr, Loton recognised at once as the former
owner of The Towera—the man muardered
‘in Btirkbridge Wood. The other was a
etranger to him—a handsome youth, with a
dark, foreign-looking face, glowing black
tyes, and strongly- marked brows, They ap-
peared to ba standing upon the spot upon
which the body had been found —there were
the two larch rrees, with thelittle mosey path
running between them—and there was fisrce
asger depicted upon both faces,but eapecially
upon that of the younger man, one of whose
hands was in the act of drawing a knife, that
had apparently been concealed on his person,
from beneath his coat, Like a flash came
the conviction to Dr. Loton’s mied that
what hesaw wae the scene of the murder,

{and that theolive complexicned manwith the

knife was the long-sought murderer, He did

the exser image of Mr. Brotherton, lifelike
and yet with anicanimation and a cuorious

up inthe master’s room, Icould take my |

There stood |

heza about him, unlifelike and out
frem the darkness in an unlifﬂ:;mun
“[T0 BE CONTINUED
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Shot Throuzh the Body.

Apropos of the projested exhibition of

Wazerloorelics at Drury Lane, a correspon-

dent writes to the London ** Globa": One

inoidant may intercat your readers before

they see the watch of a hero who fell that
dey, June 15. He was shot through the

body, a ballet entering his chest and out at

the back. To esay the least, it ia not =
wonnd one would like, and the doctors of
those days had some rules to po by. We
hear now of marvel'ous wounds, operations,

and cures, and the victim recovers; but at
Waterloo you were shot shrough the body ;
therefore you were, in the eyes of the med-
ico, a dead man, and our *'hero" was told ao,

He still retained concionsnees, and replied,
““Take this watch to my brother and—vell—
him—"' more was not said, he fell back in-
gensible, The calls and shrieks of the
wounded, the flying shot from Wellington's
pursuing army generally confused the sur-
gaon, and aiter the search for the deal wasa
made he forgot where he had left the man
who was shot through the Sody; theree
fore, the watoh remained in his possession,
After the war, he was ordered to join a regl-
ment in Canada, with no opportunity of
finding tho dead maun's brother, as he
thought, and the watch went with him to
Canada. Threoe yoars later our hero, having
recovered in some wonderful way (perhaps
becsuse he was left alone), was at a dinner
party at Bith, and heard, amida dead
silence of ictereat, the story of his death
r¢lated, and his own valued property exhi-
bited to the assembled company. It came
round at laat to him, and to the surprise of
the surgeon, and everybcdy present he said,
'““ Oh, then you are theo man who stole the
waten |’ Had a gnost from Waterloo appeer-
orl they could not have bsen more startled.
Howeaver, n shake of tha hand, with *All
right, my boy,” m:da the poorsurgeon quite
happy, though ha felt the ‘‘hero" ought to
have died oa tne field. The watch, of
peculiar make, was handed down with ite
sbory to the hero's godson, and may be sent
to our enterprising Augusius’ colicetion of
Waterloo relics,

A Former Channel Bridge Project.

The prej:ct for a bridge acrosa the Eng-
lish Chanoel, eavs the “Engineerirg ard
Bailding Record,” recalls n scheme of the
same kind proposed twenty yeara apo, beside
which the vresent one appears fame
indeed, In 1868, according to an old volume
of London "‘Eogineering,” the French Emper
or endorsed a design prepared by M Charles
Bouteb, who was called an engineer. Boutct
modestly proposed, for £8 000,000, to build,
in three{years, ten spang of 0846 feet each,
with a capscity of 24 loadad trains at tke
centre of each span, There were to be five
parallel main trueses 198 feet deep at the
ends, and 51 at the centers, each truss foars
fully and wonderfully composed of 120
parallel (nearly) horizontal iron wires 2 inch
cable in the sama vertical plane, After being
woven together by cross ropeas they were
to become endowed with enormoua resistance
to flexure, and act as rigid beams, Tho
wrought-iron piers were to be floated on
buoys, acjosted by an enormous set screw
in the ceuter. and leveled on and bonded
with the underlying eand by screwpiles,

much like the adjustment screws or level
p aba,

E¢quimalt Graving Dock,

It is said that the DBritish Government
will soon be asked to contribute to the cost
of lengthening the graviog deck at Eeqni-
malt, Britiah Columbia, The amount orgri-
naily granted for the consetruction of this
dock was 250,000, and now another $50 000,
being jast half the sum needed for the work,
is apptied for, It har bean discovered that
the dock, which is only 430 feet in length,
will not be nearly long enough for the mail
steamers which the Canadian Pacific Rails
way Company is coustructing, and as the
British Government is greately interested
in the new mail service it is though that it
will not be unwilling ‘o aid in the improve-
ment of the dock.—[N. Y ,Times,

Victoria's Spring Tours.

I hear that beeides going to Italy in March
the Qaeen will probably pay a visit to Ger-
many st Whitsuntide, in order that she may
be the gueat of Empr-ss Frederick at Cron-
berg, in the Taunus, and her Majesty would
afterward be entertained by the Emperor
William at Potedam, and would attend the
opening of the magnificent mausolenm which
is being built there for the reception of the
coffinol the Emperor ¥eederick, which isto be
iranaferred to it on June 15, the second
anoiversary of hia death. The interior is
being superbly decorated and itis to be sur-
mounted by two cupolas inlaid with Vene-
tian mosaics,— [ LondonTruth,

What the British Pay for Tobacoo.

The cost price of tobacco annually import-
ed into the United Kingdom is but £3,000,-
000, but taxation of one sort or another
amounts to £9 000 000, and when we have
included retail profits and cost of the ap-
paratus rcguired by smokers, wo may put
down cost of smoking to the Dritish and
Irish public at £16 000,000, being nearly £3

er head per annum of the adult male popu-
Fﬂﬂun of the Ugited Kingdom,
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English View of the Cronin Verdict.

Amerloan dissatisfaction with the Cronin
verdict is shared here to the full extent.
Nobody doubts that there has been a misoar-
riage of justice, the Home Rnle organs of
Eogland agresing with the Uaionist, Nor
is the question treated as one of politics,
Lhree ot the vilest wretchea ever left unhung
ara left unhuog, says the Gladstonian organ ;
while the leading joarnal of Toryism calls
the result abortive and (ittle honorable to

American administration of justice,

Kpeaz English,
Stranger—'‘Did a pedestrain pass this
way a few miouats ago "’

Granger—''No' sor., I've been onter this
tater patch for more’'n a nower, an' notter &

thing has past cept one solitary min, an' he
was trampin’ erlong on foot,
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Firs are Razing Evarywhere.

First Smull Boy—We had a fire at our
hoase last night,

Second Small Boy—That so?
Pa Bred slstey’s bean,

F, 8, B.—Yea.
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