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~_sion,"” said Stratton fiercely.

"UNDER A CLOUD.

4 THRILLING TALE OF HUMAN LIFE

CHAPTER XXXIX.
GUEST'S SUGGESTION,

Q:ratton did not move, but stood as if
lost in thought while involuntarily Guest's
eyes were directed towards the door on his
left.

A key had always been visible, in old
times, by the handle—a key about which
Guest had bantered his friend and cus
jokes in which the spirit-stand and Mrs.
Brade's name were brought into contact.
But there was no key there now, and he
recallad how Stratton had endeavored to
keep him away from that door. A trifle
them, but looking singularly suggestive
now.

A dozen little facta began to grow aad
spread into horrors, all pointing to the
canse of Btratton’s sadden change, and
strengthening Guest's ideas that thiara
must have been » quarrel on the morning

sppointed for the wedding, possibly con-
nected with money matters, and tha!:s in &
fit of rage and excitement—disappointment,
perhaps, at not willingly receiving the
help he had anticipated—a blow had been

struck, one that unintentionally had

proved fatal. i
All Guest’s ideas set in this direction,

and once started everything fitted in
exactly, so that at last he felt perfectly
convinced that his friend had killed
Brettison and in some way disposed of the
body.

Stratton stcod there by the fireplace,
pale, haggard, and wrapped in thought,
apparently utterly unconscious of his
friend’s presence, till Guest took a step or
two forward and reated his hand upon the

table.

“Well, Stratton, what have you to say?”

There was no answer. Stratton gazed
at him with a far-off, fixed stare, full of
helpless misery, which drew his friend far
nearer in heart, and he spoke more ireely

now. )
“Come,” he said; *‘speak out. In spite

of everything, I am your old friend. I
want to help you, Will you trust me?
“Trust you ? Yes," said Stratton slowly.

“‘I'sll me, then, everything, beginning
rom the morning when you wereto be

married.”
Stratton slowly shook his head.
“(Come,man; this is no time for reticence.
Tell me all,” cried Gues’ excitedly; and hae
spoke in a hoarse whisper, and glanced to
door and window, as if afraid of being
overhaard.

There was the same desponding move- |

ment,
¢ T will not be dragged into any confea-
“Jt is my
I have a
You have
If you
groeater

.aecret, and I will tell it to none.
right to keep my own counsel.
a right to denounce me if you like.
apeak, you can force me to no
punishment than I suffer now."”

“ Then it is all true ?” groaned Guest,
“ You killed him, and nid him there "

Stratton uttered & mocking laugh.

“¢ That door !" said Guest huskily.
Twice over you have stopped me from
going there. Your manner has been that of
a guilty man, and I am forced to share the
knowledge of your crime.” :

“No,"” said Stratton, speaking now with
a look of calm contempt ; *‘you share no
knowledge—you shall share no knowledge.
You say I killed him and hid him there ;
where are your proofs ? You have brought
in the police, and they bhave searched.
What have you found? Again, I say,
where are your proofs "

Guest looked at him wildly, and hislips
parted, but he uttered no sound.

‘Lot me rest, my good ffellow, let me
rest, You are warring against your own
happinessin trying to pry in matters that
are naught to you. I will not blight your
future, Percy Guest, by letting you share
any secrets of mine. There, good-night.
I want to be alone.”

Guest tried torecommence the argument,
and to master the man who looked so piti-
fully weak,but somehow the other's will was
too powerful, and he had te yield, leaving
the chambers at last with a shudder of
horror, and feeling that he could never take
Stratton by the hand again.

For the man seemed changed. There
was a mocking, almost triumphant, look in
his eyes as he took the lamp {rom the table,
and followed Guest out to the landing to
stand there, holding the light over the mas-
sive balustrade for his iriend to descend.

As Guest reached the bottom, he looked
up, and there, by the light which fell full
upon Stratton’s face, was the strange,
mocking air intensified, and with a shiver
he hurrted across the inp, feeling that the
mystery had deepened instead of being
cleared. ;

His intention was to hurry back to his
own chambera,feeling that it was i1mpos-
eible for him to go near Bourne Square,
knowing what he did, but the yearning for
one to share his knowledge proved too
atrong.

““And I promised that she shonld
share every secret,” he said to himself,
¢ Whomam I to trustif I don’t trust her !”

The result was that, with his brain ina
whirl of excitement, and hardly knowing
what he did, he leaped into the first cab,
and urged the man to drive fast, while he
sank back into the corner, and tried to
make plans, :

] won't tell her,” he decided at last.
#]'ll see the admiral, and he will advise me
what to do.”

He altered his mind directly, “It will
be betraying poor Malcolm,” he thought ;
but swayed round again direetly after,

“] ouaght to tell him,” he said. *'It is &
iuty. %Iu stood to him almost in the

position of a [ather, and, for Myra's sake,
ougit to know : and Heaven knows [ want
someone to advise me now."’

He changed his plans half a dezen time:
tefore he reached the square ; but that o

 telling the admiral under a pledge of
secrecy was in the ascendant when the
cab drew up to the door.

It was opened by Andrews.

“‘The admiral in ?” he asked,

“‘Yes, sir, but he's asleep in the library.
Miss Myra is in her chamber, sir—not very
well to-night, but Miss Edith is in the
drawing room."

(Guest went upstairs, and,upon entering,
Edie rus ed at him, when all his plans
went for naught.

“Ob, how long
panted, as she caught his hands,
you seen him %"

"Yﬂ-“

‘‘Have you found out anything ?°

“YH-"

*‘Is it dreadful ¥’

""Too dreadful to tell you, dearest,”’ he
replied sadly.

““Thea | won't know,” she said with a
sob. *‘Oh, my poor, darling Myra ! She
will die of = ken heart, I know, I
know,"

Guest tried te comtort her and she grew
more calm,

“‘I cannot—1I dare not tell you.’

‘“‘Not tell me—and you said you loved
mel”

“As I do with al! my heart.”

”:I'hun you cannot keep anything from
me,"’

*‘I'll tell your uncle, and ask his opinion
ﬁfll..”

““No, no, Percy. I must know now—1
must, indeed. No matter how terrible,yon
cannot keep it from me,”

““Bat it is like betraying the man whom
I'd give anything to save.”

‘‘Save ! Save from what ?"

Don't press me, dearest,” he said tender-
ly. *“Trust me that it is best for you not
to know.”

‘‘Percy, dear,"” she said gently,asghe laid
her band upen his arm ; ‘“you can trust
me. Ialways knew there must be eome-
thing very terrible to make Mr., Stratton
benave toward poor Myra as he did, and
you and I have been plotting and plannin
to find itout, in the hope that it would
prove to be a trouble we could bridge over,
and bring them together again. You have
discovered it all then at last 2"

.{YEE.”

“Then tell me,”

I cannot—I dare not.”

Edie was silent for a few moments, as
she sat gazing straight before her into the
dimly lit back drawing room, her eyes
suiused with tears, as she at last said in a
whisper :

‘‘You asked me the other day if [ would
be your wife,”

‘** And you promised me an answer when
I knew all,” said Guest, cutting the ground
from beneath his feet.

“‘And now you know, and I'll tell you,”
she said, hardly above her breath. “Yes,
Percy, some day when we have made poor
Myra happy.”

: ‘;Theu it will never be,” he said despair-
ingly.

‘“Let me judge,’”’ she whispered, And he
told her all,

*“ But—but I don't quite understand,”
she faltered ; *‘ you think, then—oh, it is
too horrible—you think, then, he had kill-
ed poor Mr. Brettison, his friend %"

‘“ Yes,"” said Guest slowly and thought-
fully, ¢‘It most have been that, I can-
not see a doubt.”

i Ah !”

They started to their feet at the piteous
sigh which came from the back drnwin%
room, and it was followed by a heavy fall,

Myra bhad entered in time enongh to hear
the terrible charge, and for her life seemed
to be at an end,

you have been,” she
llHle

Meanwhile Stratton had stood motion-
less, gazing down into the dark pit formed
by the staircase, with the light of the lamp
he held shining full on his haggard face,
made more painful by the smile which
contracted the lower parts of his counten-
ance, till the last echo of his friend’s ateps
died out, when he turned slowly and walked
into his room, closing and fastening both
doora,

Then his whole manner changed.

He ruashed to the table, set down the
lamp so that the glass shade rattled and
nearly flew out of the holder ; then, crossing
quickly to a cabinet, he took out a decan-
ter and glass, poured out a heavy drangnt
of brandy, and gulped it down.

The glass almost dropped from his hand
to the table, and he clasped hia brow, to
stand staring before him fighting to recall
his thoughtas,

Twice over he threw his head back, and
shook it as if something compressed his
brain and confused him, Then the stim-
ulant he had taken began to act, and he
went to a drawer and took outa new screw-
driver, with which, sfrer seeing that the
blinds were down and the curtains drawn
over the window, he crossed 10 the deor on
the left of the fireplace ; but only to turn
away again, and take up thelampand place
it on a stand, so that it should light him in
the work he had in hand,

He waa alert and eager now, as, with
deft touches, he forced the screw-driver
under a piece of moulding at the top and
front edge of the door, wrenched them off,
and bared some half dozen screw-heads,
These he rapidly turned and withdrew,
laying them down one by one till all were
out, when, from an inner pocket, he took
out a key, unlocked the door, threw it open,
and went into the bathroom, lamp 1n hand,

Placing it on the polished lid, he rapidly
toiled oa till these screws wire taken ont
in turn, when, lifting the lamp with his
left hand, he threw up the Iid with his
right, and atood staring down .nto the bath
with a shudder, which rapidiy passed away.

The lid fell with-a heavy, dull sound,
and, with a carious, wondering look, he
turnea and went slowly back to hia table,
set down the lamp, canght it up again, and
walked inte the bathroom, where he again
set down the lamp, tore a fly-leaf from =
lester in his pocket, folded it into a spill,
and lit it at the iamp chimney,

““Will it burnslowly or explodeat once 1"
ne said, with a reckless laugh. **Let's
see | and once more he threw up the lid.

CHAPTER XL.
FOE HIS 3AKE.
Edie rushed to her cousin where she lay

| prone on the carpet,her face turned toward
the sLaded lamp, which threw its soft light
upon her face, and, even then, in her hor-
ror, the girl thooght had never
looked so beantiful before, while, as Guest,
iull of remorse, joined her, he felt ready to
bite oat his tongue in impotent rage,
against himself for a boyish babbler in mak-
ing known to two gentle women his feariul
discovery at the chambers.

“‘Shall I ring ?"’ he said excitedly ; and
he was haliway to the bell betore Edie
checked him.

“Ring? No ; youabsurd man !" she cried
impatiently, ‘' Lock the doors. Nobody
must know of this but us, Here, quick,
water "

Guest was hurrying to obey the business-
like little body’s orders about the door
when she checked him again,

“No, ne ; it would make matters worse.
Nobody is likely to come till uncle ieaves
the hibrary. \Water, Throw those flowers
oat of that great glass bowl."”

Guest obeyed, and bore the great irides-
cent vessel, from which he had tossed some
orchids, to her side.

““That's right, dold it oloser. Poor
darling ! My dearest Myra, what have youn
| done to sutfer all this terrible pain ?”

There were drops other than the cold
ones to beaprinkle the white face Edie had
lifted into her lap,as she sat on the floor,
bending down from time to time te kiss
the marble forehead and contracted eyelids
as she spoke,

** Percy dear,” she said, aa hs knelt by
her, heipful,but in spite of the trouble, full
of mute worship for the clever little body
before him.

His eyes mets hers, and flashed their de-
light, as the second word seemed to clinch
others which she had spoken that night,

“* This is all & secret. Sven uncle must
not know yet till we have had a long talk
with aunt, She can be quite like a lawyer
in giving advice."

Myra turned her head slightly on one
side, and muttered a few incoherent words
in & low, weary tone; and at last opened
her eyes to let them rest on Guest’s face as
he kneit by her.

There was no recognition for a few
moments, a8 she lay back, gazing dreamily
at him. Then thought resumed its power
in her brain, and her face was convulsed
by a spasm.

Starting up, she caught his arm.

““Is it all true?” she cried, in a low,

|

€ ' husky whisper.

Guest gave her a pitying, appealing look,
but he did not speak.

““Yes, it must be true,” she said, as she
rose to her feet, and stood supporting
herself by Guest’s arm, while Edie held
her hand, “You have not told anyone ?”
she said eagerly.

““No ; I came here as soon as I knew.,”

‘“ Where is Mr. Stratton 2"’

““ At his chambers,”

‘ And you, his friend have left him at
such a time 2"

“ It was at his wish,” said Guest gently,
“* his secret is safe with me.”

*“ Yes, he trusts you. I trust you. Percy
Guest, Edie, even if he is guilty, he must
besaved. No, no it could not be gnilt. I
must not be weak now, Hemay be inno-
cent, and tha law can be cruel. Who
knows what may be the case !

She pressed her hands to her temples for
a few moments, and then the power to
think grew clearer,

““ Go to him—from me. Tell him I bid
him leave England at once. leave with
him, if you can by of help, Stop. He is: not
rich, Edie, all the money you have. Mr,
Guest, take this, too, and I will get more.
Now go, and remember that you are his
friend. Write vo me and Edie,and we will
send; but, though all is over, let me know
that his life is safe,”

(GGuest caught the hand she extended with
her purse and Edie's, kissed it reverently,
and closed the fingers tightly round the
purses, and gently thrust them from him,

“What!” Myra cried passionately;
“‘ yourefuse ?"’

““Iwant to help you both,” he replied
gravely.

‘0 Percy !” cried Edie, with the tears
starting to her eyes, and her tone of re.
proach thrilled him,

“‘ Don't speak to me like that,” he said.
“ You mean well, but to do what you say
is to condemn him at once in everybody’s
sight, It is all so foréign to my poor
friend’s nature that, even knowing what I
do, I cling to the belief in his 1nnocence.”

“Yes; he must be iunnocent,” cried
Myra., *‘He could not be what you say.”

““Then should I be right in taking
money and your message, saying to him,
though not in words—* Fly for your life,
like a hunted criminal’ ? I could not do it.
Myra, lidie—think, pray, what you are
urging. Iv would be better advice to him
to say—* Give yourself up, and let a jury
of your fellow-countrymen decide,'

** No, no," cried Myra ; ** it is too hor-
rible. Youdo not know; you cannot see
what he is suffering—what his position is.
I must act myself. It cannot, it cannot be
true !"”

‘““ Myra !” whispered Edie, clinging to
her,

““What ? And you side against me, too?”

‘“ No, no, dear ! How can you speak
such cruel words? You know I would do
anything for your sake.,”

alf mad with mental agony, Myra re-
puleed her with a bitter laugh.

““ Anything but this,” she cried. * There
it is, plain enough. He speaks, and you
cry ‘ Harken !is he not wise.,” He says,
‘* Let himm be given up to justice for the
mob to howl at him and eay he must
die’ Die? Oh, no, no, no, it is too
horrible ! He must—he shall be saved!”

In her agony she made a rush for the
door, but before she was half way there,she
tottered, and would have fallen but for
Guest's ready arm. He caught her just in
time, and bore her to a couch, where she
lay back sobbing hysterically for a few
moments, but only to master her emotion,
draw her cousin to her breast, and kiss
her again and again before holding out her
hand to Guest,

‘*‘ Forgive me !"” she whisperec, ** These
long months of suffering have made me
weak—half-mad. My lips spoke, not my
heart. You both are wiser than I am.
Help me, and tell me what to do.”

“I will help you, and help him, in every
way I can,” aaid Guest gently, as he held
the thin white band in his, **Now let me
talk coolly to you—let us look the matter
plainly in the face, and ses how matters
stand. I am speaking now as the lawyer
not a8 the friend—yes, as the friend, too
but our feelings must not carry us away.”

Myra struggled with her emotion, and
pressed the d which held hers firm-

1y,

Guest was silent for a few moments aad
stood as if collecting his thoughts and re-
viewing his position,

*‘There is no need for taking any im-
mediate steps,” he said. ‘‘The scene that
took place to-night was forced on by my
precipitancy, and the danger to Stratton
has passed away. To-morrow I will see
him again, and psrhaps he will be mora
ready to take me into his confidence, for
there is a great deal more to learn, I am
sure,” ;

““It is not a8 bad as you imagined.”

‘‘After what took place to-night I can't
say that,” Guest replied sadly ; “‘but there
are points I have not yet grasped., An
accident—a fit of passion—a great deal
more than I have yet learned.”

““Then go to him to-night,” said Myra
eagerly. *‘I will go with you. He shall
not think that all who love forsake him in
the hour of his need,”

“Myra !

‘I cannot help it,"’she cried,springing up.
“Did I not go to him when that suspicion
clung to him—that he was treacherous and
bage ? Kven then in my heart I felt it
could not be true, Yes, I know what you
say ; he has tacitly confessed to this dread.
ful erime, but we do not know all, I saw
that Malcolm Stratton could nol be base,
If he has taken another’s life, I know, I
feel all the horror ; but he has not been
falss or treachereus to the woman he loved,
and it was oa acceunt of this horror that he
shrank back that day. To insult—to treat
me with contempt ? No; to spare me, Edie,
and my place is at his side,”

‘““No , not now,"” said Guest firmly. *I
will go back to-night.  Trust me, please,
and have faith in my trying to do what is
for the beat.”

There was a few momenta’ silence, and
then Myra spoke again faintly, but with
more composure,

“‘Yes, we trust you, Mr. Guest. Don't
think any more about what I said. Come
to me again soon with news. [ shall be
dying for your tidibgs, Yes,” she said,
with a weary sigh,as she clung to his hand,
‘“‘dying for your news. Only promise me
this ; that you will not deceive me in any
way. If it is good or bad, you will
come,”’

“*You must know,” said Guest quietly,
‘‘sooner or later. -1 will come and tell you
everything,”

“‘I'nen go now—go to him.”

““Your father ? He will think it strange
that 1 have been and gone without seeing
him,"”

“No ; you have been to see us. I will
tell him everything when we are alone.
Good-night,

“*Good-night.”

Guest hurried back to the inn, but all
was dark there ; and, on going on to Sarum
Street,he knocked at the door in vain.

““I can do no more,” he aaid; and he went
slowly back to hig own rooms.

(T0 BE CONTINUED,)

—

“ENGLISH JACK” IS DYING.

The Strange Lifec of New lampshire's Live
Frog and Bmake Eater, Who I8 Known
te All White Mountia n Tourists,

¢ Knglish Jack,” the quaintest character
in New Hampshire, is dying at his hermit
home in the wilderness on the sidé of Mount
Millard, near the Crawford House, in the
White Mountains. He is well known to
the summer visitors, for whom fnr a amall
sam he has eaten alive many frogs and
senakes. Ha has been exhibited in mus.
eums in this specialty many times, Part
of his diet for years has been frogs, snakes
and many other things that most men
avoid. He is a well-educated man, a gocd
scholar, a great reader and a fluent and
interesting talker.

The romantic story of this man’s strange
life has more than ordinary interest. His

name is John A, Vialls, It is related that
ears ago a homeless boy in the city of
ndon, he found a little girl wandering
in the streets, She had lost her way, and
it was with great difficulty that he was
able to find her home and take her to it.
Her father was grateful for the boy’s kind
deed and took a great liking tor him.
Being a sea captain, he took the boy to sea
and, step by step, the street waif rose in
his chosen profession, An affection grew
up between him and the girl whom he had
found, and finally the wedding day was
fixed. He returned home, only to find that
his intended bride was dead.

Then followed for him many years of
wanderings in every clime, of fighting in
Chioa and India, where he saw service in
the army of Sir Colin Campbell. At last
he found his way to the White Mountains,
where for more than twenty years he has
made his homein acabin. Here he ha sseem-
ed to be perfectly contented. He loved
children and nature, He never did harm
to any one, and very often he has been
able to help people. Many times has the
old man searched for and found parties
lost in the wilds of the mountains,

It is said that ** Jack ” has a generous
sum of money laid away. Summer visitors
to his lonely hut have often made him cash
presents for the sake of inspecting his
queer little mountain cabin and to hear
him talk of his strange life, and these
gifts have been hoarded with a miser's
love and secrecy, He lived principally on
the game he shot and trapped.

e

A Masked Marauder.

A despatch from Toronto says:—Last
Sunday evening the family of Mr. James
Brown, 439 Bathurst street, was thrown
into a state of consternation by theappear-
ance of three masked men, who rang the
bell, and, when the stummone was answered
by one of the ladies of the house, forced
their way in and demanded money, at the

same time presenting revolvers at the
frightened inmates. Upon Mr. Brown's
appearance, however, they decamped with-
out securing any booty. Since them the
police Fave been hunting forthe miscreantas,
and on Sunday evening Detective Davis
arrested HnanﬂAdlml. s mild,inoffensive-
looking man, but an old penitentiary bird,
neverthelesa, oo suspicior of being one of
the trio. Adama refused to give any ad-
dress, but in gpite of this the authorities

are hopeful of securing his companions,
againat whom they believe they have a
strong case,

MURDER AND ROBB3RY.

TO SECURE $25,000 THREE MEN
ARE SHOT DOWN.

The Paymaster of the Valleyfield Cotten

Mills and Wis Two Clerks Were Making
Up the Pay rolls When & Discha-ge d
Employs Entered and Witk the OMen
Hevalver Shot Pownm Two of Them—
The Watchman Coming to the Rescun
Was the Third Yictim,

A despatch from Valleyfield, Q.. says
The bustling littlemanufacturing town of
Valleyfield was on Friday night the scene
of a terrible murder, by which the lives of
John Luy, a clerk in the employ of the
Montreal Cotton Company, and Maxime
Lebouf, the night watchman, were sacri-
ficed at the hand of a discharged employe
named V. C, K. Shortis, while Hugh
Wilson, another clerk, was wonnded and
may not recover, The murderer ia now in
Beauharnois jail.

Shortis, who was lately secretary to Mr.
Simpson, the manager of the mill, had been

discharged for his drinkiog and irregular
habita, and either robbery or revenge
prompted his terrible deed. The details of
the crime are moat sansational,

PICKED Ur THE PAYMASTER'S REVOLYER.

Mr, Lowe, paymaster of the mill, and two
clerks had just about finished making up
the pay rolls about 11 o'clock. Although
Shortis had made threata of violence against
Mr. Simpson and others, no stepa had been
taken to exclude him from the mill pre-
mises, and Shortis entered and loitered
around the office, while Mr, Lowe was at
work. He nonchalantly reached over the
counter, picked up Mr. Lowe's loaded re-
volver, which was lying on his desk, and
shot the clerk Wilson, the bullet taking
etfect in the side.

SHOT THROUGH THE HEART,

Mr. Loy, a clerk, thinking it was an
accident, made for the telephone to call &
doctor, but Shortis took deliberate aim and
shot Loy through the heart, death being
instantaneous. Mr., Lowe had been attend-
ing to Wilson, and a shot aimed at him
struck Wilson in the forehead.

TOOK THE 225,000 15To THE VAULT,

Lowe, seeing how matters were, grabhed
the pay boxes, which contained $25,000,
and ran into the vault with them, pulling
the massive door after him, Shortis then
went to the door and said to Lowe to come
out, as he did not wish to injure him,
Lowe replied that he was locked in and
could not get out, though that was not the
case, the door being simply shut.

Shortis said, **Give me the combination,
Jack, I wirl let you out.”

Mr. Lowe replied, ‘*Just give the knob a
shaep turn and it will open.”

I'ne murderer did so, and, of course,
locked the safe, which was what Mr, Lowe
wished,

THE WATCHMAN HIS NEXT VIOTIAM,

Lebouf, the night watchman, entered av
this juncture and was shot dead. Wilson,
by a superhuman effort, managed to crawl
ngmut. 200 yards and touched the electrio
fire alarm button. Shortis made renewed
efforts to enter the vault in which Mr.
Lowe was, but in the meantime the firemen
entered anc evercame the murderer, after
a terrible struggle. :

THE INQUEFST.

The inquest on the bodies of the victima,
Loy and Leboar, was held on Saturday and
resulted in a verdict in each case that the
decensed came to hia death at the hands of
che prigsoner Shortis. The funeral of the
victims took place Monday and was attend-
ed by all the directors of the Cotton Com-
pany. At the inqueat, at the prompting of
reporters, Shortis demanded counsel, but
consented to wait for the preliminary trial,
which opens Monday.

THE PRISONEE INTERVIEWED,

Shorts was a cigaret and dime nove!
fiend and had several firearms in his room.
A correspondent had an interview with
him at the inquest. He was asked if he
had any friends in Canada 7

‘‘No; I have not,” he said.

““How long have you been in Canada %

*“l came over here about two yeara ago 3
came over to make my fortune. Nice,
kind fortune, is it not? [ was born in Water-
ford, Ireland, and educated in s collegs
there. Am going on 20. In the Cotton
Company's employ I was learning the
business, and was first with the Globe
Cotton Company, and then came here. [
got no money for what I did.”

““Do you care to speak of last night's
ocecurrences 1"

““ No, I do not. I do not know what to
think. I seem to be justrecovering from a
nightmare. I have teiegraphed for a lawyer,
and until he comes I cannot do anything,”

The sccused seems to take the aflair very
coolly, and as far as external appearance is
concerned does not feel at all the horrible
erime of which he stands accused,

Mr. Lowe, who rushed to the vault with
Arthur Lebouf, tells a most graphic story
of the shooting, At the vault door Shortis
burned paper to try and trighten them out,
and remained for some time standing at
the door, ready to shoot them if they
emerged. The scene was visited by Mr.
D. McMaster, Q. C.,, who represents the
Crown, and Mr, Lowe went over the whols
scene., By actual test, it was ascertained
that he could, as he says, hear in the vaualt
all that transpired,

Wilton may recover.
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The Effects of & Sermon.

Once, when Cardinal Manning was
preaching in Rome, he recognized John
Bright among his listeners, On thg
instant he determined to preach to himg
and dwelt with as much torce and effect as
he could on the claims of the Blessed

Virgin to the veneration of the audience.
I'wo or three years later he met him and
reminded him of this incident. *I remem-
ber iv perfectly,” said John, “‘and I shall
never forget it. 1 was delighted with
everything that morning”—a gratified
emile came on the Cardinal’s face— “'px cepts
ing our sermou,”
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