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THE STILLWATER TRAGEDY.
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It iz close upon daybreak, The great wall of
pines aud hewmlocks that keep off the cast wind
from Stillwater stretehes black and indeterminate
against the slky. At mmtervals o dull, metallic
sound, like the guttural twang of a violin string,
rises from the frog-invested swamp skirting the
highway. Suddenly the birds stir in (heir nests
over thera in the woodlind, and break into thut
wild jargoning chorus with which they Lerald the
advent of 4 new day. In the apple-orchurds and
among the plum-trecs of the few gardens in Sall-
water, the wrens and the robins and the blue-juys
cateh up the crystal crescendo, and what » melo-
dions racket they make of it with their fifes and
itntes and flageoleis |

The village lies in  trance like death., Possibly
not a soul hears this musie, unless i1t 15 the watch-
ers at the bedside of Mr, Leonard Tapploton, the
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richest m:la.l_:: in town, who has lain dying these
three days, and cannot last till sunrise. Or per-
haps some mother, drowsily hushing her wakeful
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baby, panses a moment and listens vacantly to the
birds singing. But who else?

The hubbob suddenly ceases, — ceases as snd-
denly as it began, —and all is siill again In the
woodland. . But it is not so dark as before. A
faint glow of white light is discernible behind the -
ragged line of the tree-tops. The deluge of dark-
ness s receding from the face of the carth, as the
mighty waters receded of old.

The roofs and tall factory chimneys of BGllwater
are slowly taking shape in the gloom. Is that a
cemetery coming into view yonder, with its ghostly
architectur: of cbelisks and broken columns and
hoddled head-stones? No, that is only Slocam’s
Marble Yard, with the finished and unfinished
work heaped up hke snowdrifts, —a cemetlery in
embryo. Tlere and there in an outlying farm a
lantern glimmers in the barn-yard: the cattle are
having their fodder betimes. Scarlet-capped chant-
icleer gets himself on the nearest railfence and
lifts up his rancorous voice like some irate old
cardinal launching the curse of Rome. BSomething
erawls swiftly along the gray of the serpentine
turnpike, —a cart, with the driver lushing a jaded
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horse. A quick wind goes shivering by, and is lost
in the [orest.

Now a narrow strip of two-colored gold stretches
along the horizon.

Stillwater is pradually coming to its senses.  The
sun has begun to twinkle on the gilt cross of the
Catholie ehapel and make itself known to the
doves in the stome belfry of the South Church.
The patches of cobweb that here and there eling
tromnlongly to the coarse grass of tho Innndated
meadows have turned inlo silver nots, and the mill-
pond —it will be stecl-blue Jater —is as smooth
and white as if it had been paved with one vast
unbroken slab ont cof Slocom'’s Marble Yard.
Through a row of button-woods on the northern
skirt of the village is scon a squave, lap-streaked
building, painted a disagreeable brown, and sor-
rounded on three sides by a platform, —one of
geven or eight similar stations strung like Indian
beads om a branch thread of the Great Sagamoroe
Railway.

Listen ! That is the jmgle of the bella on the
baker's cart as it begins its rounds. From in-
numerable chimneys the curdled smole gives evi-
denee that the thrifty honsewife —or, what is
rarver in Stillwater, the hired girl —hag lighted the
kitchen fire.
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The chimney-stack of one house at the end of a
small conrt — the last house on the easterly edge
of the village, and standing quite alone — sends up
no smoke. Yet the carefully trained ivy over the
porely, and the lemon verbena in a tub at the foot
of the steps, intimate that the place is not unocou-
pied. Moreover, the little schooner which acts ns
weather-cock on one of the gables, and is now head-
tng due west, has a new top-sail. It is a story-and-
a-hall coltage, with a large expanse of roof, which,
covered with porous, unpainted shingles, seems to
repel the sunshine that now strikes full upon it.
The upper and lower blinds on the main building,
as well as those on the exlensions, are fightly
closed, The sun appears to beat im vain at the
casements of this silent hounse, which has.a con-
ously sullen and defiant air, az if it had desperately
and successfully barricaded itself against the ap-
proach of morning; yet if one were standing in
the room that leads from the bed-chamber on the
ground-floor ~—the room with the latticed window —
one would see a ray of light thrnst throngh a chink
of the shutters, and pointing like a human finger at
an object which lies by tha hearth.

This finger, gleaming, motionless, and awful in
its precision, points to the body of old Mr. Lemuel



TEE STILLWATEE TRAGEDY. 9

Shackford, who lies there dead in his night-dress,
with a gash across his forehead.

In the darkness of that summer night a deed
darker than the night itself had been done in Still-

water,



