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A TALE OF CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE.
By John Quod, Esq.

SomewrERE about the time when the ill-
feeling, which had long been gathering strength
and venom between England and her American
colonies, were ripening mto a rcbellion, there
stood on the road between Albany and Sche-
nectady a fantastic old building, whose style
had been hatched in the foggy brain, and whose
walls had been raised by the sturdy hand of
some architect. It was a substantial, anti-
quated house, time worn, grey, but not dilapi-
dated ; half-smothered in trees, with odd-look-
ing wings stretching out in every imaginable
direction, with little reference to uniformity or
regularity. Sharp gables, with steps to the
tops of them, jutted up among the green
branches of the trees ; crooked chimneys, forked
for the benefit of stories, “which never came
there, and of all possible forms, were perched
on the roof; some of them stift and vpright,
like stark warriors on guard, and others twisting
and bending, like so many inquisitive old fel-
lows, endeavoring to peep into the narrow little
windews which garnished the second story.
But everything about it was solid, strong, and
old. The very barns had a generous lock.
They were low, roomy, and extensive, with
broad, wide doors and windows, and had a
com.ortable, liberal air, not unlike some sturdy
short-legged fellow, with a large stomach and
ample breeches pockets.

From the lowest branch of a large sycamore,
infront of the house, hung a sign-board, orna-
mented with the figure of a horse, of a deep
blue color — variety of that animal
possibly common in those days, but at pre°ert
extinet—indicating that it wasa place of public
entertainment. Such an intimation, however,
was little needed in its ewn immediarc ueigh-
borhood, for the Blue Horse wss a place noted
Lhrol.ghout the whole country for its good ale,
its warm fireside, and its jolly, jovial old land-
lord, who told a story, drank his ale, and
smoked his pipe with any man in the country,
and so he could get a crony at his bar-room
fire, he cared little whether the fellow had an
empty pocket or not, or whether the ale which
was making him mellow was ever to be paid
for. 1tisno wonder, then, that the Blue Horse
became the delight of the men, and the herror
of their wives, who wondered that their hus.
bands would wander offto old Garret Quacken-
boss 8 house, and listen to his roystering stories,

when they z,ould be so much more usefully em-
ployed in splitting wood or rocking the babies
to sleep at home. Rumours of lhmr venom
reached the ears of old Garret ; but he smoked
his pipe, closed hiseyes, and foraot them. His
customers did the same, and in spite of conju-
gal opposition, the bar-room of the Blue Horse
was rarely empty.

The bar-room was a large barn-like chamber,
with a wide, gaping fireplace, and great :turdy
fire-dogs squatting in front of it. Heavy raf-
ters, blackened by time and smoke, crossed the
top of the room, and from them projected hooks
on which hung hams, hind quarters of smoked
beef, baskets, kettles, and various articles of
culinary use.
guns covered with dust and cobwebs, and which
pmb-xbly had never been used since the landlord
was a boy ; but on which he now casts an anx-
ious eye, as rumours of war and strife reached
him from the more eastern colonies. Wooden
chairs, wooden tables, a woodeu dresser, gar-
nished with pewter plates, shining like so many
mirrors, and a huge arm chair in the chimney
corner, ‘with Garret Quankenboss’s fat body and
jolly face in the midst of it, completed the fur-
niture of the room.

It was about five o’clock in the aftereoon of
a flae bright day in autumn, and in this very
room, and in the midst of a group of half-a-
domn men, with Jx‘ ace of the landlord shining
oui, like a red sun, from among them, that we
open our narrative, ‘They were all men of the
same class as Garret—plain, sturdy, substantial
—mostly farmers of the neighborhood, who
kad leitered into pick up the gossip of the day ;
or those who, on their way f"om Albany or
Schenectady, had dropped in to have a chat
with old Garret, before indulgiug in the
same pleasure with their better halves at home.

The subject, however, which now engrossed
them was far from a pleasant cne. It seemed
so even to the landlord, for he was silent, and
turped 2 df‘dt("‘l to all that was going on; it
being a fixed rule of o inferfere in no man’s
difficulties but his own. And as this, which
wes a hot dialogue between two of the party,
was evidently fast verging into a quarrel, after
eyeing the parties steadily for some time, he
thrust his hands into his p ckets, and quietly
left’ the room. Before closing the deor, he
turned and leoked solemnly at “the dis putaants,
to let them see that, owirg to their mhcondvn{
they were about being d:pmed of the light of
his countenance, and then shaking his he ad, and
¢ Mtt ng from Lx.; throat a gmmblm« indicative
of supreme discontent, he shut the door and
went out.

¢ Cowe, come, stop this Wickliffe,” said an
old man, one of the party, on wl"om at leest
Garret’s look had produced an effect. < Don’t
you see you've dr ven Garret off! This dispute
13 mere nons2ns e.”

The person whom he addressed was a short
square built man, with a dark sallow face, with
a gcar onthe nose, and one crossing ho'.l his
lips, as if he had been slashed there with a
knife ; a dark black eye, that at times kindled
and g‘owcg, until it seemed a red hotball in its
gockets; & low wrinkled forehead, and lips that

Over the chimney were several |

worked and twitched, baring and showing his
teeth, like a mastiff preparing to bite. And as
he sat there, with his fingers working with
anger, and his li ips wnlhxw he was about as
ugly a looking fellow as one would wish to
see

He turned slowly to the old man who spoke
to him, and smppmnlus fingers in his face,
said, ¢ D—— old Garret ! Let him g0, Jet him
go, let kim ; and as for this dispate with that
boy, it’s my uﬁ.nr, not your’s; so don’t meddle
with what den’t concern you.

Tke old man drew back abss ICd Bat
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matter.’
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mean it ; and repeat it, Mary Li

¢ What ¥ demanded Blake quic
glowing with anger.

Wickliffe eyed h
fixed dogged stare ; ar
shame, or it might have been
pv‘at*on at baving ct h'rm.x are
at seeing the powerful frame of Bla
every muscle strung, ready to leap up
that deterred him ; for he turned away his head.
and said—

¢ No matter w
that's enough.

Harry Blake’s face
came deadly pale
I did not hear w
repeat it.—If you d

, but I dare you to
ore word in

it that should not be, this hour will be the bit-
terest of your whole life. I’m mot the man to

make a threat and not actup to it.’
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He stood for a moment, waiting for hm to
repeat his remarks, and then turned on his heel
and walked to the furthest end of the room;
and as he didso, it was rc'marke‘d by s:‘\".’i‘ai
who thought nothing of it at the time, but who
remembered it long a when every w ord
then uttered, and ev
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and seizing
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Blake saw that nothing was to be gained
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a struggle with so many, and so he said, ¢ Let
me go. Tll promise not to follow h.m. But
mark me, > said he, as they relinquished their
hold, ¢you have this night heard the scoundrel
defgme one of the p'xrest girls that ever lived,
becavse he had a grudge against me, and knew
that she was to be my wife. He shall pay for
it, if it cost me my life.’
¢ Come, come, Harry, don’tbe a boy,’ said
the old man, who had before interfered with
Wickliffe. ¢ The man was half drunk and
quarrelsome, and saw that you could’nt stomach
what he was saying, and so he said it. No one
cares for him or his words. We all know that
Mazry Lincoln haen’t her equal in these parts.
her; I only wish she was my own
Not butthet my poor Kate is 2 good
girl, ;‘nd affectionate too, poor little Kate is;
but yet she’s not Mary Lincoln: but Kate is a
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Biake stared at him. Me with murder 4%
youmad? Why, I didn’t kill him.” WIJ'
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