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memorable birthday of mine,
A“ﬁf'%%rﬁ in the year 1877, for T had
= d the quarter of a century,
just turne 9 N ’
and I left Charing €ross on the even
ing of that day for certaimly the most
interesting aund picturesque eampaign I
ever witnessed. War was official-
}mv%eclared by the Russians on the fol-
1§§-1na day, and the sharp beaked eagles
surmounting the pillars on ‘either side
of the Russian (Embassy in the Moslem
capital were covered a few hours zfter
with black drapery to signify that dip-
Jomatic relations with the Sublime Porte
were ruptured. Though the Rusgians of-
ficially threw down the gauntlet on the
24th, they commenced hpstihties by
crossing the Turkish fromtiers on their
patron saint’s ]dn:l, St. ‘George, the even-
ing I left England.
JnI traveled night and day till T reached
the little Paris of ‘the Hast, as fond
Roumanians love to call their capital.
I had hardly arrived in Bucharest be-
fore I was inrormed by a good natm_-ed
colleague that T must catch the evening
train for Ibraila, which T did, and was
fully compensated for my further exer-
tions by seeing fired the first shot of
the campaign, which came from a Turk-
ish monitor on the Danube. The shriek
of the shell scared a few people on the
sidewalks of the street in which it ar-
rived. It then entered and ;pqx]t the
&rst floor of a residential building, and
at last, burying its nose in the cellar
below, it remained: there for months un-
exploded among the wine caslgs, A
relic for sightseers. ™That projectil2
was the first fired in FEurope of
the terrible war which, later, stir-
tred the pulse of the whole -civilized
world. I also heard the echo of the last
shots of this campaign die away in the
valley of the "Maritza when the tr}nmph-
ant Muscovites entered the old city of
Sultan Selim the Magnificent—Adrian-
ople; and it was my good fortn_ne to
hear peace proclaimed on ‘the plamq of
San '‘Stefano, within sight of the minar-
ets of Constantineple. .

Archibald Forbes and I chummed to-
gether in this 'war, as on the previous
campaign in Scrvia. My comrade, who
was always a genius in the way of equip-
ment when starting on the warpath,
had invented a remarkable traveling car-
riage covered with leather and fitted
with sundry wells, which made an ex-
cellent habitation for two, the floor of
the vehicle at night becoming a bed-
place by a simple arrangegent of the
cushions. A projection from the tilt of
the wagon kept us perfectly dry when-
ever it rained, but in fine weather our
dormitory opened to the front. An as-
sortment of tinned meats, tea and cof-
fee, with a cogking stove, were stored
in the wells, and behind was a covered
rack for baggage. Hitched to this mul-
tum in._parvo on wheels nwere two little
sturdy grey horses, one of which was
blind. But thjg Forbes maintained was
rather an acﬁtion. since it made
him steadier a crowd. A [Rouman-
ian Jew looked after the horses, and An-
dreas,-a former servant in Servian days,
looked after us. When we came to a
halt during the day our wagon showed
further accommodation in the shape of
an annexe, for, ingeniously arranged in
a roll on its roof, was a spread of can-
vas which, by wundoing a couple of
buckles, could be stretched at a con-
venient angle to a pair of tent pegs in
the ground. A hole for a kitchen was
dug on the lee side of our movable villa,
and a small folding table and a couple
of camp chairs constituted the furni-
Ture.

Forbes was so proud of his invention

{tion he touched his cap and hurried

away. <
Forbes gave a grunt of eatisfaction,
and, turning to me, said: “That is per-
haps the smartest officer in the Russian
service. Do yon know, Villiers, that fel-
low did a 'wonderful bit of work out in
Central Asia but a short time back. The
Russians had to enter Khokand to pun-
ish .certain lawless acts. The foree sent
was too small for the serious work to
be done, for only some 1,200 Russian
horse and foot crossed the frontier.
They marched on the: capital, Naman-
gan, and captured it; then to their dis-
gust, found that they could not hold it,
for 7,000 Khokandians began to oppose
them. The Russians had to return, On
the retreat the ememy harrassed them
so0 sorely that on the third day the in-
fantry had only fifteen cartridges left
per man, and the cavalry -three, and
there was a day’s march before they
could hope for any succor. General
Trotsky, in command, resolved on a
night attack to help him out of -his dif-
ficulties, and the chief of his staff, a

colonel of Cossacks, resolved to lead the
attacking party himself. He would only
take 150 Cossacks—you may be sure
all picked warriors, for, as he wisely
argued, ‘if we are wiped out the loss
will not eount for mueh, and that num-
ber will be sufficient to check the enemy
while the main body retreats in peace.’
(Well, the young staff officer had his
way. First of all he was lucky enough
to be able to evade the enemy’s outposts;‘
in fact, they were all asleep. Then,!
followed by his 150 he fired his revolver;
as signal to the little force, who, yell-
ing like fiends, rushed on. the enemy,
cutting and slashing at everything be-
fore them. The surprised camp was at
once in a terrible uproar; but it only
lasted a quarter of an hour, for the
trick was done. The enemy scattered
in every direction but in that of the Rus-
sians, and in the morning when the vic-
tors assembled they. discovered 40 dead,

that he used to aver that after the
campaign, if he could find a good pitch

Our Waggon—a noontide halt,

for it in the summer months, say the
sarden of Grosvenor-square, or the in-
ner circle of Regent’s Park, he would
take it to London. However, our eom-
fortable little movable home was not
associated with us for long.
unfortunately compelled to cut it adrift
one memorable morning, when we hur-
ried off to the famous ‘battle ground of
Plevna, and its grateful shelter and val-
uable stores were lost to us for the rest
of that campajgn. .

It was on June 23rd, two months after
war had been declared, that Forbes and
T, seated in the above mentioned wagon,
nwere caught in the current of advane-
ing. Russians swarming towards the
Danube. We were blocked in the usual
column of heterogeneous vehicles which
always accompanies a Russian army on
the march—droiskies, caleches, broug-
hame. sutler carts and ambulances. We
had been waiting at least an hour al-
most choked with the drift of dust that
swept along for miles in the wake of
this immense army Bttween the prairie
like Roumanian flats and the town of
Alexandria. The noontide heat was
simoly blistering: the yellow dust ecov-
ered vehicles and the white uniforme of
the troops suggested a tropical eclimate
rather than that which favors a Dana-
bian province,, Presently, a tall figure,
with deeply tanned face, large blue eyes
and yellow beard grey with grime, tow-
ering above the dust, turned in our diree-
tion and on sighting Forbes threaded his
wav through the ernsh towards ns,

“What are you doing there?” said he
to Forbes.

“We are looking for General Draga-
miroff. Can’t you tell us where we.can
find him?”

“Ah!” he replied, “I am not snpnoced
to know where he is, or his division
either—but,” he continued Jaughingly,
‘I can let you know this. If you find
Prince Mirsky you won’t be. far from
the other general. Now Mirsky is in
Alexandria”

‘We were|,

37 standards, 2,000 turbans, 3,000 mas-
:kets and sabres, and heaps of pots and

kettles. But Villiers, this is not the
most amazing part of the adventure.
IGuess what the Russian roll call was
that morning?”’

‘‘Can’t,” said I,

“No, I bet you couldn’t. Why, just
150 standing up in their boots, and not
one sick or sorry. That was the man
you saw. but a moment ago who led
them. His name is Skobeleff, and don’t
you forget him, for he will be the cen-
tral figure of many of your sketches if
you see anything of this campaign.”

‘There was no further - inquiry for
PDragamiroff. Mirsky was the man for
ue, and luckily towards sunset we came
across his headquarters in the suburbs
of the town. He received us with much
cordiality, and teld ‘us to consider our-
selves attached to his division, which
‘was to support Dragamiroff.

In the grey of the dawn of June 25th,
1877, Andreas brought us steaming mugs
of black ceffee, for we were to be on
the move' early, and thé wagon must
be packed ready for the marcn ‘which
would bring us to the rendezvous for
the great erossing.of the Danube. .The
cheering from the men of the famous
Oth division as they answered the morn-
ing greeting of their General told wus
that the regiments composing it had al-
ready commenced their long tramp. The
town folk of Alexandria turned out .of
their beds, and, with sleepy grins of
satisfaction on their faces at the depar-
ture of their not too welcome guests,
gave the troops a feeble send off as
they moved through the streets to the
music of their bands, or lugtily singing
their inspiriting marching songs. Then
would come an interval when only the
jingle and rumbleé ‘of cannon, and the
rattle of the munition -trains held the
streets for a time and once more churn-
ed up the dust as the heavy dew of the
previous night wase rapidly absorbed by
the quickening day. Presently the mon-
otony of the white uniforms, the tanned}
faces of the men, and the grey dust of

by the appearance of a:cortege brilliant-
lyy imposi%g as the sunlight rippled over
the motley procession. It was the: en-
tourage of ﬂ]:e Emperor of All the Rus-
sias' roaching.. | e
Sta?poﬂicers with their gold, aiguil-
lettes and their breasts shimmering with
stars and medals ‘fed the way. Then

followed an escort of the Imperial Guard | h,

light blue, brown, and green, Hussars,

Cossacks in blue andi gold, smart uni-| dow

formed, field gendarmes, stern featured
gaily garbed 'i‘autic servants, Lancers
with gay colored pennons. Then came
a cavalcade of led horses—high mettled
chargers of renowned pedigree, frothing
and champing at their sparkling bits,
caleches, droiskies, and traveling car-
riages of ingeniously- designed interior
for sleeping accommodation, luxuriously
upholstered, driven by rosy and robust
looking eoachmen with many colored
plumes in their enamelled hats. Behind
them in_the depths of cosy cushions
lounged English grooms and French va-
lets. Great silver samovars shone from
the interior of portable kitchens,‘on the

“But;” said. Forbes, “I depended on
you, sir, being in the fight. Here we
-are: drinking tea, and you tell me the
crossing is taking place.”

. T was =also standing up, and was quite
‘as indignant as Forbes, and probably
‘looked it, for Mirsky immediately reas-
'sured us by saying: “Sit. down and
take another glass of tea, and don’t
.worry. - What you hear now is—let me
see, what you call a feint. The real
,and serious -crossing will be elsewhere.
iNow go and get some rest, and I will
send’ you a guide in- the morning; who
'will take you to the veritable ferry.”

. iForbes and I left the affable Prince,
:but still with some little foreboding that
;this feint might be pressed home and
the crossing take place, and that we
. miglit be out of if. Soon; howeyer, the
\cannon ceased firing, and we fell asleep.
iWe were awoke some time before dawn
iby a gust of cold air and a shower of
irainr coming upon us: as the canvas flap
iof our wagon was raised;, and a voice
from the pleasant face of a soldier said
in very good HEuglish: “I am eent by
his Highness the Prince Mirsky to be
of service in showing you the way to
the Danube.” =~ 1

(We were soon out of our vehicle and
into our boots, the horses were quickly
arnessed, and our: little caravan 'was
en route, following our guide." A hga_‘;y
npour had laid - the dust, and tie
merning was breaking bright and clear.
As we advanced do the great slope
trending towards the river the deep
tthunder of carnon and masses of white
vapor crisply curling in our immediate
front denoted that the great battle had'
commenced.

Ou guide turned to us and said: “We
shall be in plenty of time for the cross-
ing:’ this is only the preliminary camn-
ter. =

Forbes and I looked .at each other in
astonishment at hearing such English
spoken by a private in an infantry regi~
ment, for that was his uniform.” Ard

box seats of which sat cooks ard scul- | but material difference.

yvet Forbes’ keen eyes mnoticed a slight

I

The Russians crossin tiie Danub>,

lions; and a huge train of baggage wag-
ons made up the rear of this amazing
cortége. This was the suite of ‘the
ICzar, but where Svas that august person-
age? We discovered “later that this
brilliant and.jmposing suite was general-
ly without the Emperor, for he was. usu-
ally traveling with:a ‘more modest staff
scemingly trying his hardest to lose sight
of the imposing but rather cumbersome
train which had just passed by. I met
this gay and picturesque procession
once or twice later on when on Turkish
soil. It seemed to have no reason d’etre
‘more than that it was still a sort of
halo of Imperial glory without its head,
for the Emperor was unever with it.

More regiments of white tunies and
batteries of rumbling cannon followed
‘before a break in the line allowed our
Roumanian Jew to whip up our horses
and place our wagon in the grimy pro-
cession under the grey pall of dust, ever
growing denser and more dense as the
sweltering day wore on. A little after
midday we sighted above the haze the
shadowy blue, high plateau beyond the
great river, the country these legions
of white tunichs were about to invade.
Many a soldier stood' thinking for a
moment, with wondering eyes staring at
that distant blue. What were the de-
fenders of that territory doing to stem
this mighty irresistible wave that,  if
not stopped at the ferry, would within
a few days be sweeping over lowland
and Balkan down to the sea? It had
been a “weary, scorching, thirst racking
march, but the men bore up splendidly,
and there were but few stragglers, for
were they not within a few hours to
test their strength against the foe?
They had tramped a good eighteen miles
and now practically faced the enemy,
and a hardier, finer or more keen lot of
men could not well be met ‘with in any
campaign. Forbes and I could not help
thinking that they would give a good
account of themselves whatever might
be in store for them down below those
blue heights which marked the Turkish
frontier,

We camped for the night in the viein-
ity of the village of Piatra. For miles
and miles the cooking fires of the Rus-
sian legions sparkled through the gloam-
ing, and starred the uplands from east
to west. Southward, running parallel,
coursed the rapid running Danube, that
must be spanned at all hazards in the
morning, for the Grand Duke Nicholas,
the commander-in-chief, had announced
that “it must be, cost what it might.
He would take no denial.”

Andreas had requisitioned a fowl en
route, which he spitted and cooked, and
with a ration of black bread Forbes
and I sat down under the tent of the
wagon to our evening meal. We had;
hardly finished when a servant . came;
from Prince Mirsky to ask us to take'
tea, so we sauntered over to the Gener-:
al's quarters. 'We found him seated
outside a little whitewashed farm house. '
‘We were soon smoking and chatting
over the day’s march, when the dull but
distinet boom of cannon came from the
westward. Our host immediately look-
ed at his watch and said: “Good; they;

With fliis piece of valuable informas

the wagons and limbers ' was iTelieved |.-*

The man had taken off a waterproof
coat now the rain had ceased, and roll-
ing it up was attaching it to his sad-
dle when my comrade said:

“Excuse me, but it is a privilege for
an infantry. soldier.to wear a.waterproof
is it not?™ ) !

“Yes,” smiled our guide. “My friend
the Prince has allowed me as his orderly
to wear one.”

iWe eventually drew from him the
fact that he had been sin England sev-
eral times on visits of pleasure, and
he was acquainted with a number of
distinguished people there, one of whom
was Lord Carrington. He knew all the
capitals of Europe, and was especially
acquainted with their art galleries, could
place all the Old Masters, and thought
that we had some of the best in our
National Gallery. He painted a little
himself.

‘We looked this puzzling soldier up and
down. Yes, there was no mistaking the
white blouse, the red shoulder straps of
his regiment, his loose trousers tucked
into his long boots, and the bayonet
hanging from his belt—a simple soldier,
apparently nothing more, and yet a mo-
ment ago he was criticizing the cook-
ing at Bignon’s and the Cafe Anglais,
and talking about seeing Count Secken-
dorfi’s watercolors in Berlin. Later he
casually mentioned that he had a brother
an aide-de-camp of the Emperor and a
governor of a province, and that his
name was [Dolgorouki.

“By Jove,” thought I. “Lerz’g patriot-
ism if you like. A prince of a house as
noble and of more ancient lineage than
the reigning family of Russia absolute-
{1y enlisting as a private in a line regi-

ment, feeling that that was the only way-

in_which he could serve his country.”

T met Prince Alexis Dolgorouki many

times later on when he had won his

spurs in the ensuing battles in the Bal-
kans, Amidst the dust, the thunder of

‘cannon, and the sour taint“of the bat-
tlefield it was always refreshing and a
pleasure to have the privilege of a chat
on pictures and books with so able a
! eritic. :

i Presently we all three stood on the
outskirts of Simnitza, which terraced
| the north bank of the great river. An
exhilarating and delightful panorama
lay before us. Opposite was the high,
precipitons bank of the Turkish shore.

‘A little to the rizht in a tree fringed |
cleft of the precinice the quaint old
Turkinsh town of Sistova, with its mos-
ques, minarets, and flowering gardens,
straggled upward to the summit, and
scattered for a short distance along
the bare ridge. A mile to the left along
this sky line the white bell tents of a
Turkish encampment - dotted the ridge,
and spread down the slope of the bank.
Another mile to the left a solitary cus-

ttom house with a red’tiled verandah

stood on the edge of a chine clothed with
dense foliage, at the bottom of which
‘was a little cove in which the swift,
muddy river dipped. Between this cove
and Sistova Turkish field guns were em-
placed, and on the immediate right were}

(Continued on Page Eight.)
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“I have supped on horrors.”
—Shakespeare.

Nearly 40 years ago ‘s remarkable dis-
COVeTy Was auno o It was reported,
on what 'was believed 'to be excellent
legal authority, that a strip of land ly-
ing along tha presest line of Dallas

road, south of Beacom Hill park, was

not included ib the aereage reconveyed
to the Tmperial Governmeni by the
Hudson’s Bay Company, at the time
Vianceuver- was created a colony, and
that the strip in question was open to
pre-emption: Several enterprising per-
sons took advamtage of the information
and settled on the Iand. ‘Amongst others
a former Speaker, Dr. Trimble, and
Mr. 'Geo. B. Nias, a publisher, impressed
with the idea that e was something
in the report, erected -habltatmns_thue-
on after trying to record the claims at

ble had a small shanty erected, and sent
a man to reside im it; but Nias built
quite a, substantial cottage and a cow-
shed and stable, fenced in the land to
which. he laid eclaim, and went there to
reside with his family. The case came
before the courts and 'was partially
Leard, and after one or two adjourn-
ments Dr. Trimble dropped out, and
there: remained only Nias to be.deali,:
with. e held on to his ‘Trights’
‘with true British fortitude, and continu-
ed to reside there under the belief that
possession was mnine points of tl_le law.
Neither the strip nor Beacon Hill park
was then included in the corporate limits
of Victoria eity, and I cannot remember
that any steps ‘were taken to djspossess
Nias by the government. I only know
that he went away to Australia some
years later. ‘When his 1amxly_moved
off the land I do not know; but in 1871
the buildings were vacant, the doors
swung wildly on their hinges, and the
wind rioted through the broken windows
the panes of which had been broken
by mischievous boys. !Soon the house
fell into a condition of dilapidation .and
disrepair; and if there are such things
as ghosts and -hobgoblinq they must have
had a gay old time disporting in the
empty rooms and:playing hide-and-go-
seek through the stables and sheds. The
strip presently began to be regarded as
a sort of No Man’s Land, and the Nias
homestead ds belongiqg to anyone who
might wish to occupy it.

In 1871 our ocean mail service was
performed . by an iron steamer galled
the Prince- Alfred. She was originally
a British bottom, but having been wreck-
ed and repaired on the U. ;S. coast, her
owners obtained an American registry,
and she ran between this port and San
Francisco under the American flag. The
trip. was usually made at that time in
four days, for the Prince ‘Alfred was
By no means epeedy, and when on one
occasion seven days elapsed without the
steamer having put in an appearance,
much anxiety was felt by those havm_g
friends and goods on board. The anxi-
ety was at its height on the eighth day
when the o6ld ship crawled into Royal
Roads with her ensign set at half-mast
and the yellow flag flying. What had
happened? - Simply this: The passage
had been unusually tempestuous, and on
the second day _out small pox _de-
veloped on board—a young American
girl, traveling with her parents, having
been stricken. '"The vessel was quaran-
tined. “The old house of Nias was re-
quisitioned for the purposes of a pest
house, and the Victoria passengers, some
seventy-five in number, were landed at
Macaunlay’s Point, where the military
barracks are now, and a®*gdard was plac-
ed over them. There they remained for
three or four weeks, no, communication
being allowed with the city—that s,
newspapers and letters or food might
be sent to the ecamp, but nothing could
be brought out, The contract for the
supply of requisites was given to An-
drew ‘Astrico, of -the Pacific Telegraph
hotel, and. every mnecessary and luxury,
including ice cream and strawbex.‘ries,
and the best of wines, liquors and cigars
were provided by him for the sustenance
of the quarantined persons. It may .be
as well to remark here that Mr. Justice
Gray afterwards sat as special commis-
sinoer on claims against the Dominion
Government for goods suppIieq and ser-
vices rendered at the quarantine ecamp,
and a most unmerciful “cut” was made.
I think that Astrico’s bill was something
like $20.000, and it was reduced to $4,-
000 or $5,000.

At the pest house there were confined
the girl patient, her father and mother,
iMr. (since captain) Hunter, second of-
ficer of the steamer, who volunteered to
briug the child ashore, a colored steward
also belonging to the ship, upen whom
the disease had made its appearance,
and one or two others who were simi-
larly affected. After a brief stay at
the pest house the girl died, a.nd was
buried not far from the building. It
is her lonely, wind-swept grave that the
passer along Dallas road will observe
eurrounded by a wooden railing. There
was at first a headboard with the name,
age and birthplace of the unformpate
vietim, but -I think it has long dlsap-
peared before the ravages of time. This
was the only death at the pest house,
and when, six weeks later, the quar-
antine was lifted, the building was once
more deserted, and the rats and bats
and owls and hobgoblins again passed
into possession; and so it remained_for-
lorn and tumbling gradually to pieces
twhen the mysterious and tragie incident
I am about to relate directed renewed
attention to it. !

On the 28th of November, 1872, a re-
spectably attired man entered the Angel
hotel, on Langley street, then kgpt by
the late Charles Morton, and registered
as “P., Stocker, [San Francisco.” He
said he had just arrived by steamer, and
intended remaining some time. A room
was assigned him and he came and went
as the other guests ‘were in theé habit of
doing. He seemed to have no employ-
ment, and to desire none. He made few
acquaintances, and had the air of a per-
son upon whose mind rested a heavy
weight, either of guilt or fear. When
at the dining table he would always
sit so that he commanded a view of
the front or entrance door, and narrowly
wwatched every person who ight enter.

much in demand at the tables, but it
was remarked that he never would play
except with his face turned towards the
door.. On- Sundays, morning and even-
gularity. Sometimes he would remain
away from the hotel 1
days, but he always retained his room,
and” every Monday morning would ap-
pear at the office and pay his bill in ad-
vance.

unteered

self, beyond that he was a native

‘1 Scotland and had Hyed in New Brans-

landscape gardener.

and again a8 a merchant. E‘[is. object
in giving these various descriptions of
himself was probably to destroy.all trace

‘as to his jdentity. So matters ran on

until after the advent of the new year,
when IStocker informed one of the
guests at the hotel that he expected hisi
wife to arrive shortly from the East,
and that he had decided to take up his
residerice permanently at Vietoria. Could
the guest tell him of a an:ll bnildmg'

. wonld be. suitable dwelling?|
As 3 io&dfh‘:mn direct
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By D. W. H.
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Nias house on Dallas read: The same
evening Stocker informed: his acquaint-

that the premises had been umsed as an
hospital for small pox patients. He re-
plied that that would net change his
purpose.
his' wife did not fear it. S

‘After. that Stocker. made many visits
to the pest house.
in the stable reading a book:;.
seen examining the dwelling ,and on one
occasion he was- observed mending a
fence with hammer and nailss No one
seemed to take any interest in the build-
ing, and it was suggested to Stocker
that he had better pre-empt building
and land and go there and live rent and
tax free. One day a young man known

Dr. Trim-{as’ Rufus, an' employee of one -of the

city ‘butchers, who MDoarded at the
/Angel, reported that hie had seen Stocker
standing near the pest house talking
earnestly with a tall woman. As he
neared them the pair eeased to converse,
and turned their eyes seaward. Rufue
touched his hat as he passed, and
Stocker bowed in return. Rufus con-
tinued that lie had placed abont 300
feet between, himself and the others
when he heard an exclamation, and
turning quickly saw theé woman strike
Stocker in the face. Stocker seized her
hands and held her, and Rufus, as he
explained it, mot wishing to be a witness
hurried away. At the usual hour for
dinner Stocker appeared and took his
accustomed. seat at the table with his
face turned towards the door. Across
his cheek and nose there was a red welt
as if made with a stick or whip. He
was more than usunally taeciturn and
went to his room early. In the morning
it was found that He had not slept in
his bed over night; but as that was. a

excited no comment. The next night
and the next, Stocker was absent, re-
turning on the morning of the third day
to pay his bill and resume his checkers.
INo one rallied him about the scene de-
scribed by Rufus, although the identity
of the strange woman and her where-
abouts after the strife were often dis-
cussed in private. Whoever or what-
ever she was, the strange woman was
never seen again by mortal eye in or
near Victeria. If she was Stocker’s wife
he never mentioned the fact to anyone;
nor did he ever speak again of his in-
tention to occupy the pest or any other
house. Gradually the occurrence faded
from .men’s minds, and Stocker came
and went as before, wnquestioned and
disregarded.

On the afternoon of the ¥7th Febru-
ary, 1873, or about one month after the
altereation near the pest house, as seen
by Rufus, a man walking along the
Dallas road looked into the Nias stable
casually, and was startled to discover
lying on the floor mear one of the stalls
the dead body of a meanly dressed man.
MHe had been shof through the head,
the ball passing in at the centre of the
forehead, and lodging as was afterwards
shown in the brain. No pistol lay near
the corpse, a circumstance which was
accepted as presumptive evidence that a
murder had been committed. The body
was brought to Bastion square, where
it was exhibited in all its ghastliness
for the purpose of identification. Sey-
eral of the boarders at the Angel and
Mr. Morton thought the body resembled
that of Stocker, who had absented him-
self since the day before; but the cloth-
ing was not sueh as he wore. He was
always dresséd neatly. The corpse had
on a ragged coat, a coarse shirt, patched
trousers, and shoes that a beggar would
scarcely have picked up. A dirty old
hat lay near. There was no vest, and
the watch Stocker was known to have
carried was not . found. For several
hours the body -remained unidentified,
until in Stocker’s. room was found a
penciled note—which reaa
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* “I give Mr. Morton everything—P.
* Stocker.”

* * * * *® * * * * *® *

This discovery only deepened the mys-
tery, although it was now seen that the
body was that of Stocker. If it was
a_case of suicide, where was the pistol?
How did the corpse come to be clad in
such indifferent garments, for when last
seen Stocker wore good clothes? Who
was the strange woman with whom
iStocker had had the altercation four
weeks before? The police were baffled
at every turn, and but for an accidental
discovery the mystery might have re-
mained unexplained to this day. On
the day succeeding the one on which the
body was brought to the square, an In-
dian boy offered a pistol for sale at
‘Andean’s second hand store. The dealer
questioned him as to how he came into
possession of the weapon, and evasive
answers having been returned he seized
the Iad -and sent for a constable. The
police forced the boy to tell where he
resided, and in a hut occupied by In-
dians were found another pistol and a
quantity of clothing. The latter were
identified as worn by Stocker when he
was last seen at the Angel. The In-
dians being placed under arrest stated
that two of their number, named Joe
and ‘Charley, had found the man lying
dead 'in the stable, with a pistol at his
side; that they possessed themselves of
the weapon,.and that Charley exchanged
clothes and shoes with the dead man.
ICharley, when arrested subsequently
wore Stocker’s trousers, coat, vest ami
boots. The coroner’s jury were not at
all satisfied that the man had committed
suicide, and returned a verdict that
there was no evidence to show by what
means or by whose hands he met his
death. The Indian thieves were turned
loose to prey on society, and the story of,
Stocker’s fate and that of the unknown
‘woman soon passed from the minds of
people thereabouts.

Now mark ‘how the leniency shown
the men: - who etripped the body of
iStocker, reactimg upon another commun-
ity, was the indirect eause of another
and still more horrid tragedy. On the
13th of May, or nearly two months
after the pest house horror had excited
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row he was destined ever to make, the
c%of happiness was destined to be
dashed from her lips never to be raised
sharp report, a curl of
smoke rising from a hedge, and without
2 moment’s warning Dwyer fell dead
The evidence of ‘the

he was|only eye-witness, who turned ‘Queen’s

evidence, showed that the girl dropped
the half-made garment on the verandah
and fled to the house, locking the door
‘as she went; that one of the fiends—
there were two—thrust his rifle through
the window which he broke in. 'The
‘woman fired her husband’s shot gun, but
failed to hit him. The murderers then
leaped through the window. The poor
'womdn sank on her knees and implored
them for the sake of her unborn child
ito spare her. But her pleadings fell on
stony hearts. An appeal to a hungry
itiger would have been as effective. They
shot her through the body and as she
lay writhing in her death agony one
of her slayers crilshed in her face and
‘cliest with the boots that he wore—
Stoeker’s boots. For it ¢ out in evi-
dence that Joe and Charley, who robbed
the body at the pest house, were the
murderers of Captain and Mrs. Dwyer,
and that the boots Charley wore when
he kicked Mrs. Dwyer had been the pro-
perty of P. Stocker. ~

The bodies of the Dwyers were
brought to Victoria and buried from
10dd Fellow’s hall amid the tolling of
the church and fire bells—for Dwyer
'was a volunteer fireman and an Oddfel-
low. Mrs. Burt, of Vancouver street,
‘Wwas a sister of Mrs. Dwyer. Charley
was hangegi at Port Townsend, Wash-
ington: territory.

’A_ year slippegl away and summer was
again approaching when a young 'lady
nvhg had been a passenger on board the
Prince Alfred at the time of the out-
break of small pox, and who had es-
caped- contagion, sent a gown which she
wore while on board the vessel to a
dressmaker at New Westminster to be
made over. There was not at that time
nor- had there been at any’ time the
slightest suspicion that the gown was
infected. A member of the household
was directly afterwards stricken with a
disease which baffled the skill .of the
Westminster surgeons. So a physician
(since dead) was sent from Victoria,
and he was as much puzzled as his
Royal City brethren, In the midst of
a consultation, there arrived at New
‘Westminster a medical gentleman who
had accompanied Principal Grant in his
famous journey across the continent. He
‘was requested to visit the patient. As
the Bastern doctor crossed the threshold
of the patient’s residence he sniffed the
air for a moment, and then gaid:

“There’s small pox in this house! I
can smell it.”

. ‘And so it proved. The case was in
its confluent stage, and no power on¢
earth could have saved the patient. Had
his malady been understood at first the
result might have been different; Lut
‘“jhen. the Nova Scotia physician saw
him it was too late. The dressmaker
and several others contracted the disease

frotm the gown before it was stamped
out.

. 'With respect to the tall, dark woman,
little or nothing was ever ascertained.
The only clue that reached the police
‘was furnished by a householder on the
[Work. estate. He said that a woman,
giving the name of Gourlay, applied
for and hired a room in his house om
the 3rd of January, 1873, paying a
month, in advance. She did her own
cooking in a chafing dish, and all her
belongings were contained in a small
hand valise. The impression of. the
landlord was that the woman was very
Door. She seemed to be an utter stran-
ger and to know no one. When she
left her room it was always in the after-
noon, and she never failed to come back
She went out one after-
noon about a month before Stocker's
body was found and never returned.
Her valise, when searched, contained
very little of value, and not a- single
scrap of paper that might show whoms
she was or where she belonged. The
day of her disappearance coincided, or
nearly as could be ascertained, with the
date on which Rufus saw a woman
struggling with Stocker on the Dallas
road. The pest houge mystery is the
dprkest that has ever agitated police
circles in British Columbia, and I often
t!unk that some day, should explora-
tions be made near the site of the pest
hqnse, another body, that of a female,
Wwill be uncovered,

The reader will want to be told, in
conclusion, what became of the pest
house. One dark night, a year or two
subsequent to the events narrated, the
southern sky was illumined by - a
great’ glare, and when the firemen
reached the scene of conflagration it
Wwas seen that the old pest house was
'wrapped in flames. And so the old build-
ng passed away, like all things made
of mortal I;ands are destined to pass,
and today it would be a difficult task
to point out the spot where it once
stood, and where the mysterious guest

2£dthe Angel came to his mysterious

[Sometime ago, in one of my chapters,

took occasion to deny a published
‘s‘taterqent that the American author of
‘Ben Bolt” wrote “Tell Me Ye Winged
W inds.” I ascribed the latter poem to
_xts rightful author, the Jate {Charles Mac-
kay and proved my assertion beyond
the shadow of a doubt. I find in a late
number of the Chicago ‘Tribune an
article on Lady Flora ‘Hastings, in
which the assertion is made that Lady
lFlgra wrote “Tell Me Ye Wiuged
Wm(_is" at a time when she had been
dismissed from court and wae dying of
a bvqken heart. This statement is pure
rubbish, so far at least as it relateg to
the dying girl having conceived that ex-
quisite poem, which in my opinion, de-
Serves to rank with the finest produc-
tions of the last century. Lady Flora
{Hastings, I need scarcely remind my
readers, was a maid of honor in attend-
ance. on Queen Vietoria, at a..rtime
therself in
ber teens, and had not then met Prince

plowing in his field. e had lately mar-| 'Albert, who, as all the world knows, she

afterwards married. . Wicked court gos-

ing, he attended church with much re|/Victoria, and had erected a comfoxlztabgs ?;p ascribed a tumor, which afflicted
ow

that day the young wife sat on the ver- m 1

T i rertlnnteli of their dwolling i ol otee dalats and the girl wase retired from court.

her husband. She wae engaged in mak-|/She -died three months later, having fret-

baby. | ted herself to death, and a post mortem

Taken altogether, Stocker was| The morning was soft and balmy, and|examination proved. her imnocence. It is

:;gg Filora, to disgraceful eauses.
cal ‘examination confirmed the gos-

The mother of the late

The Hast-

never forgave our late

t in late English history, but my
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