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could be explained, before any servant was
taken into the house. ¢ You'll find it an easy
place, I used to say, ¢ with a liberal table,
good wages, and a deal of leisure ; but there’s
one thing you must make up your mind to:
you must do without looking-glasses While

you're here, for there is n’t one-in the house,

and, what's more, there never will be.””

«'But how did you know there never would
be one 77 I asked.

«Lor bless you, sir! If you'd seen and
heard all that 'd seen and heard, you could
have no doubt about it. Why, only to take
one instance: I remember a particular day
when my master had occasion to go into the
housekeeper’s raom, where the cook lived, to
sec about some alterations that were making,
and when a pretty scene took place. The cook
she was a very ugly woman, and awful vain—
bad left a litile bit of a looking-glass, about
six inches square, upon the chimney-piece ; she
bad got it surreptious, and kept it always
locked up; butshe'd left it out, being called
away suddenly, while titivating her hair. I
had seen the glass, and was making for the
chimney-piece as fast as I could; but master
came in front of it before I could get there,
and it was all over in a moment. He gave one
1013; piercing look into it, turned deadly pale,
and, seizipg the glass, dashed it into a hum-
dred pieces on the floor, and then stamped
upon the fragments and ground them into
powder with his feet. He shut himself up for
the rest of that day in his own room, first order-
ing me to discharge the cook, then and there,
at a moment’s notice.”

“ What an extraordinary thing!”
pondering.

“« Ah, sir,” continued the old man, * it was
astonishing what trouble I had with those
women-servants. It was difficult to get any
ihat would take the place at all under the cir-
cumstances. * What, not so much as a mossul
to do one’s‘air at ?” they would say, and they'd
go off, in spite of extra wages. Then those
who did consent to come, what lies they would
tell, to be sure! They would protest that they
did 'nt.want to look in the glass, that they
never had been in the habit of looking in the

lass, and all the while that very wench would

ave her looking-glass, of some kind or another,
hid away among her clothes up stairs. Sooner
or later, she would bring it out too, and leave
it about somewhere or other (just like the
cook), where it was as likely as not that mas-
ter might see it. And then—for girls like
that have no consciences, sir—when I had
caught one of ’em at it, she’d turn round as
bold as brass, “ And how am I to know whe-
ther my ’air’s parted straight?” she'd say;
just ag if it had m’t been considered in her
wages that that was the very thing which she
never was to know while she lived in our
house. A vain lot, sir, and the ugly ones
always the vainest. There was no end to their
dodges. They'd have looking-glasses in the
interiors of “their workbox-lids, where it was
next to impossible that I could find 'em, or
inside the covers of hymn-books, or cookery-
books, or in their caddies. .I recollect one
girl—a sly one she was, and marked with the
small-pox. terrible—who was always reading
her prayer-book at odd times. Sometimes I
used to think what a religious mind she’d got,
_ and at other times (depending. on the mood. 1
was in) 1 would conclude that it was the
marriage service she was studying; but- one
day, when I got behind her to satisfy my

T said,

doubts, 1o and bebold! it was the old story,—.

without a frame, fastened into
the outside edges of the sheets
of postage-stamps. Dodges! Why, they'd
keep theic looking-glasses in the gcullery or
the.coal-cellar, or leave them in charge of the
¥anis next. door, or with the milk-woman
roupsd the corngr; but bave'em they would.
:nd. don't mind confessing, sir,” said the old
ran, bripging his long speech to an end,
¢ that it was an inconveniency not to bave 80
much 88 s-sexap to shave befors. I used to go
to the barber's.at first, but I soon gave that up,
and took 0 wearing my beard as my master

a bit of glass,
the kiver with

did ; likewise to keeping my hair’—Mr. Masey
touched his head as he spoke—* so short, that
it did n’t require any parting, before or-behind.”

I sat for some time lost in amazement, and
staring at my companion. My curiosity was
powerfully stimulated, and the desire to learn
more was very strong within me.

 Had your master any personal defect,” I
inquired, ¢ which might have made it distress-
ing to him to see his own image reflected ?”

« By no means, sir,” said the old man. * He
was as handsome a gentleman as you would
wish to see,—a little delicate-looking and
care-worn, perhaps, with a very pale face, but
as free from any deformity as you or I, sir. No,
sir, no ; it was nothing of that.”

« Then what was it? What is it?” I asked,
desperately. ¢ Is there no one who is, or has
been, in your master's confidence ?”

“ Yes, sir,” said the old fellow, with his eyes
turning to that window opposite; ‘ there is
one person who knows all my master’s secrets,
and this secret among the rest.”

« And who is that?”

The old man turned round and looked at me
fixedly. * The doctor here,” he said. Dr.
Garden. My master's very old friend.”

« 1 ghould like to speak with this gentleman,”
1 said, involuntarily.

“He is with my master now,” answered
Masey. ¢ He will be coming out presently,
and I think I may say he will answer any
question you may like to put to him.” As the
old man spoke, the door of the house opened,
and a middle-aged gentleman, who was tall
and thin, but who lest something of his height
by & habit of stooping, appeared on the step.
0ld Masey left me in & moment. He muttered
something about taking the doctor’s directions,
and hastened across the road. The tall gentle-
man spoke to him for & minute or two very
seriously, probably about the patient up stairs,
and it then scemed to me from their gestures
that T myself was the subject of some further
conversation between them. At all events,
when old Masey retired into the house, the
doctor came across to where I was standing,
and addressed me with a very agreeable amile.

 Jolin Masey tells me that you are interest-
ed in the case of my poor friend, sir. Iam now
going back to my house, and, if you don’t
mind the trouble of walking with me, I shall
be happy to enlighten you asfar as I am able.”

1 hasterred to make my apologies and express
my acknowledgments, and we set off together.
When we had reached the doetors house and
were seated in his study, I ventured to inquire
after the health of this poor gentleman.

«T am afraid there is no amendment, nor
any prospect of amendment,” said the doctor.
« (Old Masey has told you something of his
strange condition, has he not?”

t Yes, he has told me something,” I answer-
ed; “and he says yon know all about it.”

Dr. Garden looked very grave. “1I don't
know all about it. I only know what happens
when he comes into the presence of a looking-
glass. But as to the circumstances which have
led to his being haunted on the strangest
fashion that I ever heard of, I know nomore of
them than you do.”

« Haunted?” T ropeated. ‘ And in the
strangest fashion that you ever heard of ?”

Dr. Garden smiled at my eagerness, seemed
to be collecting his thoughts, and presently
went on :— :

¢ T made the acquaintance of Mr. Oswald
Strange in & curious way. It wason board of
an Italian sleamer, bound from Civita Vecchia
to Marseilles. Wo had been travelling all
night. In tho morning I was shqving myself
in_ the cabin, when suddenly. this- man came
behind me, glanced for a- moment into the
small mirror before which I waa. standing, and
then, Without a word of warning, tore it from
the nail, and dashed it to pieces at my feet.
His face was at first livid with passion,—it
geemed to mo rather the passion of fear than
of anger,—bnt it changed-after a moment, and
be seemed ashamed of what he had done.
Well,” continued the doctor, relapsing for &
moment. infe & smile, ¢ of course I was in &

devil of a rage. I was operating on my under-
jaw, and the start the thing gave me caused
me to cut myself. Besides, altogether it seemed
an outrageous and insolent thing, and ¥ gave
it to poor Strange in a style of language
which I am sorry to think of now, but which, »
I hope, was excusable at the time. As to the
offender himself, his confusion and regret, now
that Lis passion was at an end, disarmed me,
He sent for the steward, and paid most libe-
rally for the damage done to the steamboat
property, explaining to him, and to some other
passengers who were present in the cabin
that what hal happened had been acci-
dental. For me, however, he had another
explanation. Perhaps he felt that I must fnow
it to have been no accident,—perhaps he really
«vished to confide in seme one. At all events,
he owned to me that what he had done was
done under the influence of an uncontrollable
impulse,~a seizure which took him, he said,
at times,~—something like a fit. He begged my
pardon, and entreated that I would endeavor
to disassociate him personally from this action,
of which he was heartily ashamed. Then he
attempted a sickly joke, poor fellow, about his
wearing a beard, and feeling a little spiteful,
in consequence, when he saw other people
taking the trouble to shave ; but he said nothing
about any infirmity or delusion, and shortly
after left me.

“In my professional capacity I could not
help taking some interest in Mr. Strange. 1did
not altogether loge sight of him after our sea-
journey to Marseilles was over. I found hima
pleasant companion up te & certain point ; but
I always felt there was a reserve about him.
He was uncommunicative abount his past life, '
and especially would never allude to anything
connected with his travels or his residence in
Italy, which, however, I could make out had!
been a long one. He speaks Italian well, and' -
seemed familiar with the country, but disliked
to talk about it. i

“During the time we spent together there
were seasons when he was so little himself that
1, with a pretty large experience, was almost
afraid to be with him. His attacks were vio-:
lent and sudden in the last degree; and there"
was one most extraordinary feature connected
with them ; some horrible association of ideas’
took possession of him whenever he foind him- |
gelf before a looking-glass. And, after we had !
travelled together for a time, I dreaded the’
sight of & mirror hanging harmlessly against &
wall, or a toilet-glass standing on & dressing-:
table, almost ag much as he did. H

«Poor Strange was not always affected in
the same manner by a looking-glass. Some-
times it seemed to madden him with fury; at
other times, it appeared to turn him to stone,—
remaining qnotionless and speechless as if at-.
tacked by catalepsy. One night—ths worst’
things always happen at night; and -oftemer
than one would think on stormy nights—we
arrived at a small town jn the central district
of Auverguoe, a place but little known, out of
the line of railways, and to which we had been
drawn, partly by the antiquarian attractions

which the place possessed, and ly by: the
beauty of the scenery. Th;mst":thidb,m :
rather against us. The day had been dull and
murky, the heat stifiing, amd the sky had
threatened mischief since the morning. At
sundown, these threats were fulfiled: The-
thunderstorm which bad been all day conrin;
up—as.it seemed tous, against the m%
over the place where we were lodged; With very

great violence. -
«There are some practical-minded persons

with strong oconstitutions, who deay roundly
thas their fellow-creatures: #re, or can be,
affected, in mind or body; by atmospheric in-
fluences, . I am not a.disciple of that school, -
simply becanse I canuot. believe that those
changes of weatber which have 50 much effect -
upon animals, and even on inanimate- objeets, <
can fail to have some influence on a piecoof
mmin'eg::- sensitive and intricate as the
heman f - 1 think, then, that it was"in
part.owing 10 the disturbed state of tire atmos-

phere. 1, on this particular eveniag, I felt



