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THE REVERSAL Ol A HASTY CONCLUSION

About the commencement of the present,
century there stood, near the ccntre_of’ a rather
estensive hamlet, not many wmiles distant from
. northern_seaport town, « large, substantially-
puilt, but somewhat strazeling building, kaown
25 Craig Farm (popularly Cron/: Farm) House.
The furm consisted of about one hundred acres
of tolerable arabic and meadow land; and at
she time I have indicated, belonged to a farmer
of the name of Armstrong.  He had purchased
it about three years previously, at a sale held
in pursuance of a deeree of the ﬂigl} Court of
(hancery, for the purpose of liguidating certain
costs ineurred in the suit of Ceaig versns Craig,
which the said high eourt had nursed so long
and suceessfully, as to cnable the solicitor to
the victorious claimant to incarcerate his tri-
umphant client for several years in the Fleet,
in © satisfaction™ of the charges of victory re-
maining due after the proceeds of the sule of
(raie ari had been deducted from the gross
total. Farmer Armstrong was married, but
childless; his dame, like himself) was a native
of Devonshire. They bore the character of &
pledding, taciturn, morosc-nanaered couple ;
seldom leaving the furmn except to attend war-
ket. and rarely scen at chureh or chapel, they
naturally enough beeame objects of suspicion
and dislike to the prying, gossipping villagers,
to whom mystery or reserve of any kind was
of course excecdingly annoying and unpleasant.

Spon after Armstrony wus scttled in his new
purchase, another stranger arrived, and took up
lis abode in the best apartments of the house.
The new-comer, @« man of about fifty years of
age, and cvidently, from his dress and gait, a
seafaring person, was as reserved and unsoeial
as his lundlord. His name, or at least that
which he chose to be kuown by, was Wilson,
He had one child, a daughter, about thirtcen
years of age, whom he placed at a boarding-
school in the adjucent town. He scldom saw
her ; the intercourse hetween the father and
daughter being principally earried on through
Mary Strugnell, & widow ef about thirty yeurs

of age, and @ native of the pluce. She was en-
vaged as a scrvant to Mr. Wilson, and scldom
left Craig Farm except on Sunday afternoons,
when, if the weather was at all favorable, she
paid a visit to an aunt living in the town;
there saw Misx Wilsan; and returned home
usunlly at half-past ten o'clock—later rather
than carlier. Armstrong was occasionally ub-
sent from his home for several days together,
on business, it was rumercd, for Wilson; and
on the Sunday in the first week of January,
1802, hoth he and his wife had been wway for
upwards of & week, and were not yet J‘etumcg.

About a (uarter past ten o'clock on that
evening the curly-retiring inhabitants of the
humlet were roused from their slumbers by a
loud, continuous knocking at the front door of
Armstrong’s house: louddr and louder, more
and more vchement and impatient, resounded
the hlows npon the stillucss of the night, till the
soundest sleepers were awakened,  Windows
were hastily tirown open, and preseatly numer-
ous footsteps approached the scene of growing
hubbub, The unwonted unoise was caused, it
was found, by Farmer Armstrong, who, accow-
panied by his wife, was thundering vehemently
apon the door with a heavy bluck-thorn stick.
Still no answer was obtained. Mrs, Strugnell,

" it was supposed, had not returned from town;
but where was Mr. Wilson, who was almost al-
ways at home both day and wight?  Presently
a lad called out that a white shees or cloth of
some sort was hanging out of one of the back
windows, This aunouncement, confirming the
vague apprehensions which iad begun to germ-
inate in the wisc heads of the villagers, dis-
posed them to adopt a mare_cffectual mode of
obtaining admission than knocking seemed
likely to prove. Johnson, the constable of the
parish, a man of great shrewdness, at once pro-
posed to brouk in the door. Armstong, who,
as well as his wife, was deadly pale, and trem-
bling violently, cither with cold or agitation,
hesifatingly consented, and crow-bars being
procured, wn entrance was forced, and in rt_xshc‘d
1 seore of excited men. Armstrong’s wife, it
was afterwards remembered, cuught hold of her
lusband’s arm in 2 hurried, frightencd manner,
whispered hastily in his car, and then both fol-
lowed into the house.

“ Now, farmer,” cricd Johmson, as soon as
he had procured a light, © lead the way up-
sbairs,”

Armstrong, who appeared to have somewhat
recovered from his panie, darted at once up the
stairease, followed by the whole body of rus-
tics. Onreaching the landing-place, he knocked
at Mr. Wilson's bedroom door. No answer
was roturned.  Armstrong scemed to hesitate,
but the constable at once lifted the lateh ; they
entered, and then a melancholy speetacle pre-
sented itself,

Wilson, completely dressed, lay extended on
the floor a lifeless corpse. He had been stabbed
in two places in the breast with some sharp-
pointed instrument. Life was quite extinct.
The window was open. On farther inspectien,

,severul bundles contuming many of Wilson's

foreed open.
been disturbed, and had hurried oft by the
window without their plunder. A hat was also
picked up in the room, a shiny, bluck hat,
much too small for the decensed. The consta-
ble snatehed it up, and attempted to clap it on
Armstrong’s head, but it was not nearly large
enough, This, together with the bundles, dis-
sipated a suspicion which had been growing in
Johnson’s mind, and he roughly exclaimed,
¢ You nced not look so seared, farmer; it'snot
you: that’s quite clear.”

To this remark neither Armstrong nor his
wife answered a sylluble, but continned to' gaze
at the corpse, the bundles and the broken loeks,
in bewildered terror and astonishment. Pre-
sently some one asked if anybody had seen Mys.
Strugnell ?

The question roused Armstrong, und hesaid,
¢« She is not come home; her door is locked.”

“ How do you know that?”’ ecried the con-
stable, turning sharply round, and looking
keenly in his fuce.  “ How do you know that ?”

“ Becuuse—pecause,”” stammered Armstrong,
i beeause she always locks ‘it when she goes
out.”

¢ Which is her room ?”

¢« The next to this.”

They hastened out and found the
was fast,

“ Are you there, Mrs, Strugnell 7" shouted
Johnson,

There was no reply.

¢ Slie is never home till half-pust ten o’clack
on Sunday eveuings,”” remarked Armstrong in
a ealmer voice.

¢ The key iy in the lock on the inside,'” eried
a young mun who had bheen striving to peep
through the keyhole.

“ Mrs. Strugnell, are you there ?”’ once more
shouted the constable, e wus answered by a
low moan, In an instant the frail door was
burst in, and Mrs, Strugnell was soon pulled
out, apparently more dead than alive, from un-
derneath the bedstead, where she, in specehless
consternation, lay partially concealed.  Placing
hier in a chair, they soon sueceded—much more
casily, indeed, than they anticipated—in re-
storing her to consciousness, Nervously she
vlanced round the circle of eager faces that en-
vironed her, till her eyes fell upon Avmstrong
and his wife, when she gave a loud shrick, :amd
muttering + They, they ure the mmrderers,”
swooned, or appeared to do so, again instantly.

The accused persons, in spite of their frenzied
protestations of innocence, were instantly scized
and then taken off to o place of security; Mrs.
Strugnell was conveyed to a neighbor's close
by; the house wus carefully secured; mnd the
agitated and wondering villugers departed to
their several homes, but not, I faney, to sleep
any more that night.

The deposition made by Mrs. Strauuell at
the inquest on the body was in substanee as
follows :

« On the afternoon in question she had, in
accordance with her usual custom. procceded
to town. She called on her aunt, took ten with
her, and afterwards went to the Independent
Chapel.  After serviee, she called to see Miss
Wilson, but was informed that, in consceuence
of a severe cold, the young Indy was gone to
bed. She then immediately proceeded home-
wards, and consequently arrived at Craiz Furm
more than an hour before her usual time, She
let herself in with her latehkey, and proceeded
to her bedroom. There was no light in Mr.
Wilson’s ehamber, but she could hear him moving
about.
having put away her Sunday bonnet and shawl,
when she heard a noise, as of persons entering
by the back way. and walking zently across the
kitchen floor. Alarmed as to who it could be,
Mr. and Mrs. Armstrong not being expected
home for several days, she gently closed the
door and locked it. A few minutes after, she
heard stealthy steps ascending the creaking
stairs, and presently her door was tried, and a
voice in a low hurried whisper said, ¢ Mary, are
you there ?””  She was positive it was Mr, Arm-
strong’s voice, but too terrified to answer. Then
Mrs. Armstronz—she was sure it was she—
said also in & whisper, as if addressing her hus-
band, ¢ She is never buck at this hour. A.
minute or so after there was a tap at Mr, Wil-
son’s door. She could not catch wiat answer
was made, but by Armstrong’s reply she
gathered that Mr, Wilson had lain down and
did not wish to be disturbed. He was often in
the habit of lying down with his clothes on.
Armstrong said, “ I will not disturb you, sir;
Tl only put this parcel on the table, Thereis
no lock to Mr. Wilson's door, Armstrong
stepped into the room, and almost immediately
she heard a sound as of a violent blow, fotlowed
by « deep groan, and then all was still. SJw
was paralysed with horror and fright. After
the lapse of a few seconds, a voice—Mrs, Arm-
strong's undoubtedly—asked in a_tremulous
tone if all was over. Her husband answered
«Yes; but where be the keys of the writing-
desk kept?” ¢ In the little table-drawer,”
was the reply. Armstrong :then came out of
the bedroom, and both went into Mr. Wilson's
sitting apartment, They soon returned, ‘and.

next door

valuables in jewcllery and plate, together with | erept stealthily along the passage to their own
clothes, shirts, silk handkerchicfs, were found. | bedroom on the same floor.
The wardrobe and a seeretary-bureau had been | down stuivs to the kitchen.  One of them—the
The assassins, had, it seemed, , womay, she had no doubt—went out the back
&wuy, and heavy footsteps again ascended the

terawled under the bedstead, and remembered

She was just about to go down stairs,.

They then went

staiirs.  Almost dead with fright, she then
| no more till she found herself surrounded by
Lthe villagers.

In confirmation of this statement, a large
clusp knife belonging to Armstrong, and with
which it was evident the murder had been per-
]putrat,c.d, was found in one corner of Wilson's
bedroom ; and & mortgage deed, for one thou-
sand pounds on Craig Farm, the property of
Wilson, and which Strugnell swore wus always |
kept in the writing-desk in the front room, was
discovered in a chest in the prisoners’ sleeping
apartment, together with nearly one hundred
and fifty pounds in gold, silver and county
bauk-notes, although it was known that Arm-
strong had but a fortnight before declined a
very advantageous offer of some cows he was
desirous of purchasing, under the plea of heing
shovt of eash,  Worse perhaps than all, a key
of the back-door wus found in his pocket,
which not enly confirmed Strugnell’s evidenee,
but clearly demonstrated thint the knocking at
the door for admittance, which had roused and
alarmed the hamulet, was a pure subterfuge.—
The conclusion, therefore, almost universally
arrived at throughout the neighborhood. was,
that Armstrong and his wite were the guilty
purties; and that the bundles, the broken
locks, the sheet hanging out of the window. the
shiny, black hat, were, like the knocking, mere

cunning devices to mislend inquiry.

The ease exelted great interest in the county.
and I esteemed myscll’ professionally fortunate
in Dbeing  sclected  to hold  the brief for
the prosccution. I had satisfied myself, by a
perusal of the depositions, that there wus no
doubt of the prizoners’ guilt, and T determined
that no effort on my part should be spaved to
insure the accomplishment of the ends of jus-
tice. T drew the indictment myseil) and in my
opening address to the jury, dwelt with a]l the
foree and eloquence of which I was master upon
the heinous nature of the erime, and the con-
clusiveness of the evidenee by whiek it had heen
browght home to the prisopers. T may here,
by way of parenthesis, niention thut I resorted
to a plan In y addvess to the jury which T
have scldom known to fail. Tt consizted in
fixing my eyes aud addressing my language to
gach juror one after the other. In this way
cach considers the address to be an appeal to
his individual intelligence, and responds to 1t by
falling into the views{of the burrister,  On this
oceasion the jury cusily full into the trap. 1
conld see that I had thew into the humor of
putting confidence in the evidence I had to
produce.

Thetrial procceded.  The couse of the death
was scientifically stated by two medical men.
Next followed the evidenee as to the finding of
the knife in the hedroom of the decensed; the
discovery of' the mortgage deed, and the large
sum of maoney in the prisoncrs’ sleeping apart-
ment ; the finding the key of the buck-door in
the male prisoters’ pocket; and his demennar
ind expressions on the night of the perpetration
of the erime.  In the cross-examination of the
constable, several faets entirely new to me were
clicited by the very able counsel tor the prison-
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! Tso tell ye all about it.

ers.  Their attorney had judicionsly maintained
the strictest sceresy as to the nature of the de-
fense, so that it now took mwe completely by |
surprise. The constable, in reply to questions |
by counsel, stated that the pockets of the de-
ceased were empty ; that not ounly his purse,
but « eold watch, chain and scals, which he
usually wore, had vanished, and no trace of
them liad a3 yet been discovered.  Many other
things were also missing. A younzman of the !
name of Pearee, apparently a sailor. had been |
scen in the village once or twice in the com-
pany of Mary Strugnell; but he did not notice
what sort of hat he generally wore; he had not
seen Pearce sinee the nieht the crime was com-
mitted ; had not sought for him,

Mary Strugnell was the next witness. She
repeated her previous evidence with precision
and apparent sincerity, and then I abundoned
her with a mixed fecling of anxiety and cu-
riosity to the counscl for the defense. A sub-
tle and able cross-examination of more than two
hours’ duration followed ; und at its conclusion
I felt that the case for the prosccution was so
damaged, that a verdiet of condemmnition wax.
or ought to be, out ef the question. The
salient points dwelt upon, ind varied in every
possible way, in this long sifting, were these:

« What was the reason she did not return in
the evening in uestion to her aunt's to supper
as usual 2"

¢ She did not know, except that she wished
to get heme.” .

% Did she keep compuny with a muan of the
name of Pearce 7"’

% She had walked out with him once or
twice.”

¢ When was the last time ?”

¢ She did not remember.”

«Did Pearce walk with her home on. the
night of the murder ?” L

t« No."”

51

“ Yes; part of the way.”

“Did Pearce sometimes wear a black, shiny
hat 7"

% No—yes; she did not remewmber,”

“ Where was Pearce now 7™

“ She didu't know.”

¢ ITad she seen him since 27

“No."”

“Had Mr. Wilson cver threatened to dis-
charge her for insolence to Mrs, Armstrote ¥

“Yes; butshe knew he was not in carnest.”

“Wus not the eclusp-kunife that lLad been
found always left in the kitchen for eulinary
purposes ”

_“No—not always; generally—Dbut not this
time that Armstrong went away, <he was sure,”

“ Mary Strugnell, you be a falsesworn wo-
man betore God aud mwan!” inteveupted the
prisoner, with great vielenee of mumner,

The outbreak of the prisoner was checked
and rebuked by the judee, end  the eross-ex-
amination soon alter elosed.  1Iad  the counsel
been allowed to follow up his advantage by an
address to the jury, he would, [ doubt not,
spite of their prejudices against the prisoners,
have obtained an acquittal; but ax it was, after
a neutral sort of charge from the judee, by no
uieans the ablest that then adorned the beneh,
the jurors, having deliberated for something
more than half wn hour, returned into court
with a verdict of “ guilty” against both prison-
ers, aceompanying it, however, with o strong
recommendation to werey.

“Merey V' osaid the Judge.
On what ground 2"

The jurers staved at cach other and at the
judge; they had no reason to wive!  The fact
wax, their conviction of the prisoners’ puilt had
been very much shuken by the erossexamina-
tion of the chief’ witness for the prosccutian,
and this recommendation was & compromise
which conscience made with doubt, T have
known many such instances.

The usual rvidiculous formality of asking the
wretehed conviets what they had to urge why
sentence should not be passed upon them was
wone through; the judge, with unmoved feel-
ings, put on the fatal exp; =nd then a new and
mysterious, hewildering affair,

“8top, my lord 7 exeliimed  Armstrong,
with rough vchemenee, ¢ ear me speak !
Tl tell ye all about it; T will indeed, my lord.
Quiet, Marthay T tell ye.  Iv's T, mylord, that's
cuilty, not the woman.  God bless ye, my lord,
not the wife!  Doun’t hurt the wife, and T'se
teil ye all about it. T clowe am vuilty—not,
the Lord be praised, of murder. but of rob-
bery 1

“John ! John I"* sobbed the wilh ¢linging
passionately to her husband, ¢ let us dic toge-
ther P

“ Quict, Martha, T tell ye!

“ What for?

Yex, my lord,
T was gene away, wife
and I, for more nor a weck, to receive money
for Mr. Wilson, an aceount ol smugeled goods
—that money, my lovd, ws was fowd in the
chest.  When we came home on that dreadful
night, my lord. we went in back way; mnd
hearing a volse, T went up stairs, and found
poor Wilson stone-dead on the floor, T were
dreadful skeared, and et drop the eandle. T
culled to wite. and told her of 1it.  She seream-
ed out and wweist {uinted away,  And then,
my lord, all at unee the devil shot it into my
hdd to keep the money T had brought; and

Plnowing as the keys of the desk where the

mortzage writing was kept was in the bedroom,
[ crept back. us that falxe hearted womun said,
got the key~. and took the deed; and then I
persuaded wife, who had heen trembling in the
kitehen all the while, that we had better go out
again, a8 there was nobody in the house but us;
L had tried that woman's door—aund we might
perhaps be taken for the murderers.  And so
we did - and that's the downright, honest truth,
my Jord.  Um vightly served; but God hless
you, doant It the woman- —wy wife, my lovd,
these thirty years.  Five-md-twenty years ago
come May, which T shall never sce, we buried
our two children. Had they lived, I might
have been a better mun, but the place they lefé
empty was soon filled up by love of cursed luere,
and that has brought me here.  Ideserve it
but oh, merey, my lord ! mercy, good gentle-
nien " —turning from the stony fentures of the
judge to the jury, as if they could help him—
“not for me, but the wife. She be as innocent of
this us o new-born babe. It'sI!—I ! scoundrel
that I be, that has brought thee, Martha, to
this shametul pass 1"

The rugged man snuatehed his life-companion
to his breust with' passionate emotion, and tears
ol remorse and, agony streamed down his rough
cheeks.

I was deeply affected, and felt that the man
had uttered the whole wuth. It was evidently
one of those eases in which a person linble to
suspicion dwmeges his own cause by resorting
to a trick. No doubt, by his act of theft, Arm-
streng had been driven to an expedient which
would not have been adopted by a man perfectly

tinnocent, And thus, from one thing o another,

the charge of murder had been fixed upon him
and his hapless wife. When his confession had

been uttered, I felt a species of self.nccusation |

in having contributed to his destruction, and
gladly would I'have undene tho whole day’s

-« Not-part of the way ¥’
e

B proceedings. Thejudge on the. contrary,

A

was-

quict undisturbed. Viewing the harangue of
Armstrong as a mere tissue of falsehoods, he
coolly pronownced sentence of death on the
prisoners, They were to he hunged on Mon-
day.  This was ¥Friday.

*“ A bud job,” whispered the counsel for the
delense, as he passed me.  “That witness of
yours, the woman Strugnell, is the real cul-
prit.”

I tusted no dinper that duy; T was siek at
heart; for T (et as if' the blood of two {ellow-
ereatures was on my hands,  In the evening I
sallied forth to the judge’s lodging:,  He lis-
tened to all T had to say; but was quite im-
perturbable.  The obstinate old wan was sa-
tislied that the sentence was as it should be,—
I returned to my inn in afvver of despair.—
Without the approval o' the judge, Tknew that
an application to the secretary of' state was

futile.  There was not even time to send to
Loudon, unless the judge had granted a re-
spite,

All Saturday and Swnlay T was in misery.
I denounced capital punishment as a oross
iniuity—a national sin and diserace ; my feel-
ings of course being  influenced somewhat by a
reeolleetion of that weliappy affair of Harvey
noticed in my previous paper, T hall resolved to
give up the bar; and rather go and sweep the
streets for a livelthood, tim van the risk of”
getting poor people hanged who did not deserve
it.

On the Monlay morning T was pacing up
and down my breakfast-raoom in the next assize
town, in a state ol wreat exeitement, when g
chatse-and-four drove vapidly up to the hotel,
and out jumped Johuson the constable, i
tale was soon told.  On the previous evening,
the landlady of the Black Swan, a road side
public house about four miles distant from the
seene of the wurder, veuding the name of
Pearce in the report of the trial in the Sunduy
county paper, sent for Jolhnson (o state thag
that person had on the fatal evening called and
left 2 portmanteau in her churge, promising to
c_ul] for it In an hour, but had never hoen there
smee.  On opening the portmantenn, Wilson's
wateh, chnin and seals and other property, were
discovered in it; and Johuson lad, as soon as
it were possible, set off in sexreh of we.  In-
stantly, for there wus not & moment to spare, 1,
in compuny with Armstrong’s eounsel, rouaht,
the judge, and with some “difficulty obtained
from hint o formal order to the sheriff to sns-
pend the execution till further orders. Off L
and the constable started, and happily arrived
in time to stay the execution, and deprive the
already asserbled mab of the brntal exhibition
{ they so anxiously awdited,  On inquiring for
Mary Strugnell, we found that she had ab-
seondad o the evening of the tril,  All seareh
for her proved vain.

Five months had passed away; the fate of
Armstrong and’ his wife was still undecided,
when @ message was brought to my chambers
in the Temple from & woman sutd to be dying
in 8t. Bartholomew's Hospital. 1t was Mury
Strugnell; who, when in a state of intoxivation
had fallen down in front of u curriage, a8 she
was crossing near Holbora  TIill and had both
her legs broken,  She was dying miserably,
and had sent for me to muke « full confession
rclative to Wilson's murder.  Armstrong’s ac-
count was perfectly correct.  The decd was
eommitted by Pearce, and they were packing
up their plunder when they were startled by
the unexpected return of the Armstrongs,—
Peurce, snatching up a hundle and a portman-
teau, escaped by the window; she had not
nerve enough to attempt it, aud crawled back
to her bedroom, where she, watching the doings
of the farmer through the chincks of the parti-
tion which separated her room from the pags-
nge, concocted the story which convicted the
prisoners. Pearee thinking himeself pursued,
too heavily encumbered for rapid flight, lett
the portmanteau as deseribed, intending to call
for it in the morning, if his fcars proved ground-
less. He, however, had not courage to risk
calling again, and made the best of his way to-
London. He wus now in Newgate under sen-
tence of death for 2 burglary accompanied by
personal violence to the inmates of the dwelling
he und his ging had entered and robbed.” 1
took care to have the deposition of the dying
wretch put into proper form ; aund the result
was, after & great deal of petitioning and wor-
rying of authoritics, a full pardon for both
Armstrong and his wife. They sold Oraig
Farm, and removed to some other part of the
country, where, I never troubled myself to in-
quire, Deeply grateful was I to be able at.
last to wash my hands of an affair which had
cost me so much anxicty and vexation ; albeit
the lesson it afforded me of not coming hastily
to a conclusion.

Solidified Lecr is the latest thing out. It is fixed
up like concentrated milk, so that the material for a
Aquare drunk may be carried on the point of & pen-
knife. A man can carry enough in his vest pocket
to ruin a temperance society, '

“Whot did you step on my dress for?’ asked an
irate -wife: of hior husband, - I'should think you
might sce.”. “You forget. my dear,” answered the
moek husband, “that-love igblind ¥ = .

An Indianapolis gentleman’s claim. fot- divorce.is
‘based on .the ground thaf when. hemarried, four;
weeks age, his'wif’s hair was. black, but now. it i
rod -enough 'to*dntitle ‘hor to ‘thé\iront'tank infa’
-torchlight. proce SRR '




