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to be in the coffin ; she should really be in the
coffin

; she should be fo-oed and jammed into
It. And his lunati i.nd ix,hu.,in fancy had
added even to that caceptlo... She should
be drugged and ca-iod vo the vault, and
drugged again, and then immured, uncon-
scious but alive ; and if by chance she awoke
from the chloroform .': -, after he had finished
screwing in the screws, so much the better -

bo it was that his mind had worked. And the
scheme had been executed with that courage
that calmness, that audacity, that minute
attention to detail, of which only madmen at
their maddest appear to be capable. Beyond
any question the scheme would have succeeded
had not Hugo, the moment Albert Shawn
uttered the word ' cemetery,' perceived the
general trend of it in a single wondrous flash
of intuition. He had guessed it, and even
while afraid to HeUeve that he was right, had
known absolutely and convincingly that he
was right.

Camilla murmured some phrase, and gave
a sigh as she lay on the gravelled path.

She had recovered from the fatal torpor in
the cool night air. He said nothing, because
he felt that he could do nothing else. Albert
and Simon were certainly looking for him in


