
man had not served, for 
word "escaped,” and the date of the 
escape, “November 30th, 1904,” were 
noted in the margin. A little later on I 
read an Irish name in the list; that of 
a certain Michael Keating, then living 
in Illinois avenue, at Chicago. Here, 
again, a marginal note stated the 
simple fact that the man had been 
sentenced at Chicago to imprisonment 
for fifteen years, and was then under
going his punishment.

These were odd things to read, you 
will admit; and when, later in. my 
work, I came upon a woman's name, I 
confess that my curiosity did get the 
better of me. The entry to which I 
refer concerned a certain Mademoiselle 
Mamavieff; and she, if the note were 
trustworthy, had* recently visited 
many cities. A minute inspection of 
the writing led me to the conclusion 
that the lady had fled from Baku just 
seven months ago; had been traced to 
Vienna and a house in the Market 
Place there; had gone back to Buda; 
thence down into Bosina, when she had 
passed to Venice, and lived for a few 
weeks at a poor house by the Mer- 
ceria. Again upon the road, this rest
less Mademoiselle Mamavieff is next 
heard of at Rome, in a shabby street 
near Santa Maria, in Cosmedin. I find 
her again at Monte Carlo, where she 
put up for just five days at the Hotel 
Belle Isle. She goes thence to Paris, 
and there is lost, but not without last
ing efforts to trace her whereabouts; 
for I read many endeavors in 
place and that, and always without re
sult. Thus the conclusion comes to me 
that my patron is greatly interested in 
the travels of Mademoiselle Pauline 
Mamavieff, and as anxious as a man 
could be to discover the city which 
harbored her.

Now some people, I suppose, would 
have grinned about all this, and found 
it mightily amusing. I don’t know 
why it should be so,^but the fact is 
there, that we laugh at a Ipver whose 
secret is discovered, and think that we 
ourselves are altogether above such 
weakness. We have too much common 
sense, or believe that we have, to de
scend to any such folly, and we make 
fine faces over the poor devil who has 
been caught in the trap, and are ready 
enough to mock him. I will grant you 
that I did begin to think it possible 
that Mr. Cavanagh was very much in 
love with Pauline Mamavieff; but I 
had too much respect for him to pry 
into the affair, and I hope that I did 
what I could to follow the instructions 
with which he had honored me. Care
fully and minutely I made my re
searches in the books, and recorded 
them upon the paper. This sheet, I 
would write, had houses of some re
spectability—that was a mere slum. 
My own travels helped me everywhere 
to a degree beyond belief. I could often 
describe the localities concerned from 
my own memory of them. I flattered 
myself that I knew the slums of Paris 
even better than the touts and rascals 
who frequent the Folies Bergeres and 
the Moulin Rouge. And where this was 
the case, be sure I took advantage of 
it. Indeed, I thought the work well 
dqne, and was in no way ashamed of

Let the impression pass, however. 
There I stood at the window watching 
these two by the cold grey light of 
dawn, and there I saw the dun rise and 
put her golden spell upon the garden 
If I played an eavesdropper's part my 
just curiosity must be its own ex
cuse. I knew nothing of that which 
the men discussed; nothing of the rea
sons which brought them together 
when all the world was sleeping. Could 
I have overheard their words they 
would not have enlightened me. Such 
odd phrases as I caught came in a 
speech like to none I had heard before. 
Their gestures wrote the story of a 
mystery I could not even begin to fath
om. When they separated, the Alger
ian going over to the stables, Mr. 
Cavanagh remaining where he stood, 
I drew back from the window and re
solved to watch him no more. Another 
thought had come to me, one more en
grossing. Had I not the shreds of the 
paper which the pock-marked rogue 
out of Algeria had Just been reading? 
Laboriously, and with blackened fin
gers, I gathered the 'pieces from the 
hearth and tried to put them together. 
It had been the news page to which 
Mr. Cavanagh turned with such in
terest, and the second column of the 
news page which he had invited his 
servant to read. How did that help 
me, you ask. I answer, not at all.

A trifling railway accident at North
ampton, a borough council wrangle in 
some London suburb — these and 
the accident at Paris, where an ex
plosion in a laboratory had killed four 
—men supposed to be Anarchists— 
what had these to do with Jehan Cav
anagh and his business? The mystery 
remained incomprehensible.

And I gave it up at last, and tired 
and cold and greatly troubled, I crept 
into my bed and slept as I had not 
done since I was a child.

evidence that I had not dreamed. So 
much I myself admitted almost as soon 
as I switched on the light; and, laugh
ing at myse'f as I had often done before 
when a nightmare plagued me, I drop
ped my head upon the pillow again and 
once more invited sleep. This time she 
refused me all her charities. I could 
not sleep a wink—I could hardly rest 
in bed.

Now, here was a circumstance which 
need not have troubled me at all. Good 
digestion in my case clearly had not 
watted upon good appetite. I had eaten 
a big dinner, and had eaten it after 
nine o’clock. The imps of wakefulness 
who held carnival in my head were 
imps begotten of soles a la Mictoria 
md souffle en surprise. This I told my
self when I had suffered a good half- 
iour of it and still could not sleep a 
•vink. A civil war raged where all 
hould have been peace; and for that, 
ne book, taken as required, could be 
he only remedy.
There were books in the room—so 

luch I noted directly I entered it. A 
opy of “Famous Trials” had not es

caped my vigilant observation, nor a 
well-thumbed edition of Thiers "French 
Revolution.” The latter can hardly be 
recommended as a bed-book, and yet, 
for some reason I do not pretend to di
vine, I took it up and read some pages 
of it upon this night in question. When 
I put it down I knew that I had heard 
my phantom cry a second time, and 
that it was no phantom at all, but a 
very real appeal, weird and human and 
awful, and plainly proceeding from the 
opposite side of the quadrangle to that 
in which my bedroom lay. Judge of 
my astonishment at this. Imagine how 
I lay and listened; boy that I was 
amongst strangers, my suspicious 
awakened already, all my faculties 
quickened during the last four-and- 
twenty hours.

A human cry at the dead of night, 
an awful voice of woe and grief, this 
is what I had heard as plainly as a 
man can hear anything' at all in this 
world and as unmistakably. You may 
be tempted to say that the dream 
still troubled me, that I was not quite 
awake, and far from being master of 
my senses. But I can answer that I 
had just been reading my Thiers and 

understood him better. For the
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by a starcase decorated and panelled 
in the modern fashion, and had win
dows on both sides—mere loopholes to
wards the park, but wide French win
dows towards the rose-garden, and 
balconies before them.

When I had washed myself and gone 
down, I found that we were to dine in 
the very gem of a sale a manger,. fur
nished so discreetly that none but a 
great artist could have achieved it. 
This was in the fashion of the private 
rooms you find in the greatest of the j 
French hotels; but it was decorated 
with priceless furniture, and. would 
have satisfied even a connoisseur.

I shall say nothing of this dinner. To 
be candid, I was so tired and worn out 
both by excitement and fatigue that I 
remember little about it. Mr. Cavanagh, 
on his part, seemed no less preoccupied, 
and our talk of commonplace things 
would have been ridiculous had it not 
been so natural. One moment of it, 
however, stuck in my mind, and that 
was when he spoke of the recent trial 
of the Belgian anarchist, Norent, and 
laughed at the inadequate sentence 
which a judge had pronounced upon 
the ruffian.

"There is no courage in Enrope to
day,” he said; "if there were, one 
brave man would exterminate these 
people as a terrier kills rats. But our 
ministers are afraid of them, and the 
police shrink from overt action because 
of the ministers. Here in England you 
name cowardice liberty, and plume 
yourself upon It. When the awakening 
comes—and it will be a great awaken
ing—those who perish will be the vic
tims, not of oppression, but of craven 
governments. Remember it, Mr. Inger- 
sall, whenever you read that this or 
that mad assassin is known to the 
police, say that the police are afraid 
of him, because the ministers are 
afraid. It is the truth; but it is a truth 
for which a heavy price will yet be 
paid by humanity.”

He did not encourage! me to make 
other than a comfiionplace answer to 
this; and we changed the subject al
most immediately to speak of modern 
athletes and of British supremacy 
which other nations were challenging. 
I, naturally, was all for our own play
ers, while he, I discovered, believed 
that the physique of the. American 
would ultimately give them the cham
pionships.

"Their climate,” he said, “will beat 
you. When they come here, you do not 
see them àt their best. I grant that you 
still keep youf end up at tennis and 
rowing and cricket. But I don't like to 
think too milch about the future. I am 
sure It Is their sunshine we have most 
to fear. You know that I have always 
been a bit of an athlete myself—I 
would sooner make a hundred at the 
wicket than twenty thousand on the 
stock exchange any day. Perhaps you 
will be -aMe-to-glve me~a thrashing at 
tennis; you have nineteen years in your 
favor, but I shall make you go all the 
way, and you will keep me young. 
Here, at The Fen, I try to forget every 
other interest but that of my own 
health. I would play the boy’s part, 
and play it thoroughly. I strive to be 
alone and to live my life free from 
the commercial tentacles which hold 
me back. It is sometlÿng to cast them 
off for a few days. It would be much 
to cast them off for ever.”

I had it upon my tçngue to say that 
he could do so without much sacrifice 
if he had the mind; but the same thing 
is said to rich men by fools every day, 
and we know that a millionaire can no 
more cast the skin of his wealth than 
a dog change his paws. So I made 
some other answer to Mr. Cavanagh, 
and, when we had talked a good deal 
about American tennis and why they 
could not beat our best men, the butler 
served us with coffee and cigarettes. 
Almost immediately upon this, my host 
bade me good-night.

"We have much to talk of to-rtior-

CHAPTER IV (Continued).
Now, this was a curious thing at the 

best, and set me thinking deeply. Mr. 
Cavanagh’s explanation, that the news
papers would track him to the North 
Pole if he went there, seemed to me 
quite unsuited to the circumstances. 
No one could follow a forty horse
power car In which to do the business. 
We had turned out of a high road upon 
which no man, woman/$r child had 
been seen since we left the outskirts 
of Cambridge. Here in this dark lane, 
where the hedges towered formidably 
above * us and hardly a glow of the 
twilight could penetrate, the need of 
powerful headlights was tenfold. And 

e yet the fellow out of Africa—for iuch I 
would call him—deliberately turned 
them out! and, more than that, went 
back to the high road and took a swift 
glance up and down it before resum
ing his place upon the front seat. These 
are the facts which set me thinking. I 
leave you .to judge with what teason.

We were in a narrow lane, then, 
without headlights; our engine throt
tled down to complete silence, and not 
as much as a single blast of our pow
erful horn to warn any wayfarer we 
might meet. The next:viéw I had was 
of a wilderness which looked like the 
common of a deserted village—an oval 
of green with cottages about it; but 
these cottages were all tumbling down 
and empty, and a church . close oy 
seemed in no better state of ^repair. By 
this we went for a hundred yards or 
more, and then, turning sharply, the 
car came to a halt, and, I perceived 
that we were at. the gates of a lodge, 
and that a man was opening to us. It 
was too dark to see the fellow, or to 
take any notice of him, ând, for that 
matter, f.we were not detained thirty 
seconds in all, I suppose. From this 
point a good drive carried us. a little 
Way in the open; and then through a 
close-set wood to pne of the flattest 
parks that can exist in all England to
day. I know the districl round about 
Cambridge véry wèlJU tiut " ly had never 
imagined the existence of such -a cul
tivated estate upon tlie very flat of the 
Fens; and when, after little while, 
the house came suddenly to my view, I 
thought it quite remarkable that it had 
escaped the note-book of the antiquary, 
and enjoyed a splendid obschWr even 
in this twentieth century.

I say that the house came suddenly 
to my view, and this is no ordinary 
manner of speaking. So dark was the 
night that I should never have sreen! it 
at all, but for an electric searchlight 
set upon a tower some way from the 
mansion- This, without any pfèliminr 
ary warning at all, hurst for an in
stant, into a great dazzling *et,c of 
light, feyolying like the lanetrn-of a 
warship, and showing me almpst.Jhç 
very blades of grass by. which wë 
passed.

As the house itself came within its 
aureole I might have imagined my
self at the gate of a mediaeval chat
eau set upon the gtfteat plhin of Tour
aine or by the valley of the Garonne. 
A forest of rounded towers declared 
their battlements and lattices to the 
sky, and stood up menacingly above a 
lake or river, I knew not which.' Had 
I made .a guess, I" would have^-hàmëd 
it for an old Norman building, or per
haps have given it even *an earlier 
birth. There was no visible evidence 
of modernity whatever; but, remember, 
I saw it by the flash of a searchlight, 

the whole vision was that of an 
instant, Mr. Cavanagh himself nat
urally heard my startled exclamation 
when the light flashed out, and seemed 
pleased that I should be astonished.

"That is my observatory,” he ex
claimed, and added quickly, "It to also 
one of my* fads. We like to-see who Is 
about the place at night, though my 
lcbepers do not altogether approve of 
my methods. I shall tell you nothing 
about the house, for you wifi criticise 
it for your self in five minutes’ time. 
It is a very old house; in faut,. I may 
say that it was little more than a, shell 
two years ago. But builders have been 
clever, and you will enter upon the pos
session at least of as ourioùs a habita
tion as there is in your country to-day. 
To-morrow I will make my apologies 
for taking out the lease in your name

I looked at him as though he had 
slapped, hie on tho face.

"In my name, sir?”
“Certainly; in your name* Mr. In- 

gersoll. Enter, and take possession— 
and qifarrel with^me afterwards. There 
is Bain at the door.. We wjll not dress 
to-night. It must be after nin 

The car stopped as he spoke, and a 
bland, and very English .butler came 
out to meet us. L had not a single 

^word to say while I followed my patron 
to the hall, nor afterwards when a 

.ïootman conducted
The world had changed, -sorely, since I 
left Cambridge jtbto morning. I was 
Bruce Ingersoll still, but could
tell me what the amazing events por
tended. - V .
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and began to think that I could guess 
the reason why Mr. Cavanagh had 
brought me to this house. I thought 
that his love of Cambridge and 'Var
sity life chose me to be his secretary 
and companion in the country. He had 
made certain inquires about me, and 
discovered that I was a pretty good all
round man, in addition to my "First” 
in moral science and the open scholar
ship in mathematics I took at school. 
No other explanation fitted in so well 
with the circumstances, and I had got 
quite into a comfortable mood about it 
when I thought of the scene at the hotel 
and the evening paper which had so 
upset him. This paper, you will remem
ber, I brought in my pocket with me 
from London, and now I searched for 
It eagerly, for I was keen to discover 
what kind of news it was that could 
affect a man like Mr. Cavanagh even in 
the presence of a stranger.

Well, the paper was very much 
crumpled up when I found it, and I 
must say that the laugh was all agaiitot 
me when at length I smoothed it out 
and began to readmit. You know the 
kind of thing there is in evening papers 
—so-called racy gossip about horses; 
some scandal, perhaps, with a parson 
in it; the story of a Countess and her 
jewels; and a lot of light-headed para
graphs. These I read through that 
night, and then wondered what on earth 
they would do with Mr. Cavanagh. As 
for the news, it could not possibly con
cern him. There had been a pit disaster 
in France, and a ship had gone down 
somewhere off Vancouver. The ru
moured resignation of the government 
filled a " column and a half. I read a 
long parapraph headed "The Biter Bit
ten,” and found it to contain an ac
count of a German anarchist who had 
blown himself up in a laboratory in 
Paris and threè of his accomplices with 
him .-The police imagined that the men 
had contemplated an attack upon the 
Princerof Brandenburg, then staying in 
France, and. had been killed by the 
very bombs they intended for innocent 
men and women, and it might be, chil
dren. This was the whole story, and 
certainly it had nothing to do Mr. Ca
vanagh. Why, thén, had he been so ag
itated ?

I pitched the paper from me—took it 
up again and tore it into fragments. 
It may be that I felt some sense of 
shame, and accused myself of spying 
upon one who, so far, had shown me 
nothing but kindness. After all, what 
were the private affairs of such a man 
as Mr. Cavanagh to me? He had lived 
an honorable life, had made his money 
fairly, and had done charitable deeds 
which every tongue extolled. Who was 
I to Tseek out deeper truth of his life 
or even to desire such knowledge? In
deed, I was ashamed; and undressing 
quickly, I switched off the electric light 
and must have fallen asleep almost as 
soon as my head touched the pillow.

CHAPTER VII.
The Woman and the Child.

The tongue is generally In the cheek 
when we apologize for sleeping over 
late, and I confess that I am no cham
pion of early hours. It’s all very well 
to be up with the lark; but a man 
who keeps such hours should be to bed 
with the fowls, and that’s no gay pro
ceeding, anyway.

None the less I was very much an
noyed when I awoke at the House of 
the Fen, and discovered that it was 
nearly 10 o’clock. What would Mr. 
Cavanagh think of me? What should I 
say for myself? Here was a nice recom
mendation for an untried secretary, 
that he should promise to be ready for 
a trot through the park at seven- 
thirty, and actually awake when ten 
had struck. Happily for me, EdwUrd, 
the meek valet, quickly reassured me.

"Mr. Cavanagh did not think you 
would get up, sir,” he said; "he was 
only joking about being in the park. 
He always says the proper time for 
getting up is when you can’t sleep any 
longer. I don’t think you will see him 
to-day. He was not very well after you 
went to bed last night.”
. I said that I was corry to hear It, 
but the news brought back as in a 
flash a vivid memory of the scene I 
had witnessed in the garden, and all 
the wild events of an amazing night. 
If they appeared to ^ne less tèrrible at 
dawn when I was dressed, let the 
glorious June day answer for that. I 
was young, remember, and when one 
is young impressions pass swiftly, to 
be forgotten on the Instant and recall
ed in later years. I could give twenty 
explanations for Mr. Cavanagh’s con
duct now that the sun was up and sill 
the house awake. Nothing seemed 
abnormal to me then; certainly noth
ing had passed to make nie afraid. And 
the day would make plain what the 
night had hidden, I said.

So I dressedl myself; and, having 
been directed thereto by Edward, I 
took breakfast in my own little sitting- 
room which also overlooked the park, 
but not the Italian garden. I found it 
to be a perfect den, small and luxuri
ous, and not unlike my own room at 
Cambridge. Monstrous armchairs up
holstered in crimson stood on either 
side of the fireplace; college pictures 
hung upon the walls; old photographs 
of tennis teams with a certain Bruce 
Ingersoll among the players were all 
about; a book case with cupboards In 

Never had the country the Cambridge fashion jostled a cot
tage piano and a sofa upon which the 

over the war office would have wept tears of 
joyful sleep. The kindly forethought of 
all this both astonished and delighted 
me. How could I fear to work for a 
man who had such consideration for 
my personal comfort? Indeed, I was 

a con- all eager to thank him Immediately, 
and I heard of his indisposition with 
real regret.

“Has Mr. Cavanagh left no Instruc
tions; nothing for me to do, Edward,” 
I asked the valet

"There is something In the library, 
sir, which Mr. Cavanagh would be glad 
if you would see to. It’s a list of streets 
and houses in some foreign places. He 
wants you to search them out in the 
guide^ books, and write him a report 
about them. After that, he tfbinks you 
would like a ride round the grounds, 

I shall not tell you with what in- and you are to order a horse at any 
terest I watched this man’s approach, time you like.”
or how greatly the circumstance probed To this I answered that I would ride 
my curiosity. So much you will read- when I had done the work which Mr. 
ily understand. That the fellow Cavanagh desired me to do; and going 
should be abroad at all at such an down almost Immediately into the 11- 
hour seemed not a little remarkable; brary—a spacious room built the whole 
but when, upon his coming to the length^of the eastern wall, and promls- 
bridge, they allowed him to pass over ing some day to topple over into the 
and he went through, as I imagined, lake beneath—I there found the lists of 
to the inner garden, then, I say, it was which Edward had spoken, and a pile 
impossible not to link his business to of guide books to aid my task. It did 
the cry which I had heard, and to be- not become me to question my patron’s 
lieve that he had come back to the motives; nor, to be honest, did I re
house in answer to it. This surmise flect uPon them at all. He had busi- 
I justified when I ran over to the inner ness with many men in many cities. It 
window and perceived that Mr. Cav- would be very natural that considera- 
anagh himself waited for the man in tions of locality should arise, 
die Italian garden, and began to talk This was all very well, but as the 
to him in gestures full of animation work went on I discovered some curi- 
and of anger. Twice I saw him point ous facts. And first, so far as I could 
to a certain room in the western wing, judge by the guide books, all the 
and immediately afterwards turn and streets about which Mr. Cavanagh had 
face his servant, holding him by the desired me to make inquiries from the 
lappel of his coat as though he must guide books were mean streets, the 
hear every word. Then followed some- very slums of America and continental 
thing even more curious. For what cities, of Chicago and Paris and Na- 
should Mr. Cavanagh do but take from Ples and Rome, the worst streets, as 
the pocket of an enormous dressing the books said, and rarely safe for for- 
gown another copy of that very evening eigners to enter. More than that, in the 
paper I had seen him read at Clar- few caes where I could lay hands upon 
idge’s hotel. Beating it with his hands, an official directory, I found that the 
crushing it in nervous fingers, he People, nominally living in the houses, 
straightened it out at last, and invited were not those upon Mr. Cavanagh’s 
the Algerian to read a passage he in- lists; for the latter were full of Rus- 

Never shall I forget the look sian, Spanish and Italian names, and
there were curious dots and signs and 
marks after each of them; while in 
one case someone had written in pen
cil, against the name of a certain 
Paolo Cf^nza, an intimation that he 
had been tried at Rome in the year 

' 1903, and sentenced to ten years in the 
mines. This sentence apparently the

now over
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never
first time in my life I had formed the 
opinion that old Danton was the heroic 
figure of the Revolution and I recollect 
that I had put the book down upon 
the bed to think of it when this fearful 
outcry startled me, and I lay listening 
to it in that nervous state of dread 
which the night alone can inspire. 
When silence came and I had the cour
age to get out of bed, I trembled like 
a leaf—the very first time such a thing 
had happened to me.

What could it be? 
mean? Whosç voice was it that I had 
heard? I got out of bed to listen, I 
say, and the house answered nothing. 
Of course, I Trad slept with my win
dows wide open—who does not in the 
month of June?—and so it came about 
that I heard the cry distinctly, despite 
the fact that my room lay, as I im-z 
agined, upon the opposite side of the 
quadrangle to that whence the voice 
came. Not aSJftght, however, was to 
be seen anywhere when I stepped out 
upon the balcony and peered across 
the garden^ at the dark walls beyond. 
I did not detect as much as the rust
ling of a leaf dlr the creaking of a door 
—not a sound anywhere in fact, but 
blinding darkness and. a black sky 
overhead, thick with cloud and moon
less. A second attempt at the nar
row 'fttodowë Overlooking the park re
warded me no better. I might as rea
sonably have looked Into a well at 
midnight, and expected to see my face 
in the water. The so-called observa-

iescribed it. Not only was it an ob
servatory, but an exceedingly well- 
equipped one to boot. The great teles
cope mounted in its dome has few 
rivals in any country. There is a fine
ly-fitted scientific laboratory adjoining, 
and a plant for the electric light. The 
latter was Mr. Cavanagh’s Installa
tion; but Professor Rainham, of Cam
bridge, erected the observatory, and 
my patron introduced little except the 
great telescope. As to the monster 
searchlight, Mr. Cavanagh had named 
it one of his fads, and as such I con
sented to regard it. They had placed 
it upon an extension of the gallery 
which runs round the tower of the ob
servatory; ànd when I rode by it the 
lantern was very carefully covered by 
a tarpaulin, and not to be examined.

,7qu will ,-jimagine that I -made no 
long stay in this place, for to do. so 
would have been an impertinence. Mr. 
Cavanagh would show me the house 
in his own good time. I had no de
sire to go to him and to say, "I have 
seen this or that, and will you tèll me 
about it.” Half the things we own in 
this world give us pleasure because we 
may show them to others and ask for 
admiration when so doing. 'I thought 
of this as I rode away from the ob
servatory, and, striking a bHdle path 
through the woods, found myself In a 
thicket which might have been a thou
sand miles from anywhere, so remote 
the place seemed and so silent. Here 
was such a wood as existed, surely, In 
the days of Merrie England. Never 
were such oaks, such yews, such ave
nues of elms—boled every one, and tell
ing of the centuries. The sward below 
could not h^ve been finer if they had 
laid it for a pleasure garden. Daffo
dils had died here by myriads in the 
springtime; there would be violets 
when October came, and lilies abun
dantly at the seasons of the rains. 
Even more delightful to me was the 
stillness of the scene, the sense of Na
ture’s mysteries with which it in
spired me. Is there not in every man 
this stooping to mother earth, some
thing of the prowling animal whicn 
loves to creep out alone, nostrils dis
tended to the perfumes of the grass, 
ears intent, eyes open, worshipping 
Mother Gaea to Uranus wedded? Such 
homage I paid that day, lingering In 
the pleasant wood, knowing that I 
lived, and grateful for my life. And 
here I saw the woman and the child.

I had ridden down a fine open ave
nue, and turned aside between the 
brambles to a little path that should 
have carried me back to the park 
again. Here I discerned .a delicious 
pool and a ring of bushes all about it. 
And by the pool stood the child, float
ing a little boat in the water, while 
the woman watched him with restless 
eyes, now bright as with a passion Of 
love, and then, as suddenly, aflame 
with a great hate that nothing could 
conceal. A more beautiful creature I 
have never seen in all my life. Her 
hair, I do believe, was the fairest that 
ever fell upon gentle shoulders; her 
skin was as white as iypry; her fig
ure so perfect that an artist would 
have stood amazed. Nor had I less 
praise for the child who played by her 
side. Impossible but to believe that he 
was her son. For he had curls of the 
very golden hair which coiled Its silken 
tresses about ifer pretty neck; his skin 
was no less white; his beautiful eyes 
as blue. Her son, undoubtedly; and 
yet this mother, by whose side he knelt, 
knew moments when love had. with
ered in her heart, and nothing but a 
passion of hate remained. The terrible, 
truth of it ^all flashed upon me as 1 
watched her. Good God, I said, a ma l 
woman! And then I remembered the 
cry had heard in the night, and it 
was ho longer a mystery.

The woman had lost her reason, an !

What did it

it.
If would have been nearly 2 o’clppk 

when I put down my pen, for that waa 
the hour at which Edward carried a 
light lunch to my room; and immedi
ately afterwards, accepting Mr. Cav
anagh’s kind offer of a ride, I mounted 
a very likely-looking chestnut cob and 
set off for a .ranter round the park. A 
brief inspection, as I passed through it, 
showed me that the hall of the house 

in reality the armory, and that itwas
contained many suits of rare armor, 
and not a few ancient weapons of a 
kind I had seen nowhere but in the 
Tower of London. This hall opened 

terrace facing the lake; and 
crossed thence by an ancient draw-

tory, where the great latern stood, 
gave no light at this hour. I could not 
distinguish even the shape of the trees.

I shall pass by the next hour, for 
that is of little moment to my story. 
How I spent it I hardly know myself. 
There would have been moments when 
I was in bed; other moments when I 
was at the windows; now upon this 
side, now upon that, vainly hoping 
that the darkness would lift or some
one come to me. When dawn broke, 
no little child could hâve welcomed 
it with a finer rapture. I positively 
worshipped the sun as he rose that 
morning.
seemed so beautiful as when the cold 
grey light came stealing 
fens, and the earth was born again in 
all the glory of the fields and the river 
and the woods. Now, for a truth, I 
saw plainly that which the night had 
hidden from me. The House of the Fen 
was built in the very centre of 
siderable lake fed by a little river. 
There were bridges upon both sides 
from the island to the mainland; but 
they resembled the drawbridges of the 
old time, and evidently were kept 
raised after sunset. This I noticed at 
a glance; but some minutes passed be
fore I detected a figure in the park, 
^nd many more before I recognized the 
man. At last I named him for my 
self-styled Algerian, and I saw that he 
was riding a black horse toward the 
draw-bridge.

upon a 
you v. .
bridge, bolstered up by modern girders 
and a modern turnstile; so that, while 
at first you would have said that the 
bridge lifted up and down, you came, 
in the end, to see that it really swung 
about on a pivot as some of the river 
brdges both in England and America.

The lake itself had a breadth of sixty 
yards, perhaps, on this side of the 
house. I judged the water to be both 
deep and running, for it was very 
clear, and the bottom appeared to be 
of gravel. The terrace engirdled all the 
house, as it appeared; but the wall of 
it rose at least twenty feet above the 
water, and was sheer and formidable. 
The further bank had a corresponding 
terrace, with gravelled paths and some 
pretty beds of common flowers; the 
scarlet geranium giving welcome color, 
and calceolaria helping the contrast. 
There were no trees for some distance 
beyond this garden; and I perceived 
that the woods, through which we had 
passed last, night, lay quite a mile from 
the house, while the observatory stood 
out, as it were, on a great grassy 
prairie and had a gallery at the sum
mit of its detached tower in the man
ner of a lighthouse.

I have told you somehting about the 
house itself, and this is no place to 
add a long account of it. Very old in its 
outward aspect, just a jumble of crook
ed walls and crazy turrets and broken 
battlements,- you would have named it 
for an early Tudor mansion, long neg
lected and wholly meretricious from an 
architectural standpoint. Few of Its 
windows were worthy of the name, 
save the great stained glass window of 
the hall and the lancets in the library. 
A chapel, built out on piles in the very 
centre of the lake, gave a note of pure 
perpendicular, and appeared lately to 
have been restored; but the whole edi
fice conveyed an impression of decay
ing antiquity; nor would the shrewdest 
observer have guessed that It merely 
served as a shell for a modern struc
ture within—a veritable pavilion of 
roses, which would have won upon the 
imagination of the dourest philosopher. 
This I had discovered immediately up
on my arrival, but I liked to remember 
it as I went cantering away, leaving 
the battlements behind me and content 
to imagine myself a cavalier of the old 
time riding abroad.

And it was hot. to be sure, upon 
those lowlands of the park. A June 
sun burned up the very earth. All 
animate nature moved drowsily; a 
shimmer of intolerable heat tired the 
eyes, and set one longing for the shad
ows. The very bees moved from flower 
to flower as though labor were a bur
den hardly to be borne. Myriads of 
gnats floated in clouds above the lake; 
the sky above was without a cloud; 
every object stood out in a glory of 
primitive coloring which we rarely see 
in England. For myself, I pitied the 
poor devil of a cob I rod 
go almost whither hi»
I remember that he carried me by the 
observatory and this I, discovered to 
be exactly what Mr. ^avanagh had

CHAPTER VI 
The Cry in the Night.

It was a heavy sleep that I slept, but 
far from dreamless. All sorts of vague 
ideas came floating to my pillow to 
mingle in a mad panorama of the past, 
the present, and even of the future.
Now I would be with little Una in the 
palmist’s tent; thence flying headlong 
to London, to seek out an unknown 
enemy who had threatened me. Or 
again, I found myself at Claridge’s 
hotel, lifting Mr. Cavanagh in my arms, 
and, oddly enough, bearing him away 
secretly to a place of safety in the 
cour cry. The searchlight in the park 
followed me everywhere—it flashed up« n 
me in London, sought me out in dark 
lanes, was turned upon my bed to spy 
out my very bones. When darkness 
fell, I thought that I was abroad in the 
park looking up to the great guant 
houàe, and that someone called to me 
from its barred windows. This was a 
dreadful moment, for the cry had a 
note in it, which was not wholly hu
man; and while, upon my part, I 
strove madly to help the person, I could 
not move a step from the place where 
I stood nor utter a single cry for aid.

This latter dream awoke me—I do not 
know at what hour. It was still black 
dark, and the night at its zenith. I 
could notxhear so much as a’whisper of 
wind beneath the eaves; a profound 
stillness reigned and yet, in spite of it, 
the impression of the dream remained.
Such an hallucination of broken sleep 
almost led me to believe that the per
son who had cried-out stood near my 
bed and waited for me to speak. This 
will have been a common experience of 
many who read these lines. Nothing is 
more real than such dreams; none 
is more dreaded by those who are bad 
sleepers.

Well, I sat up in bed, and fumbling 
for the switch, I got a light at last and 
looked at my watch. It was exactly 
half-past one o’clock, and I remem
bered that the dawn would break In an 
hour and a half at the latest. For the 
rest, although my room looked a little 
ghostly ag rooms will at such hours, 
there was, needless to say, nothihg to 
affright me or to account for the ridicu
lous-ideas to which I have confessed.
My clothes, heaped anyhow upon an 
arm-chair, remained undisturbed; my 
watch ticked at my bedside; my money 
lay scattered upon the dressing table; awakened, 
the fragments of the torn newspaper a title so 
lay in the fender just as I had thrown 
them down. Not a trace, you will per
ceive, of any intruder, not a tittle of et#r now.

row,” said he. “If you feel like getting 
up early, I will trot across the park 
with you at half-past seven. We break
fast here when we feel like it. Williams, 
the gardener, tells me that the courts 
are very good; so come down in your 
flannels when you do come., I rarely go 
outside the gates when I am down here; 
there is more to do in my own grounds 
than one man can get through comfort
ably, and I do not profess the smallest 
interest in villages. Half-past seven, 
then, for a trot; and when you like for 
tennis. I am glad that you came to me 
to-day; it has made things much easier, 
and there will not be wasted days. 
Good-night, Ingersoll. Ask for what you 
want, and see that you get It.”

He waved me good-night at the door 
of the room again, and crossed the Ital
ian garden to his own rooms, as I sup
posed, upon the other side. It would 
then have been nearly half-past ten 
o’clock, and without any more ado at 
all I climbed up to my bed-room, and 
there enjoyed the luxury of a pipe, de
nied to me since I got out of the train 
at King’s Cross thai afternoon. Until 
this time I had hardly examined my 
bed-room at all, but now I found it to 
be a snug place, and Edward, the valet, 
who came upstairs presently, told me 
that I could go from one to the other 
by a narrow staircase let in to the but
tress of the tower. As to baths, he as
sured me that I should find a swimming 
bath in the south wing, and a turkish 
bath, as well as others.

"It’s a very old house, sir," he said; 
"but Mr. Cavanagh has spent a great 
deal of money upon it. I don’t think

me to my bedroom

CHAPTER V.
The News in the Paper.

Now, thé House of the Fen was a 
house withtn a house. The toWErs and 
battlements I had seen from the park, 
the old brick walls, the tiârUzan, the 
belfry: these were the shell wljich con
tained within them as luxurious an 
habitation as there is in England to
day. Naturally, I did not discover all 
the detail of it upon the night of my 
arrival. We learn little abou v a strange y°u could find anything nicer in the 
country house until the daylight has ! country—not more convenient, that is,

the man, who watched within a step 
of her, was the fellow I would still call 
my Algerian.helped us to exploitait. But the substan- I b°th for the servants and the gentry, 

tial fact, as I have stated it, was evi- ! Perhaps you would like a whiskey-and-
1 soda, sir, before you go to bed?”

(To be continued).
dent the moment you entered Mr.
Cavanagh’s mansion.

A house within a house: a fine suite 
of rooms, built almost in the Italian 
fashion,, about an old garden, whence 
came the perfume of the roses and the 
odors of sweet-scented schruba. This I 
perceived from the hall itself, and when 
I mounted a broad oak staircase to my 
bedroom, the plan of it appeared even himself fit without spirits; but this is 
more simple. They had âlloted me an a purely personal matter, and need not 
apartment in one of the old towers. Jt be discussed. When Edward had gone, 
is true, but this room was to be reached arhokediny pipe by the open window

LONDON ELECTION CASE.I smiled at the man’s odd conjunc
tion of ideas, and told him that I would 
not take a whiskey-and-soda. Perhaps 
I might have been more frank with him 
and hinted plainly that my vanity as a 
tennis player forbade me to do so. A 
man, who would play any game well 

i nowadays, has enough to do to keep

Toronto, March 13.—J. O’Gorman. W. 
J. Miller, Dr. Winley and G. M. Reid, 
four men convicted last November of 
conspiracy in connection with London 
elections, appeared before Judge Win
chester and renewed bail tifi September 
sessions. It was explained that the 
case had not been printed as yet for 
the court of appeals, which meets to 
ApriL

dicated.
of exultation that came upon the fel
low’s face when he did so. To me he 
stood as the very incarnation of evil 

I had not the shadow of 
to accuse him, but the ac- 

I thought him a

e, and let him 
would. But

cusation remains, 
monster then, and I think him a mon-

t
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TO ALL HOUSE CLEANEj 

British Veneer Furniturj 
Fletcher Bros.’ Music Hoi 
Fletcher, Fort and Blanc

Bakery
For CHOICE FAMILY BRI 

Confectionery, etc., try 
bury, 73 Fort St., or ring! 
and your order will recelj
tention.

Blacksmitl
NOTICE OF REMOVAL 

chased the blacksmith 
shop of W. A. Robertson 
covery street, between 
Government streets, I am 
to do all kinds of carrlad 
painting and horse shoeind 
a specialty of shoeing honi 
quarter cracks, etc. Attej 
to my change of address] 
customers and new oner 
Invited to give me a call.
66 Discovery street.

Boot and Shoe Ri
NO MATTER where you 

shoes, bring them here t 
Hibbs. 3 Oriental Ave., 
tages Theatre.

Builder and General
TUBMAN & CLAYTON, C 

Builders, corner Fort a] 
Bts. Prompt attention gix] 
of construction work in | 
carpentering. Phone 619. |

BUILDERS AND CONT 
fore 
woul
keep In our yards a lan 
we take pleasure in shov 
Itors. Give us a trial ord 
serve yqu so well that yo 
to join our chorus In "Oi 
always one.” B. F. Gi 
Co., Ltd. Mills, Garbally 
Arm, Victoria, B. C. Tel

placing their orden 
d do well to see o

CONTRACTORS AND 
Lang, Contractor and 
and re 
Bay.

27 Avaloipalring. 
Phone A912.

THOMAS CATTERALL-1 
Building in alt Wj. branchi 
and general jobbing. Td

CHAS. A M’GREGOR, 
Jobbing trade 
years’ exper!

street.
Twenty
promptly filled. Phone

DINSDALE” & MA 
Builders and Conti 

BRICK AND STONE 1 
A SPECIALT

DINSDALE. 
1020 Quadra St.

NOTICE—ROCK BI 
Rock for sale for build 

Crete. J. R. Williams, 
street. ’Phone 3343.

THF 'Fi’ F. GRAHAM L 
PANY, LTD., Is a new 
prise striving for the pa 
citizens of Victoria. It 
build up the city, and cai 
a shâre of the patronage 
contractors. The Comr 
no effort to please 
Give us a trial order and 
Small orders as carefully 
ones.
Victoria Arm. Tel. No.

a!?P

a rerun 
yards.Mills and

Bottle Wasl
Wine, whiskey, claret, bi 

other bottles washed 
Washed flasks always re 
and hotel». Prices model 
Victoria Junk Agency, 1

Chimney Swi
LLOYD & CO., Practical 

era, 716 Pandora street.1 
your chimneys cleaned 1 
call, write or ring up J

CHIMNEYS CLEANED- 
fixed, etc. Wm. Neal, 3 
Phone 1019.

Chinese Goods a
PORCELAIN, brasswar] 

curios, extensive assortd 
of Chinese labor suppll 
1602 Government street. 1

Cleaning and Tail
GENTS’ CLOTHES presi 

thorough repair, at 32. 
cdiled /or and delivered 
er, 718 Johnson St., just]

LASH’S, (Sanitary) S43 
A-1207. Ladles* ge 
garments cleaned, 
repaired; good work; 
Injurious chemicals us

nts’
pre

Cuts
LETTER HEADS, BIL1 

eye views, and all clasi 
newspaper or cat 

« e Engraving (ing, Viëtoria.

Dyeing and
VICTORIA STEAM 

Yates street. Tel. 7} 
tions of ladles* and g| 
ments cleaned or dyi 
equal to new.

PAUL'S DYEING a5 
WORKS, 120 Fort stre

B. C. STEAM DYEt 
dyeing and cleaning e 
the province. Countryj 
Phone 200. Hearns & Bj

Employment
the Devereux

REAL ESTATE AN 
AGENC 

Rile St., Victor 
Hours, 10.30

JAMES GREEN. 575 Ys 
Male and Female Em; 
Real Estate and Gen< 
flee. Employers ring 
and let me know your 
attendance.

wanted, a big house,
-ting rooms
CARPENTER, house o: 

work; would go North.
WE HAVE a large 

wanting work. Far 
miners, carpenters
kinds.

Flowi
ROSES—-Just to hand, 

ment of standard 
•trong planta Your 
Flawin’» Gardena 36
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Wheels of Anarchy
The ‘Story of an Assassin; as Recited 
from the Papers and Personal Narrative 
of his Secretary, Mr. Bruce Ingersoll

By MAX PEMBERTON
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