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of the coffin, letting all the screws roll oL' it

with a great rattle. ... An overwhelming

rush of chloro* rra vapour escaped. . . . She

lay within, dressed in her black dress, and

her dress had been crammed into the coffin

hastily, madly, and was thrust down in thick,

disorderly folds about her feet, and her hair

half covered her face. And her face was

slightly flushed, and her eyelids quivered,

and the cheeks were warm. He put his

hands under her armpits and wrenched her

out and carried her from the vault. And

then he sank to the ground sobbing.

v/hat caused him to so.. ? If any man

dared now to ask him, and if he dared to

answer, he might reply that it was not grief

nor joy, nor the reaction from an intolerable

strain, but simply the idea of the terrific and

heart-breaking cruelty of Ravengar which had

dragged from him a sob.

The path followed by the madman's brain

was easy to pursue once the clue found. He

had been cheated into the belief th&t Camilla's

body rested in that coffin, and when he had

discovered that it did not rest there he had

determined that the mistake should be rec-

tified, the false made true. That had seemed

to him logical and just. She was supposed


