
12 THE LEATHEB FUNNEL

Bpectocla A man had entered the n)om with a bucket

W?f ""n^^^^ ^^^^ ^0^0^^ ^ith a third
bndcet. They were laid beside ttie wooden h^
» straight handl^in his other hand. This he gaveto the man in black. At the same moment one ofthe varlets approached with a dark object in his hand,

rf^r •^'^7 ^'"^ ^^ °^« ^*^ » ^'^g^e feeling
^famihan^r. It was a leathern fiUer. W^hoiriMeeneigy he thrust it-but I could stend no more Myh«r stood on end with horror. I writhed, I s^uggi?

l^t V.7 ^"^ ^"' ""^ ^°^d "^y-elf lyingshivenng with terror in the huge Hbrarv with fhf
moonlight flooding through the wTndow^d ^w^:
wall Oh, what a blessed relief to feel that I wwback

^rmTatrHr^-^°' -* of that mrdi^ivault mtoa world where men had human hearts withinthen: bosoms. I -at up on my couch, trembC^every limb, my mind divided between thanlS^

viS^^dL""LVraTr.^^;'^^« *^«

r^V was it aU a fantasy, or did it reallv^ for .omefttog whiehm ha^^ed in ft C«™i day. of the ™M'.m^ 1 I„a.my thiobbWh«d upon my shaking h«rd». Aud thenfauddZfmy heart «emed to stand rtiU in my b«*,m, and icould not even wream, so great was my terror. Some-

It is a honor coming upon a horrorwhich kaa


