POOR DOCUMENT

QHAPTER VIIL—(Continued).

“Ay, you may laugh, young master, but
§t is no laughing matter. ¥or years he
did things which no one can explain, and
all sorts of things happened. Then one
day he died.”

“Died!”

“Ay, it must be ften years agone now,
and ever sinca Mhen no man will go’ mear
it after sundown. While the sun. shines

4 tilsel ‘dovil -dare mot go there; but after
“dark old S86mon and the devil do come
‘back;.and there old Solomon do plead with
‘the devil to give him lback his soul.

Again I could mot help smiling, even
plthough the man’s face was pale with

fear.
“Ay, young master, but let me tell you
this: One might three of the strongest

men in these parts were over at the'

Queen’s Head, in the parish of “St. John,
drinking. You may have heard of them
even in London. Three brothers, and
each man of them stood over six foot and
_half high. Well, they declared after they

"had each drunk a quart of strong ale that:

{hey feared nothing under heaven. Then
one landlord made a bet that they dared
not go and spend the hours from eleven
10 one o'clock in the middle of the night
at Pycroft. Well they took the bet, for
tive pounds it was, and fhe mext night,
Jack, and Jim, and Tom Turtle started
for Pycroft. A lpt of us walked with
them to the gates, and although we were
in great fear we waited for them to re-
/ turn. We comforted ourselves by trying
to sing psalms ahd saying our prayers, as
the_parson , advised ‘us to- do. But we
didntt have to walt tiwomhours, young mas-
Cders mwﬁg was back to
| us agalin; ,nﬂea'cho( em Wwas trembling
. & like an aspen leaf.” B

“Why, what did they gee?”’
“Ay, master, we could mnever get that
from them, except by little bits. One

spoke of blue flames, another told of.

howling, amother said he had seen old
Solomon éome to life again, and uc dnased
. ¢hem through the woods. The mnext day,
“‘when they told the parson, he went up
there; but nought could he see. Tvery
door was locked and barred, every window
was fastened.”
“And were there any evidences that any
one had been there tthrough the might?”
“Ay, there were; the parson saw foot-
maiks whidh were half the footmarks of
a man, and half of a beast. But that
was not all. When the parson tried to
look into the place, through a window
where a small pané of glass was wroken,
he smelt brimstone—brimstone, young
master. And since then the parson hath
it that while a man may be safe to go
there while the sun is shining, ten:chances
o one but he will be met with the devil
. after sundown." And 80 mo man will buy
the house, master, and no man will go

"~ thefe after dark.” : :

& “But from whom did this old man
mon get the house?”’ I asked.

“It js said that he was one of the Py«
crofts, but I know mot. Some have it
that old Lord Denman had it at one time,
but I do not know. Others say there’s a
spell cast upon it. Certain it is that the

- parson says that on a huge stone near the
. gront door these werds are carved:—

A Pycroft built this house
In ithe hardest of stone,
And the mortar was truly mixed
‘'With a Pycroft’s blood and bone,
1f another here would live
Because of a well-lined purse,
‘ IThe mortar shall become
The buyer’s lasting curse.

In spite of myself the laborer’s talk
maodemepouse,fb_utlmnothhesonoi
my father for nought. The teaching of a
Jifetime "was 10t “to be; destroyed because

- -of an ignorant maw's; vain babbling, and I

.. eld to my resolution to visit the old place

" ‘again that might. I thevefore presently
rode back, and after a hearty meal I fell
asleep, from which I did not wake till sun-
down. :

1 gathered fthat' no ore asked questions
why I was there; in truth, every man
seemed too much intérested in the coming
of the King and tthe changes that would
be wrought in the land to trouble aught

- mbout me; so, telling the landlord that I
should mot be back muntil late, I left the
inn about @n hour after sundown and
ook a roundabout moad to Pycroft. More-
over, 1 took good heed that I was not
followed, and by an hour before midnight
1 had entered the dark woods. that grew
around the lonely house.

Now, although I had carried a brave
heart during daylight, I was not able to
choke down my fears in the darkness. 1

o have been told that nature hath given
me firm merves, moreover, I ean meet a
danger as well as another man without
showing fear, but once within the shadow
of the woods which surrounded the haunt-
ed house 1 confess that my heart well-
night failed me. The stories which the

wmbuivorer-hwd retated came back to me with
grealt Vivi so that before I had come
\vith)invgfh

50{0;

be house I seemed to be
surrounded with ' all sorts of grinning
things, some of which Jured me om, while
~othens warned: me against going farther,
The orackling of every twig made my
heart beat faster, the twitter of a startled
bird told me that I was in a domain
wihere the devil tield his revels and where
ppivits of darkness worked their will.
Still 1 determined to go forward. I was
calm enough to know that on the mor-
row I should laugh “at these fancies, and
that, did they hinder me from carrying
out niy plans now, I should all my life
acouse myself of being a poltroon. Be-
sides, what report should I have to give
to my futher, the man who knew no fear
and who would be ashamed of a son who
belie»d in old wives’ fables. So I set
my teeth firmly together and trudged my
w .y through the darkness, stopping every
»ow and ‘then to listen if any one was
near. =
Never shall T forget my journey along
that lomely pathway, for.as I loslevhack
«  mow it seems to mark an era in my“‘llife.
But of that I must mot speak mow: I
will te]l my story in as straightforward a
way as I am able, so that those who read
may judge for themselves. And yet, if I
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 ‘Then I moted that I stood on a different

felt fear, I maintain that it was no won-
der, for my experiences were not those
with which a man meets every day. Be-
sides, I had but ‘three days left tny home,
where I had lived an uneventful life, and
now to be cast alone amidst mystery and
danger was @ matter of no small mo-
ment.

Presently I emerged from the woods in-
to the open space where the woman ani I
had stood en the previous night. I could
see the moon, but it seemed to gail in a
hazy light, while -around it was a great
ning. Not a sound could I hear. The
songs of the birds had ceased; not an in-
sedt moved its wings; all nature seemed
asleep. After waiting a few moments,
serce daring to look around me, I heard
a sound like that of a distant sigh; but it
might have been only the night wind
soughing through the treetops, or it might
have been only my fancy. At length I
dared to look towards ithe house; but all
was darkness, or at least so it seemed.

place from that on which I haa ueen
standing when 1 had parted fmm' the
woman the night before, and it might be
that some angle hid the window I had
seen then.

1 therefore crept along the brushwood
until T reached the same place, and then
my heart gave a great bound. There, half
hidden by the tree I had climbed, was a
light shining from the window.

In a minute my ghost fears vanished.
Wihat was the meaning of it all 1 did net
know, but [ determined thut I would find
out before the night was over. It’is true
I called 1o mind some of the things I had
reéad in the writings of Master Will
Shakespeare, as well as passages from the
Holy Scripture; all of which spoke with
certainty concerming those who possessed
familiar spinits; but she influenced me not
one jot at ‘the time. The light ghone from
the window as it had shone the night be-
fore, and in all probability the same old
man occupied the room.

1 therefore went swiftly across the open
space towards the tree I had spoken of,
and before one might well count twenty
I had climbed to the branch whereon I
had. aforetime rested, and o ugain obtain-
od view of the chamber. This I did be-
cause I feared to seek admission without
taking precautions. If others were there
as well as the old man, I might have to
adopt methods different from those I
should take use of if he were alone. I ye-
fected 4hat if what the woman Katharine
Harcomb had told my father was true,
and that ~the King's marriage contract
were hidden in the house, he would guard
it cavefully. It was of too much import-
ance to treat lightly. What 1 did, there-
fore, must be done warily, neither must
I foolishly and with youthul wilfulness
be led to betray myself.

As I have said, therefore, I again climb-
ed the tree, and obtained a view of the
chamber, and ere long saw the old man
seated at a table, and by the aid of &
lamp was reading some scrolls, which he
thad spread out before him. I watched him
a few momenits in silence, noting'the eager
look. upon his face, and evident ardor
with which he sought ¢o understand the
writing on the m.q:hntnt before him.
Presently 1 saw him tak¢ cerfain powders
from a drawer, and plgee them in a pot,
into which he also poured some liguid.
This done, he placed the pot on bhe fire
and watched the liquid with great care.

It was at this time that I determined to
seek entrance. But how? I knew wnat
every door was securely bolted, every win-
dow 'barricaded. Tf I was to enter, there-
fore, it must be by strategy. If the woman
had obtained admission the previous might
there seemed no reason why the door could
net be opened to me. But what were the
means she had used? I called myself a
fool for not following her, and thus learn-
ing the means she had used; but that was
futile now. Wisdom after a thing has
happened is generally foolishness, and so
I ransacked my ‘brains in thinking of
what she must have done.

1 have not set it down in these pages,
but I did remember the previous night
that, when the woman drew near the
house, I heand a noise like ithe cry of a
screech-owl. At the time I put it down
to the might bird, but now it occurred to
me that it might have been a means
wheneby she obtained entrance. At any
rate, it could do no harm, and therefora
I skid silently down the tree, and made
my way to the great door, where vuc wom-
an had entered. !

I must confess to- a fast-beating heart
as I stood by the great iron-studded.door.
After all, I knew nothing of what I
should sce within the walls, and the very
mystery made every merve tingle, while
there came to the eyes of ay imagination
pietares of many strange doings.  So
strong was this feeling upon me that 1
stood still, scarce daring to' move. Then
1 saw in the moonlight what had escaped
me in the early morning, A piece of string
hung by the postern of the door. Indeed,
T believe that it had not been there then.
What did it mean? On closer examination
T saw that it was passed through a hole
in the woodwork.

Scarcely realizing what 1 was doing, I
tugged 'at the piece of string, and im-
mediately I heard a kind of clanking noise
within. This, although I might have ex-
pected some such result, startled me 8o
that 1 cried out almost involuntarily.

A minute later the clanking ceased, and
then silence reigned again. But now that
I had once tugged at the stning, and no
harm had happened to me, I pulled again,
and then, using what power of mimicry
1 had, I cried out as. I had heard the
scrosoh-owl cry among the trees around
my old home.

Again [ listened, and this til‘nc I heard
cautious footsteps. I judged then, as I
know now, 'that the footsteps were mufiled,
neverttheless there was something very
weind in listening to the stealthy tread
of some one creeping nearer and nearer
%o me. A minute later I knew that some
one stood at the other side of the door.
I heard some one murmuring, and then

The words were, uticcal in a. hoarse
whisper, and at that e (hey seemed to
contain some occult iucaniug, so that for
a moment I hesitated to reply. But I
summoned up my courage, and made ans-
wer also in a honse whisper:—

“T amn prepared.”

Then tthe great door began to creak and
to slowly open. Knowing how much de-
pended on my speed of action, no sooner
was the aperture between the door and its,
lintel a few inches wide than, putting all’
my strength against it, I forced it back,
and found myself inside the building  be-
fore he who had opened it had been able
to obtain a glimpse of me. i

CHAPTER IX.

So sudden had been my movement that’
I had caused the old man to stigger back,
nevertheless he did mot lose his footing,
and when he caught sight of me, I thought
I detected a desire on his part to Tush’
through the open doorway. So, before he
wcould take any such action, I ¢losed thel
door with a loud moise—a moise which re-
sounded  through the great Jonely build-
ing. s
I could see that my entrance had aston-
jshied him. That he expected some one
else was evident, and from the dook in his
eyes I knew that he had no knowledge
nor suspicion as to who I was. He held
a small oil lamp on the level of his head,
fby. which means he caused its light to fall
directly on my face. I saw, too, that his!
keen deep-set eyes rested on me as though
he would read my thoughts, and I judged
that he was at a loss how he should treat
mel

“And so you would use your  brute
strength to enter the house of a lonély
man, who desives only that he may seek
to do the will of God,” he said slowly,
and I could have eworn that he was seek-
ing to measure my-strength and was chl-
culating whether it would be wise to'
throw himself upon me. :

I'do not kmow why it fwas, but for an-
swer I only langhed. Perbaps this was,
because the old man’s voice had driven’
away the last vestige of superstitious fear.

“You are young for your trade, young
mastery” he continued, still keeping his
eyes steadily fixed on me, “and if my oud
eyes do not tell me falsely, you are ill-
fitted fom it. Your face tells me that you
‘ghould be an honest youth, not a royster-
ing and lying housebreaker and highway-
man. So leave me at once. I have mought
to which you can rob me. Gold and sil-
ver have I mone. 1 am simply a harm-
less old man who seeks to spend the rest
of his days in communion with his
thoughts and his Maker.”

“Your age hath taught you but little
wisdom, if it hath taught you that I am
a footpad,” I said. “Neither do I seek
gold or silver.”

“Then what: do ‘you seek?”’ he ‘asked
with a snarl.

“A quict hour with you.”

I saw him glance quickly around the
entrance hall of the house in which we
stood, as thought he feared we were not
alone. Then he took a step mearer to
me .

“A quiet hour, young man?’

“Ah, a quiet hour.”

“I tell you lthis,” and his voice became
bitter: “If you do not leave this house—
nay, nay.” He stopped as if to correct
himseli. “A quiet hour—ay, a quiet hour,
that yousshall have, young master. So
quiet that you shall not even know when
it hath come to an end, so quiet that the
spirits of the dead which haunt this house
shall ecarcely know wlien you have enter:
ed their worshipful company.”

By this time I saw dhat he had recover:
ed from the surprise he had experienced
at my enirance. His deep-set eyes rested
stadilyl upon me, and he spoke like one;in
deep thought. I therefore watched him
closely, for although he was an old man;
he showed no sign of feebleness. (His eyes
were keen and alent, and he moved with
the activity of youth.

“But why wish you this quiet hour,
young master?”

“T'o know many things which you can

though [ was anything but light-hearted.

“Ay, I will tell you of many things,”
he said quickly, “things that you will
never repeat, my son, mever, never,
never.” .

He repeated ‘the words as I have writ
ten it down with great solemnity, and for
the last time babween his set teeth and
with terrible intensity.

“Did you take advice from amy man
before you sought admission within these
walls, young master?” he went on. “Did
you commend your soul to your Maker?
Did you bid good-bye tto all you hold most
dear?”? :

“I did not do any of these things, Father
Solomon,” I answered as jauntly as 1
could. i

“Thus you show your foolishness.” -

“That is as may be,” I made answer.

“And what do you think will be the end
of this visit?” he asked, and I thought
his interest was growing in me. i

“The end, Father Solomon?” I replied
with a laugh. “The end will be that you
will -tell me what I wish to know, and
then we shall say good-bye.”

“You are but a youth,” he said solemn-
ly. ‘“You are yet only on the threshold
of life, therefore it grieves even me that
you should be cut off before ybur prime.
And yet I see no chance of your escape.
You have entered the region of the de-
parted dead, you have lifted to your lips
the gobletof which lost sou’s drink. Still
I would save you if I could. Uf you will
take the oath that I shall prescribe, jan
oath to the Prince of darkness who reigns
here, then may I be persuaded to allow
you 6 depart without injury.” :

The tan madenne shiver as he spoke,
fl{ltt;y[ had noti co hither to be frighten-
ad hefore my work was Degun. So I sym-
'moned up all my courage, and laughed in
fhis fivee.

“You laugh!” he cried angrily, “but in
an hour from nmow you shall hear only ‘the
Jaughter of devils. The only words of
comfort ‘that you shall hear shall come
from’ the lips of hell-hags, who shall drag
you deeper and deeper down intto the cav-
erns of darkness.”

“Have done with this, Elijah’ Pyeroft,”
T said quietly, for fhis threat m:ivde me feel
that he was uttering only gipsy ecant.

Tle started as 1 mentioned his name,'but
gtill ‘he kept aup the part which T believed
he was trying to play.

“Come, ~power of darkness, and seize
him,” he cried, like one invoking some dis-

another silence followed. I waited I shou'd
think a

came, wh
cry of the “night b Al
the clanking of dhains and the shooting of
bolts, as though the one within were pre- |

i, Ihaard |

-

paring to open the door, after which there i

‘tant being; “tear his soul from his body,

jngstey but o Fgriher sound I'and drag ‘it into éternal goom!”  Then
,\F age in».z.],mt ithe 'turning ‘o me, he 8aid in a hohrse whisper,

“Fiaten! do yon mot hear themr coming?
iFly ‘ere it be too late.” {0

“Let your powens of darkness come,
Elijab,” 1 said quietly, “but I dell you

¥ g

tell me,” I answered boldly enough, «al- '

& 0iDa i

who you are? Tell me what you want?”’

“All in good time,” I said confidently,
for by this time I began to enjoy the situ-
ation rather than fear it; “but before 1
tell you aught let me go to your workshop,
Master Elijah—the chamber where you
keep your grinning skulls and your witch
potions. For I have a great desire to en-
ter that chamber. Ay, you must have rare
things there! Last night you received
pretty ‘women, and tonight you receive not
women, but a man with a sword and pis-
tols in his belt. Ay, and the pistols are
loaded, Master Elijah, and I am a fair
marksman.” '

“Very “well,” he said after a moment’s
thought. “On your own head be the curse
of your acts.. But wait here for one mo-
ment. I will e’en go and prepare the room
for your coming.”

“Nay, nay, we will go together,” I te-
plied. “I love your company S0 much that
I cannot bear the thought of your de-
panture.”

As quickly as one could think, he had
Blown out the light, and I heard hin rush
away into the darkness. Fad T hesitated
4 moment I should have lost him, but a
ray of moonlight having penetrated the
place, 1 was able to follow his movements.
I caught him by ‘the arm and held him
fast “Unhand me, or you ehall die!” ue
icried.

I held him at arm’s length and, although
he was an old man, T shook him, not 80
muck a8 to hurt him, but enough to make
Him feel that he was mot in the hands
of a maid of eighteen. i

“Do you not fear me?* he eried. “DPo
you not'know that even now I hear the
footeteps of the dead?”

“F do mot fear you,” I eaid, “but yom
fear me. ‘Come, Master Elijah Pycroft,
who hath been dead amd:is come to life
again, lead me to the room where last
night you received the woman called Con-
stance.” t

He stood still, butt T felt his body trem-
bling. .

“If you will net,” I went on, ~{ shall
begin' 4o threaten.: - And, mark you, al-
though you pretend to pity me as an ig-
norant boy, I may: perform my threats.”

“Ay, and what can you do?” he snarled.
“In a minute from now the hell-hags
which T have sammened from afar will be
here, and then—ha, ha!”

«Before they can come I will e’en drag
you through the Pycroft woods,” T cnied;
“ay, and I will drag you to Folkestone
town, and ‘then, methinks, we shall see
gay doings, Master Pycroft.”

1 meant what I said, for although I de-
gireéd much to have quiet speech with him,
he had angered me by his obstinacy and
his threats. 'T think he felt this, too, for
he said sullenly— b

“[t shall €’enl be as you eay.”

“Then light your lamp again, Master
Pycroft, or Father Solomon, whatever you
may be pleased to call yourself,” I said.
. A gninute later the lamp shone again,
and ‘then he ascended a broad stairway,
I keeping close at his heels and ready for
anything he might attempt to do. But he
walked straight on. T think by this time
he also had ;become interested to know
more ‘about the venturesome lad, whom he
hiad o} succecded in frightening, and who
had dared to hinit that Elijah Pyecroft had
never died as had been given out to the
world. Beghat as it may, he utitered
neither snad mnor -threat as we threaded
the long corridor Bhrough” twhich he- Ted
me, and ere jong we had entered the room
of which { bad taken such jnote the night
fbefore.

A candle «lill hurnt here, which threw
& ghostly light on the walls, I detected
a strange odor coming from the fireplace,
which, :as T limagined, arose from the pot
T had seen him put on the fire.

I closed the door hehind me, and looked
quietly around me. My nerves had mow
sottled down to their normal expenience,
and, although I knew not why, I was en-
joying ‘the gituation more than I can say.
T knew, however, that I had meed of all
my wits, and that I must use great cau-
tion if T would obtain that for which T
had set out.

The added light of the lamp to the
candle made the room bright, and, no-
ting that curtains hung by the window, I
drew them across it -while the old man
gazed at me in wonder. .

“J wonder that one so old and wis¢ as
you do not exercise more caution,” T said
quietly.

For a moment neither of us did aught
but gaze at each other. He doubtless try-
ing to recall some fact which might give
bim some clue to my identity and tell himn
why T had dared to come hihther, while
I noted his every feature, and wondered
at the strange life he led.

ITe was clothed in a long loose flannel
gown which hung from his shoulders to
his feet, and which was confined to his
waist by a ‘cord. Altogether it was a kind
of anonkish attire. On his feet were shoes
mwade of cloth, thé which énabled him to
walk almost noiselessly. He had never
been a tall man, and now that age: had
somewhat diminished his form and -his
head sunk to low into his shoulders, he
appeared what he really was, a shrivelled
up old inan, though hale and hearty withal

Presently 1 thought he listened keenly
as though he expected the approach of
somé one, and once I thought he seemed
on the point of erying out.

“I think it will be well to forget all
about the witches and powers of dark-
ness,” T said quietly. “l can assure yon
they will not come. Rather let us talk
quietly together.”

1 longed to know what was in his mind,
but his face beeame blank as I spoke,
so that T coud read nothing.

“Well, ask your question,” he said; “it
will not be long now.”

“Very well,” T replied, “I will ensure
our being undisturbed.”

1 had noticed an old iron bolt in the
deor, also a-stont staple dfiven into  the
doorpost. 1 therefore quietly holted the
door. i i

“There,” T said, “if the witches come it
will take them time to eome in.”

He seerfied more than ever discomfitted
at my coolness. e had been so long un-
disturhed that he seemed to wonder at
any daring to come to him in such a way.

“Wel], what do you want to know?” he
said helplessly. Then he added, “But lev
me tell you this: I know nothing.”

“Who is  is this woman called Con-
stance?” 1 asked.

At this his face became telieved. “Ha!
ha!” he cried. “A lover, ehi? lle traced
the fair Constance, hither and now his
love makes him so brave that he daves to
meet the ghost of Pyeroft. Bat Constance
is not for you, lad. She hath her duties
as o wife—eh, a wife!” i

“Wife or maid, who is she?” i

“How. do -1 know? L who—who-—
here he lapsed into silence. :

“But you will know before I leave this

o

‘wpirit.”

= _:—.:_____——_—_—_’——_:—"_—:—"/"/—‘

what you hide here.”

«And if T will not tell you?’ :

“There is an old adage that a wizard is
ten times worse than a witch, and many,
4 witch hath died during these last 20
years. When King Charles comes to Eng-
jand it* will be easy to prove that an old
wan at Pycroft Hall hath a familiar

.

“King Charles!” he cried, and his old
eyes sparkled. “Am I afraid of King
Charles? 1 will claim a  secret audience
with King Charles and in two short «min-
utes King Charles will obey me. like 2
child.”

“Obey you?”’

Ay, obey meNow, then do your worst.
Fool that I -was to be duped by a puling-
boy like thee, but since T have been a
fool, 1 will e’en pay for it. Thou canst tell
thy story—ay, thou canst drag me to
Folkestone town. Well, what then? Sup-
pose the ignorant fools which inhabit this
country side ery out for my death? ' Well,
listen—I am Elijah Pycroft—a gentleman,
and I can claim to:have an egr of the,
King. And then it will be even as I say.
Even King Charles will do the will of old:
Elijah Pycroft.”

He had cast aside all his claims to the
supernatural, and had become the clever:
scheming cld man.

“I know what you mean,”
quietly. “But the thing by which
think to obtain the mastery over
new King doth not exist.”

He started to his feet like a man bereft
of his senses.

“Doth not exist? What do you mean?”’

“Oh, I have seen the mother of Lucy
Walters,” 1 replied.

“Thou hast seen——!"" he stopped sud-
denly, his. deep sel eyes darting angry
glances at me and his body trembling with
passion.

Sy,
Do you think that Charles
ever wed such as she?”

“PBut the did!” he eried, carried away by
his passion. “And what is more, I have
proof of itrand——" Again he ceascd
speaking suddenly. [ saw that he had
said more than he intended. Now this was
the point to which 1 had aimed to bring
him, and 1 tried to take him further.

“A vain Doast,” said. “Wheré¢ is it, if it
exists?”’

“Where you will never see it. But stay,
tell me who you are? By what means did
you chtain knowledge of these things?” !

“J have seen a man having a wonderous
likeness to Sir Charles Demman,” I re-
plied, drawing a bow at a venture.

“Ay, and he sent his pretty Constance
to me. He thought to befool me with his
ill-thought out plans—me learnt wisdmn’
before he was born. Ay, and you saw the
pretty Constance, too, did you? But sho
hath told you nought, nc-—-she hath told
you -nought. How could she? He did nof§
know. she did not know, and you, you do
not know.” s

e laughed like a man in great glee;
nevertheless T saw that his eyes were fall
of fear, Twenty years before he would
have been a strong resoluté man, whom
it would have been difficult to bend, but
now age had dimmed his powers and made
him ineapable of grasping wide issues.

“Tf you know where it is—tell me,” 1
said, making a false step, as I knew be-
fcre the words had escaped my lips.

“Ah, mow I see why you have comie!
Ha! ha! What fools men are! You think
crowns are played for with plans no
weightier than boys’ dice, do you? Oh, 1
know what, T know.”

“So do 1,7 1 said, trying to bluff him.

“And what do you know?” he question-
ed eagerly.

“Since you ave so chary of imparting
knowledge, sa will T be,” T said quietly.
“Doubtless you are an old player, Master
Pycroft, therefore you know it takes two
to make a game. Besides, great enterprises
are dangerous when they are taken alone.”
" «Al, like Sir Charles, you would go into
partnership with me. And [ laugh at him;
Jaugh at him! Oh, 1 have more at stake
than you know, young master. Therefore
think you I make terms with a nameless
lm_vl.’" ' *

“I think you will,” T replied.

Again he stared at me incredulously. T
could see that he was.wondering who 1
was and how much I knew.

My armour is invulnerable,” he cried,
{invialnerable, I tell you..¥ou niay do
your worst, but I can gain the ear of the
King, and then— pouf!--what ean you do?”

“fn two days the King may land at
Dover,” 1 replied. “What is to hinder me
frem going to the King, and saying to him,
“Sire, an old man who lives at Pycroft
professes - to have proof that you married
Lucy Walters; by this means he hopes to
have power over you. What do you think
the King will say? What will he do?”

1lis eyes burned with mad anger, but
he saw that I was on guard, he saw, too,
that I was young and lithe and strong.

“But you would not do this?” he cried.

“Why not?”’ 1 asked quietly.

“But what could he do?’ he asked al-
most helplessly.

“Phat depends,” T replied. “If the King
is true, he will take sumunary measures
with Master Elijah Pycroft. e would
know that the proof of such an event
would throw. the country into civil war.
Lucy Walters’ son lives at Paris, and if
the marriage can be proved he is the next
lieir to the English throne. But what
would that mean? You know, Father Sol-
oman. Besides, think you that James,
Duke of York, would be idle? Then let us

I replied
.\'4)‘.1
the

1 have seen her; but it is no use.
Stuart would

suppose the thing is not true. Do you-

ihink Charles. Stuart would take no steps
to punish the man who gave birth to such
a lie?”

Ile sat with his: chin resting on his
chest for some time without speaking. Oc-
cusionally he would take a furtive glunce
at me, and_again le seemed to be trying
to understand the bearings of what 1 had
said. .

“Would you:dd this?”’ he asked again
presently.

“When one can do a thing, there is al-
ways a danger-that he will,” I replied.

Again he gave m¢ a searching glance,and
again  he scemed to be trying to see his
way through a difficulty.

“Tell me what interest you have in all

this?” he said presently.
Oh, T am a young blood on the lookout
for adventures,” 1 replied.
He said that 1 had
him fully, and it was not diflicult to be-
leve that he suspected me of having an
interest in the matter which 1 had not re-
vealed to him. After all, a man would not
comé to him in such a way as 1 had come
witheut suflicient. renson, and it was not
likely that he would reveal to me a valu-
able seeret simply because 1 had asked

e S T TRty Ty o s o o REVEIO pa— &
: 7 i 7 R g premerm e e
THE SEMI-WEEKLY TELEGRAPH, ST. JOHN, N. B, SATURDAY, JULY 30, 1904. - 7
- e e e e ey —

\Was again a moment’s gilence as if he |this: before they come there are certain § room,” I made answer. “Also, 'you will | do. L vluulj euben}:d a houas(ci of evil omen atv

shesitated. it v b things“you il huve o tell:me%s ot ! ] tell me other things.” s pyeide IO THED others would not dare to ap-

1 “Are you prepared to piy the price of |- «ywpat s“;.nl 9 he snarled. “Tell e “What other things?” i 8 ”‘l!p ‘ﬁyn _"For qkt’héﬁd}ﬁ Pﬁ v

: | entrance?’’ Tt - “Among them, why you live hefe, andH{’father's *training T had berg* e;.%l imlxe

heard, there can

light of the stories I had
be no doubt that fales such as I have told
about Pycroft were believed by both gen-
tle and simple alike. More than one house
in England was tenantless at this time be-
cause of its ill fame, and tales of the ap-
pearanves of the departed dead were be-
Keved in by be, f¢rey and people alike.
SQuch Catholic” priésts - as were in England
zaught people to believe in such things,
while even the Puritan and Presbyterian
clergy give credence to belief in the pow-
of the prisoners, was sumnfoned to the
gate by the bell. When the turnkey went
back from the gate he wad just in time
to see Elliot disappearing over the thirteen
feet fence. He gave am alarm and chased
after Elliott, who ,ran down through the
tovernor’s field, out through a yard on
to Morris street, and got out of sight..

An investigation of the means of escape
showed a' knotted rope, attached to the
limb of a tree near the fenee. By the aid
of this rope Elliott climbed to the top of
the fence. It was mu‘le up.of very short
pieces of rope knotted' together, The short
pieces had been found about the garden
and knotted piece by piece when nobody
could see EHiott doing it. He kept the
rope ‘burried in-the earth in. the garden
near the fence. He also  found. an old
horseshoe when digging the. garden. To
this the rope: was attached so that it could
be thrown up to catch the tree limb.

(To be continued.)

THE EARLY DAYS OF
WLSOR IRRET, T
ACTOR, WERE HARD ONES

Stories of the Talented Stage Figtire
Who Died Recently.

Wilson. Barrett, the actor, who died in
T.ondon last week; was hern. in
Febl. 18, 1846, and went on the slag
Halifax in 1864. After 'playing in difie
ent provincial towns, he: was for a time
manager of the Amphitheatre, at Leeds,
and of other playhouses. In 1879, three
years after his first appearance in [.ondon,
he took the management: of the Court
Theatre there, the next year securing Ma-
danme Modjeska: for™ her first English ap-
pearance. He became manager of the
Princess’ Theatre in 1881, and producad
that autumn The Lights o’ London, which
held the boards for 286 mights. In 1882
came The Silver ‘King, with Mr. Barrett’s
role of Wilfred Denver, which had an even
Joniger run, and, like the other, has been
repcatedly revivedy

His impersonation of Hamlet was first
presented in London in Octoper, 1831, This
was his best Shakespearian part, the most
notable aside from this © being Othello
(1897). In 1886 he produced Clito, a trag-
edy written by himself in collabgration
with Sydney Grundy: His own drama of
Nowadays he Dbrought out in 1839, and
his Pharaoh at lLeeds in 1892.

The most successful oft his plays was
The Sign of the Cross, founded on legends
of the Christian martyrdoms under Nero.
Produccd i America in>1895, it met with
great popular favoer, and although severely
dealt with by some of the critics, had a
run’ of considerably more than a year at
the Lyric Theatre, . London, which Mr,
Barrett took in-1896. There, in February,
1897, the . produced his Daughters of Baby-
lon. He hay also  produced his own
adaptations of several novels, among them
Hall Caine's Deemster (as Ben My Chree,
1888) ; The Bondman, 1893, and The Manx-
man, 18%4; and Sienkiewicz's Quo Vadis,
at Edinburgh, May, 1900. Besides his dra-
matic writings, and various coutributions
to periodicals, he was author, or joint
authcr, of several works of liction, among
them novels based on The Sign of the
Cross and Daughters of Babylon.

He was well known in America, having
come here for more or Jless extended tours
in 1886, 1888, 1889, 1893, and 1897. In 1898
he visited Australia.

A Precocious Boy.

Wilson Barrett was a -precocious boy.
Between twelve and thirteen he learned
every word of Hamlet and the Mer-
chant of Venice, while hard at work in
the office of a wholesale corn merchant,
who paid the lad six shillings a week. Oul
of this sum his parents allowed him two

Fssex,

3

shillings and sixpence, with which he was:

expected to clothe and feed himself. Ie
bad only a bed and supper at home. Mis
hours of labor avere from 7 in the morn-
mg until 10 or 11 at night, with a hali-
hour's rest for breakfast and angther hali-
hour for luneh—the larger portion of which
tim¢ he employed in reading whatever he
conld lay hands upon, especially anything
about plays or the stage. Every cent that
he could spare from his tiny weekly sti-
pend or could gain in any extra way he
spent on books. His duties at the corn
merchant’s were numerous and varied. He
would carry money to the bank on foot
and convey grain to a purchaser with a
horse and eart, and more than once,when
about fourteen, he actually lugged sacks
of corn or flour for certain distances, the
sacks often weighing two and a* half hun-
dred weight.  About this time, when he
used to have to go to the wharves for
flour, the men, seeing him do men’s work,
put  hindrances in way, drove their
teams into him and jeered at him. But he
did not -mind them. He kept on at his
toil in all’ weathers, although sometimes
so thinly clad that he had his hands
frozen.

When young Barrett was fourteen he
begzed his master to let him leave work
at 8 o’clock for one evening in each week
that he niight attend evening school at
a charge of twopence. This request the
mercvhant granted to him for about six
weeks, but at ‘the end of that time, find-

his

| ing that the boy was too much missed, he

| withheld the permission.

And this was
the extent of the schooling of Wilson Bar-
rett.  But his mind was developing vapid-
ly witheut the aid of teachers. He had

| Iven trying his hand at little dramas, and
' on his way heme from the store at’ night

not answercd

for it; On the other hand, he had. seen !

I

ner to e put off withia weak excuse.

had done what others had not dared tul
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»Lthat 1 was nol Lo be frightened easily, |

“Young Barrett sat in  the
.then ran all the way home after the play.
He took a chill which resulted: in iuﬂamvl

lie frequently used to slip into the theaire
and sce the last part of whatever play was
on. Then Le would “shin up” the water:
pipe and into his low bedroom and undress
as quietly as pessible so not to awaken
his parents, who, he knew, would nat
approve.  But this growing love for the
stage became stronger. and stronger in him.
One nizht he saw Henry Neville, then the

leading actor at the (H'\'muig.,{.in‘ Camilla’s |
ri‘evening. |

Husband. 1t was a very Wi
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mation of the lungs and pleurisy, and f":l'
a long time he wavered between life an

death. During this illness sixteen shil-
lings’ which hé€ had been saving up, penny
by penny, as a starting fund for entering
the dramatic profession, and which he
had always kept in his pocket by day and
« a little canvas bag under his pillow abt
night, was discovered and paid to the doc-
tor. .

: After his convalescence he went back to
the corn dealer’s, and shortly aftcrward to
a large banknote printing office. [ere he
rese rapidly, receiving at the start fifteen
shillings a week, and as the hours of work
sweres not? so confining ‘as with his former
employers he found time to write his first
completed drama, Robin Heod, He was
now fifteen years old, and with some other
lads about the same age accomplished an
extraordinary  thing. He arranzed an old
shed in the back of 4 garden as a theatre,
with stage and scerery, and in'licu of gas
or footlights devised a schesue of ¢il lamps,
whose wicks could be turned up or down
all at the same tima by pulling 1 wire,
For the boxed a hoard as prrated and cut
out in {Hi¢ shiape of ‘urtaing, so that a man
standing outside laoked -from the stage as
if geated in alvegular:theatre bux. There
were $i¥ fneémbers in ycung Barrdit’s com-
pany, and after several rchesrsals, tickets
were issued to fifty or sixty friends and
relutives of the actors. The play was a
great success, and the amateur theatre was
nightly crowded. The actors did the scene
shifting. They purchased caligo- and
stained and cut and stitehed their cwn cos-
tumes, young Wilson doing all the-devis-
ing, designing and literary work. Their
orchestra consisted - «f a violin, English
concertina and flute. They wanted a drum;
but, the orchestra heing too small to ac-
céemmodate the real article, the plan was
hit on of covering a small square box with
thiclk brown paper, kept taut by a spirit
Jamp. This was a fair drum, if not hit
too hard.

THE HORSE SHOW,

Advisory and Hororary Committees
Appointed—First Class “how is

L

b

| Promised.

.Jn" connettion with the hoys» show to
be held each afternoon at the coming ex-
Wibition--17th-24th  September next-
large and eminently successful meecting
these interested was held last evening
the exhibition offices, water street.

The main cbjeet of this mecting was
the appeintment of an advisory commit- .
tee of gentlemen experienced in horse show
matters, who would consult and act joint-
ly with the exhibition executive in the
arrangement of prize lists, classes, ete.

The following gentlenen were appoint-
ed: D. C. Clinch, Col. G. West Jenes, E.
.. Jewett, Peter Clineh, James B. Gilles-
pie, W. W. Hubbard.

In addition to the above, 4 number of
influential citizens were mnamed as an
honerary committee.

The foregoing preliminaries having been
disposed of, the necessary . details in-
volved in the getting up of a first class,
fashiondble horse show will now be pro-
ceeded with at once.

MILE A MINUTE TO
REACH HIS DINNER.

a
( ¥'f
abt =

i

J. B Haggin Keeps Engagement in Special
Train Going Eighty Miles in Eighty
Minutes -

Cinclnmati, Ohio., July 25.—James H.
Haggin, of Boston, and Lexington (Ky.),
is particular about his appointments, es-
pecially dinner appointments. He made a
dinner -appointment by telegraph Satur-
day from Albany (N. Y.), with some
friends who are at this stock farm, mear
Lexington, and when he and his party ar-
rived at the Grand Central station today*
at thalf-past ten o’clock Mr. Haggin T
alized that he would have difficulty in
keeping the appointment.

The fact that there was not a train
leaving that would take him to-Lexington
in time for dinmer was not an insurmount-
able difficulty to Mr. Haggin. There was
the railroad track, and railroad tracks are

\“
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sptiger, agefif ‘of the Quen aund Crescent
was, summoned in haste and Mr. Haggin
said Lonhimiie. oo els - .

‘My {riends and myself are anxious to
e in-Fexington: for “dintier at one o'clock
today.' As there is no train going now
'd none of my own 'ho(hw/:s'uilu.ble. L
gish, you "would get me up a smail special
train to take us down there. A small
one will do—one car will be a!l that we
could use.”

Then a few moments nvere spent by the
agent of the railway in figuring out 3
Nclw_dule that would land the party in
L(fxmgton at the time required, and the
rmllxonaire was told that he could be sup-
plied with an engine and parlor car to run
on a fast schedule which would take the
party to Texington.

“All right,” said Mr. Haggin, “that will
do very nicely. Not too fast, you know.
Not faster than would be compatible with
safety.”

A. hurried order had been sent for ars

engine and special parlor car and in less
than twenty minutes after the party left
the Big Four New York train the special
was backed into the station.
" Two hours and a half after the spe(',izu"
left the Grand Central depot word was
received from Tiexington theat Mr. Haggin
and his party had arplved at ten minutes
past: welye o’clock, thirty minutes in ad-
vance of the tine sef for thie dinner, and
that the party had faken ‘carriages for the
drive ‘out.to. the Haggin farm. The dis-
tance of eighty miles had been covered in
one Mour and bwenty minutes, With en-
forced slow specd ordemrs as far as Lud-
}0\\" (Ky.), and one stop for water and
uel.

THE LIBERALS WON.

London, July 27.—The Liberals gained
a seat at Owestry (West Shropshire) in
the by-election yesterday, necessitated by
the succession of Hon. Ceorge Ormsby<
Gore (Conservative), son of Lord Harlech,
to the peerage. The fight mainly was on
the tariff question. The vesult was as
follows: ‘A, H. Bright, Liberal, 4542; W,
C. Bridgeman, Conservative, 4.157; \Liberal
majority, 385.

At the last election Mr. Ormsby-Gore

., another

defeated Mr. ‘Bright by 1,088 votes. . Corv”
sequently the Liberal gain in this' con
stituency is 1,473 votes. “The Liberals won
notable vietory at Devenport
lately, where they converted o hostile ma-
jority of 28 inte a friendly one of 1,041,
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