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CHAPTER L
T was !n August of the year 188—
that I turned the cormer, as it
were, Into the strange history |
am now to relate. The Welsh
marches had been entirely unknown to
me uotil at & peint in an Idle tour of
the west of England I fell upon the
little town of Raymond and brought up
at 7 in the evening at the Swan hostel-
ry that occuples a corner of the lrreg-
ular triangle comstituting the market
place. The country in that part is full
of swelling hills and valleys, soft and
exhilarating of alr and clothed with a
great vesture of woed. The great
Gwent, as the forest across the little
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fIver Ray Is called In the countryside,
rolls westward across the county, bro-
ken by tracts of fertile fields lying un-
der grain and pasture, and descends
wpon the black hills of the mining dis-
trict beyond. At Raymond, which
stands upen the hither side of the river,
we are vet In England proper and upon
the margin of a more open country.
The town Itself Is small and neat and
wears its alr of respectable antiquity
very haughtily.

The inn. which was Itself among the
most venerable buildings in the small
town, was comfortably served by a
very brisk landlerd of middle age. It
bad kept, so to speak, a precarious
continuity with antiquity and In the
maln scheme had changed but little
during the 300 years which had passed
since its erection.

'The hostelry was much too large fer
Its present uses, but for all that wore
no air of neglect in the inhabited cham
bers. My own roems were marked by
bomely comfort, and I was waited apon
like a prince of the blood. After a rude
and wholesome country dinner I sougl!
distraction in the taproom with mF
pipe and a heterogeneous compiany o
townsfolk. The landlord was In some
kind a president at this symposium,
which consisted for the main part oi
a few of the swaller shopkeepers.
There was Mr. Jones, for example,
whose name I had noticed upon a shop
front as I rode through the High street.
This man fixed upon me early in the
evening, and poured his confidences
into my ear. He was a hay merchant,
and be had no dearer ambition than to
establish his business in Bristol. He
found Ravymond too mean for his as-
piring temper, and the Mecca of his
prayers was Bristol. I confess that 1
found him something of 2 bore, and
was glad to exchange commonplaces
with my other neighbor. The landlord
himself kept his seat before the long
table, smoking his long pipe with the
peace of a man whose business is end-
ed for the day, and now and then dis-
charging a glance in my direction. He
was, 1 discovered, a traveled man for
those parts, and bad the reputation of
a smart fellow. Indeed, he compared
well with the duller rustics who sur-
reunded him. The placid air of the tap-
reom was ln some ways little more di-
verting than the molitude of my cham-
ber. but that was soom to pass, Pres-
eatly there came a great heize, Tol-
jowed by & heavy tramp of feel ap-
proaching from the euter ban, aid
pirutied a tall roung fellow, with his
Bat upon ohe aila akd & Jauniy afF of
ene whe Ewews hiz owh worih awd
deapives b weighivus

“Come Y saya the Makeepes, Wiy
friendiy, but With a cerialm Al of ¢oms

sifaint, "l‘iiht,j of yoom, Mr Momt
gomery, ®in, aMl a good evening to
¥ou

“Oh, hang your ceremonies,” says

the newcomer, but with no touch of ill
humor, “and give your best attention
to my order, Wendover!" And, clap-
ping his hat more firmly on his head,
bhe rapped loudly upon the table, |
He drank the glass of whisky which
the barman served and then fell into a

a

yours come?™ The exclaimed. *“Here
have I ridden in ten miles for the sight
of & human face and the taste of good
Scoteh, and— That's right” He gave
his order and, observing Wendover
agaln, gave vent to a heavy laugh.
“What de you expect to happen in the
Gwent? he asked. “It's as dull as
ditch water.”

“] don't kmow so much about that,”

put in suddenly a man on the other

side of the room whom, from his gen-
eral alr, I took to be a miller. “There's
something as I beard of lately that was
pretty exciting.” ?

The spokesman drew all eyes upon
him. The surface of our deep com- |
I

“What's that, Mr. Llewellyn?" asked |

posure stirred and ruffled.

the innkeeper.
Montgomery looked Incredulous.

“Pooh!” he sald dlsdainfully.

But that was my introduction to the
lad, an introduction none too favorable,
of which he began at once to make use,
for he crept close to me, moving from
chair to chair, when a chance served
him, and, being emboldened by the
liquor he had drunk, struck up a lively
conversation with me. In the end he
was exceedingly merty, and was shak-
ing me heartily by the band, and Invit-
]ﬁmﬂtudrh‘enuttahh!lrmlnthe
' Gwent with a good deal of unusunl
| warmth and vehemence, but I managed
| at last to make my escape, and that
without giving him offense. '

It was yet early, but the taproom
had lost Its bumors for me, and 1 was
for bed. In my room I spent an agree-
able hour, idly considering my guide-
books and determining a date for my
return to town. Upon the map I made
out the site of lvor castle, of which
there had been talk, also of Mout-
gomery's farm, which he had described

| to me. They both Jay in the Gwent, as
that great reach of forest In the

marches is called.

CHAPTER 1L

mingled with the summer air
when I opened my door and
looked forth upon the courtyard. The
landlord geuatly deprecated the events
of the previous evening, offering, as it
might be to a fastidious guest, an apol-

AIN bad fallen In the night, and
a sweet savor of earth com-

|ogy for & headstrong young scape-

The miller enjoyed the importance grace.

and seemed Inclined to prolong it. He

leisurely refilled his pipe.

“] heard something queer happened
at the castle last week,” he sald at last,
seeing that his news must out.

my missus,” went on the miller. “We
bave taken her In.
t]'E-"

“What did she say?’ asked Wen-
dover.

“] don't exactly recall the right of
it,” the miller confessed, with a hasty
gense of shame. Montgomery looked
at me and, seeing a smile in my eyFe, |
burst out laughing. “But I know it
was about a burgiary,” said the miller
promptly and with courage.

“I'd like to hear about the burglary,” |
| tracted me with some force. I had an |

gaid some one.

“The man that keeps the Inn there— |

the—what's that inn?” went on the mill-

er.
“The Yoodman,” answered Mont-
gomery.

“Avye, that's it He was servant to
the castle—the girl sald—and he caught
them."”

“Caught whom?¥ said Montgomery
impatiently.

“Well, he didn't catch them,” admit- |
ted the miller, “but he frightened them
off. 'They were after the plate that the
old gentleman keeps, so the man teld
my girl.”

“He's a queer old customer,” inter-
posed one of the company, seeing, as
we all saw, that we should get no fur-
ther Interest out of the miller. Our
attention broke up.

“You're right,” nodded his vis-a-vis
and replaced his pipe in his mouth.

“May I ask what castle you are
speaking of?" I ventured to say, ad-
dressing the miller.

“Ivor castle, sir,” sald he civilly.

“It lays In the Gwent, sir, back of
the hills,” explained the landlord.

“Ag you talk of this burglary,” said
Montgomery, breaking in rather rude- |
Iy, “I'd like first to kmew what they
were going te find in the castle, Every
one knows there's nothing te be got
there.”

Confronted with this wncivil nfidel,
the miller camre to bay. "I don't know
anvihing about It™ he declared. “Al
I kwow 55 that this young woman—she
pivs Bhe Was woke up hy & nelwe golRg
oi, BRd then =he weal to sheeh again,
puiting her head under the blankels,

D akd that the Wmanservant=1 can't bRg

pack his name—he N her Bext day
that the thievea had tried to get "

“Humph!™ apeered Montgomery, who
rad plainiy drunk too much to be an
companion. I dom't call that
much of a tale™

“if it's true, it's true™ sald the mild
looking man,

“Who the devll asked your opinion?”
retorted the lad brusquely, The mild
man shifted in his chale, but mustered
courage to ask if a man might not ex-
press his sentiments wpon a peint of
general intereat, :

“That's true, anyway,” assented
Montgomery, with a foolish laugh,

It was clear that he had taken enough
to be quarrelsome if the opportunity

YR ghould rise, and unfortunately be chose

“Come in,” says the innkeeper.
seat and stared without any trucu-
lence, but rather with a savage air of
curiosity, at myself. He was of a ruddy
color and quite young, and something
in his bearing rather than in his dress
marked him out from the rest ef the
company. But above all his great size
mt:::i muscular appearance were notlce-
able.
“Who is that?" I asked as soon as’

.Montgomery's eves bad wandered
from me.
. “He's no better than he should be,”
,my neighbor answered. “For all his
grand airs, he's but little better than
a pauper. And that's where your blood
i comes to In the end.”

- The landlord, who was close by me,
noting my interrogation with a busy
eve, leaned forward and supplemented
' this disparaging information in a whis-
per.

. “One of the best families In the
: Gwent, sir,” he murmured, “though his
estate ia'no more than-a yeoman’'s now-

adays. Times are against property on
the border.” And having delivered
and sddreased a question to Montgom-

ery, with the object, as I conceived, of |

exhibiting a local celebrity to his guest.

E B

- “How's crops, my young gentleman "

' able.

- “ﬂmw.ﬂﬂ" -

hh_n_hﬂ.

to turn his bantering gaze upon my |
gour and peevish neighbor.
“Well, Mr. Jones,” said he, “and

how’s hay?”

says Jones in his surly fashion.

“Crops,” said Montgomery in a bawl,
“ecrops is as they should be—season-
Here's to crops, gentleman, and
also to hay,” and he fell into his chair
laughing abominably.

I could not say if this was part of an
elaborate jest, conceived by a maudlin |
brain, or whether he had really been
taken with an unreasonable fit of
anger; but, whether of accident or of
purpose, he filled up his glass forward 'I
between his fingers, and the dregs flew |
out and spattered the hay merchant's
face.

“Gentlemen!” cried the landlord, in |

what vacant and grinning broadly, |

tered under his nose with a show of |

that was not quite English,!
and at this moment, when it seemed
as if some retaliation was to be ex-
pected and a fracas precipitated, an
impulse took me, and I myself inter-

vened, o
“] think, sir,” said I, addressing

She's left the cas- |
' he's running to seed here, He's taken

' a main fancy to you. That I could spy

. yate from the world.

‘placent smile.

| “They're not like us of the eastern
' counties, sir,” says he. “They're a bit

Welsh hereabout. It's a contamina-

| tlon, to my way of thinking. But,
| there, all sorts of blood go to make a

“What's that?" asked Montgomery, | Dation, and that's the truth.”

“A girl that was in service there told |

But he volunteered a few additional

particulars about Montgomery,
“Not a bad sort, sir, at beart, but

at a look. But it's a poor prespect for
him, with land dwindling away to

nothing, and Llanthony is a shabby
| house for a young gentleman as he

ghould be.”

Llanthony, it appears, was the name
of Montgomery's paternal estate in the
Gwent. And, in fact, it was for this
Gwent that I was bound this morning.
The prospect of those rolling hills at-

appetite for the wilderness of that back
country, unscarred, as I learned, b¥
the track of any rallway. It wasina
way virgin, at the least a property pri-

dcross the Ray and directed my horse
toward the long red slope of the as-
cent 1 looked back upon the little town
and discovered it wrapped in moun-
tain humors.

Llanthony, according to my host, la¥

was not my particular aim, and, i it
bad been, I had no one to guide me, 1
roamed indefinitely through byways

' over a circuit of the upper Gwent and
' finally drew up in the village of Llanel-

lan about the hour of lunch. This vil-
lage iay a mile or so from the more
open districts of the Gwent and within
the privy borders of the great forest it-
self. It would have been easy to throw
the reins upon the horse's neck and to

. wander, lost in tke abysms of that wil-
' derness, for the viliages were scattered
' at a great distance and the habitations |
of the settlers were at long Intervals. |
It was somewhere about 5 In the after- |
noon, and as I rode down Into & Epa-

clous valley a few miles from Lianel-

Jan, that the monetony of this desultory
journey was broken by an eveat of
some moment.

A pretty brook rippled through the
wood aRd wam orosred Mpon A Finde
bridge. As 1t chaneed, Wy borse Pell
suddenty Jawe and I had dismaunted
on the farber wlge of the siream o
examme hig hoot when I heard sounds
as of A struggle In the olese brake
WmE left, and wpon that a shedll shout a3
of one cEFlng for assistance. Leaving
the bay witheut furiher ade, for he was
of mild mettle, 1 jumped 1ato the copse
and ran toward the nolses, ahowting as
I went to encourage the wayfarer whao
was calling for aid.

The cries bad alveady ceased, but a |
crackling and brushing in the under-

growth still directed me, apd, bursting
through the furze and brier, 1 came out
very suddenly upon the verge of the
little brook and almost fell over the
form of a man who lay doubled upon
the earth. As 1 stumbled and shifted
to regain my balance I had a glimpse
of a lithe, lean bodied fellow vanish-
ing precipitately into the copse. But
obviously It was to the victim that I
must first turn my mind ratber than to
any fugitive assallant. He was a man,

' as 1 guessed, of some sixty years or

more, very bald of the head and under
the middle stature. Across his K white
and shining forehead was a streak of
blood, which drew from me an excla-
mation as I helped him to his feet.

“It is not mine,” said he, with a com-
“1 go better prepared
than my years would suggest.”

“No bones broken?” I inguired.

He shook his bead, leaning upon my
arm and breathing painfully.

“A bruise or two, and no wind in my
belly—no more. I was a fool to have
forgotten my pistol.”

The words recalled me to the thought
of the runaway, to whom I attributed
this scurvy trick upon an old gentle
man,

“What was the cause? 1 asked.
“Some highway thief?”

“Hardly that,” he remarked thought-
fully, and pulling forth an ancient
snuffbox with deliberation. *“No, 1

I made a motion to withdraw, recel- |-

lecting hastily that it was my duty to
ascertain some tidings of the ruffian,
but the old gentieman, observing my
dﬂiiutgnﬂun. put his hand upon my shoul-

“I would not worry,” said he snave
1y. “It is of small consequence as it

bappens. Now, had you come Up & IIHI-

' at the back of the first hill, some four |
miles from Raymond, but as the estate |

with the
AN li it M T W, AT ey

I had a glimpss of a lithe, lean bodicd

L Jeew 3
 Wanige (s affalr my oWE ¥
 bave stood the racket,
though I beartlly acknowledge
| have acquired & certain claim to atte
tion. It is very good of you," he sa
politely, and then, “Yes, I
should kKhow him again—if we met
which is of course extremely improd
able,” he coucluded, with a twinkle io
his eyes,

Now, the self possession of this old
fellow, with his alr of imperturbable
courage, puzzled me hugely and in a
manner was very disconcerting. He
' had taken the outrage, which had evi-

dently been committed upon his per-

' son, with such mildness, even with |

senses to see him discoursing there,
with his snuff between his fingers, so
pleasantly and broadly, of the event
He seemed quite unruffled, though his

|
|
 amiabllity. I could scarce credit my
|

body still panted with the efforts of |

his struggle.

“Is your watch 1 suppose it

gafe?
rather mean and cast down by the un-

' expected situation,
“Thank you, quite safe,” he replied,
without troubling to ascertain. *“Yes,
quite safe. Certainly 1 must suppose

was robbery 7" 1 said, feeling somehow |

|
|

it to have been robbery—yes, robbery, |

' no doubt.”

His air was so abstracted that 1 took
leave to doubt his sanity; but, after
' all, it was no business of mine if he

was foolishly disposed to mercy, and

| one needs but little imagination to con- |
As I struck | g

ceive of a dozen deep reasons for an
assault save the piain motive of theft.
He turned to me presently as 1 was
upon the point of withdrawing.

“T am at a loss to know,” said he, la-
boring over his words and speaking
' very deliberately, “what devil of folly
pursues men that they will hazard all
' on a piece of carclessness, & wanton
i whim or just mere indifference or idle-
' ness. 1 cannot say”"— He paused as
i we emerged upon the road. “This must
' be your horse, then, a good, serviceable
 animal, that would bave warmed my
| heart thirty years sincee 1 eannot
| say,” he resumed, clutching gently at
' my arm, “that my adventure today
| was due to any other cause than that
ot w* He paused
again, my horse with appar-
ent interest. “In the first place, I
' should mot bave been so far from home;

! my fate almost a certainty bat
for your arrival™ he added ax a polite
tterthought, squecring my arm.

I conleps that I was utterly st a loss
what to make of him amd wa= inciine!
te Interpret him for a mik Ianativ, bat
we Rlong the readwearn, |
Detdle of Wy horews avor W

& Welalions valve wpan B
m “!" ]\k'l "' b 'I.'.'.'1 RT
m m m “1. whide b obiahedunt
“m“ﬁ 1T TEREN Bt e
“ﬁ. Mg for & guarter of an hovin, 1)
aly VEe Wias sueng |
somewhat lborions ascen b, v

H
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| out upen the snmmit of 4 Hitle hiil v
im ﬁlm bivery of s ¢

!

- surmeunnted by
be

what seeie. i 1
to “Iﬁ minsg ol A sty
ere the oM gentleman came oo b
ceasing slmultanecusly of his chatts
nd looked toward the building
“I am fully consclous, Mr, —: 1 dort

think I ﬂll.!lt your nawme, Mr."—

“Greaterex,” I told him.

“Thank yeu,” said be. 1 aw [
consclous, Mr. Greatorex, that 1 .
under a desp obligation to you fur 3o,
great service this afteruoon. Goed.
orex! There are, if 1 remember arigai

Greatorexes In Hampshire.”
I explalned that we were cadets o

that family. He bowed bis acknowl
edgments of my explanation and pro
ceeded.

“Hospitality tells me that I can do uo
less than offer you the opportunity of

refreshment for yourself or"—his eyes
dwelt abstractedly upon my horse—
“for your animal. But I am reluctant
to press the offer upon you, seeing that
It is very probable you have ridden
far"—be Was observing poor Jupiter's
fiqaks—“and are still far from your
destination.”

His eyes Interrogated me, but with
no ruode curlosity, rather as if they of-
fered a remark which I might consider
a question or not, as [ chose. I an-
swered frankly.

“lI am staying at the Swan, In Ray-

“] am not quite sure how far I am
from the town or in what direction it
lies.” o
“In that case,” he said urbanely, but
with a sense of satisfaction, as I imag-

are some seven miles from Raymond,

%
=l

Ined, “my reluctance vanishes, You

| should find much in common,

a siege,” sald my bost, with a whim-
gical smile, as we crossed the draw-
bridge, adding, with what seemed to
me a comical irony and looking down
at the bridge, “I fear, though, we
should find some trouble with the
binges."

We passed through the arch of ma-
sonry and Into the courtyard within,
where the old gentleman speedily sum-
moned & mun and gave him charge of
my horse, And here again I noticed
that further appearances testified to
the use of the castle as a farm. From
a serutiny of this pleasaut aspect [ was
aroused by my host, who, pausing as
he pushed open a huge oaken door,
turned to me suddenly.

“I am extremely remiss, Mr. Greato
rex,” be exclaimed with a gesture of
apology. “You have not yet the style
of your grateful bost. My name Is
Kesteven, and this is generally kuown
as lvor castle.”

All this was conceived in the mo=l
formal and eccentric temper, and
doubtless bhad it not been for the
strange interest of his babit and cou:
duct 1 might not have consented s¢
mmeekly to be his guest, for it was now
time for my bomeward journey. How-
ever, 1 must, it appeared, sit und drink
with him a glass of sherry in his li
brary, a large and ancieut room with &
very fine dfsplay of oaken shelves and
paneling.

A little later 1 excused myself, and
rese for departure,
two he appeared to bave fallen intc
abstraction, and then, glancing at e
quickly, be regarded me with a stead-
fast, inquiring gaze.

“M= Greatorex,” said he, “you are a
Foung Iman,
You wiil

permit the question? Are you mar

| ried ™

= 1

1 assured him that I was not. Hu
nodded, as if this were satisfactory
news. “Nor am 1,” he answered, *'but
very probably for aunother reason. |
cannot expect you to take part in my
philosophy, but I am reminded that
you have seen nothing of a bouse which
is of some historical interest, and which
I should esteem myself happy to show
you. Is it necessary that you should
return to your Swan this evening?”

The invitation in the query took mc

For a minute or |

confusion. One moment quite a
‘sounding | rang in his pompous
annuncia the titles of some great

at his moments of most spacious frauk-
ness 1 was never able to determine the
depth of Its genuineness.

He fetched me out some wines, giv-
ing me & generous cholce, but himself
drinking but sparingly.

“No, thank you; 1 have never smok-
od.” sald be In reply to my offer of a
clgar. *WIill you not smoke yourself,
Mr. Greatorex? And pray try that
port. I understand it to be of a partie-
ular year.” He |nsisted gently upon
belping me from the decanter and then
dropped softly Into his chair,

Suddenly he rose and going to a win-
dow threw It open and leaned forth.
1 heard sdmewbhere from the deep re
cesses of the old house a clock striking

| the bour of 1. Mr. Kesteven closed the

I begin to think that we |

casement and turned to me.

“I fear, Mr, Greatorex,” he sald, with
a smile, “that I have fetched you here
under false pretenses, but at least you

-l Ny,

HE ¥ E R...

He threw open the window and leancd
Jorth.

have saved an old man from his own
company, which is, after all, somewhal
dull fellowship.”

“No,” said I, echoing his smile, *I
bave been myself preserved from the
hard chairs of a very crowded tap-

| room and the quarrelsome attentions
of balf drunken farmers.”

aback, for, eccentric as my bost uu- |
' must not give the Swan a viliainous

doubtedly was, I bhad not anticipated

this proffer of- hospitality. Yet there |

was certalply no pressing reason for
my return, and here, at least, 1 should
have more congenial company than in
my miscellanecus taproom. [ replied
something to the effect of this thought.

“Good!" said be, brightening a little.
“You are kind to cheer a solitary, |
can even promise you a bottle of cham-

“Come, come,” said he genially, “you

reputation.”
“Oh, it was not 1" I answered light-

| lv, keeping up the triviality, *but a

young gentleman of the Gwent."
Mr. Kesteven ceased to smile,

I ask his name?” he asked,
“Montgomery, I belleve, but I under-

gtand we are sworn frieads now, so0

“May

' that no harm is done.”

pagne If you are young enough. If you f

| will allow me I will call my house

|

mond, and to say truly”—I langbed— |

set in |

keeper.” He rose and went to the bell,
but, pausing with his hawd upon the
rope, looked at me gravely.

“I should be doing you wrong Mnr
Greatorex,” be =aid, “if I were not te
let you know that by consenting te be
my goest tonight you are conlerring
Wpon e A great favor.  You place me
whder & partiealar obligation

I told Biw, Maghing that the obilg.
ol was Wike
VNG e e ML Peak that WY Wmean:
g e ot PRI Let Wwe saY el
Bave & PARicular fenson for winhing
FME i i b gl

I bowed polliely aud offered some

of myslery pusshal .

“You are 4 Sirong wan, Mu Greato
rex,” he continued, surveying we seil
ously, “1 must tell you that 1 have wo
ehe sleeping in the house save wy
bonsekeeper and & maid, The maun you
saw, who took your horee, sleeps in a
cottage at Llanellan.” He paused. “1
was unfortunate enough to lese wy
valet a month ago and so far have been

| unable to fill his place.”

1 began to understand. He was In
some fear of his lonely condition. Pos-
sibly be dreaded an attack by bis late
assallant. Suddenly, toe, ran into my
memory the scene In the taproom on
the previous night, the miller and his
long pipe and bis story. There was
that same tale that should have been
exciting about a burglary. And here I
was In Ivor castle, -

“It you are thinking of that scoun-
drel”— I began. *“Surely the police”—

miles from Ivor castle. But pray do
not misunderstand me. I sball be in-
finitely obliged 'by your company. It's
long since I bad an inteHigent conver-
sation. But 1 would not detain you If
you bad any scruples about staying.”

1 laughed. “Not I!" said 1. *I will
stay and gladly.” And In truth 1 meant
it, for the adventure interested me not
a little. Was it burglars?

It was In the dining room that we

“Montgomery!” he repeated slowly.

' "Yes, 1 bave heard the name—a ¥very

young and thoughtiess man,™ and he

i regarded me with a certaln reflective-
 pess

Ih;t it wak not of Montgomery 1

' thought when I went te bed, but of the

Ol vVeRLional Feply, Wwogh Whis decp wis

window and the xilence of the night,
with the mooniight striking on Kesiv
veie bead. Why hed be thiowa apes
the caremeRt and dischtied e, =9
be BN, from wmy obigmthon &k polive
WAR T ek that was how | terpreted

Bk wends 5

CHAPTER 1L
EFORE breakinst I had the -
WRIEY 0 Wake & BAIFQWer
R of the castie as W

appeared froam without. The

 WOrRing Was Bne he air of those hills

delicate and stimulating, and the sun-
light struck the woods and valleys with
a golden glary, Smoking a clgaretie,

1 strolled round i\he edifice, surveying
- with admiring eyes the details of the

design. The entrance by the portcullis
lay between two solid drum towers,
very formidable to look on, The bat-
tlements, which were extremely plain

'and by no means perfect, the machico-

lations being worn into great chasms

_here and there, stood two stories away

from the base of the castle, and three
if the bottom of the moat beée counted.
Upon the one side of the Iirregular
square which the buildings made the
stonework, as I have said, had fallen
into disrepair, and, indeed, no rooms
were habitable here. The detritus of
centuries had flowed ever into the
courtyard, and the stones were heaped
in a solid accumulation and overgrown
with masses of huge Irish ivy. The
southern face of the castle was, so to
speak, but a hill of rock. It was at the
junction of the southern and western
walls that the keep stood, itself raised
some twenty feet above the level of the
battlements and the termination of the
bhabitable portion of the fortress. (&
moat, which was some ten feet deep,
was grown upon with grass, and Its

o

CAUGHT COLD
ON THE CPR|

A. E. Mumford tells how Psychine.

. cured him after the Doctors
gave him up

u [t js twelve years since Psychine cured

me of gulloping consumption.” The
er was Mr. A. E. Mumford, ix teey

| qall, and looking just what he is & bhusky

healthy farmer. He works his own {arm
near Magnetawan, Ont,

“ 1 caught my cold working as & fircman
on the C.P.R." he continued. *'1 had
night sweats, chills and fever and freguent.
ly coughed up pieces of my lungs. 1 was
sinking fast and the doctors said there
was no hope for me. Two months tregt.
ment of Psychine put me right on my feet
and 1 have had no return of lung trouble

BinCe.

If Mr. Momford had started tc take
Psvchine when he first caught cold he
| would have saved himself a lot of anxicty
| and suffering. Psychine cures all lung
troubles by killing the germs—the rects of

| the diseasc.

PSYCHINE

| Promounced Si-keen)

;500. Per Bottle

Larger szt 3| and §2—all druggista

'DR. T. A. SLOCUM, Limited, Toront.
ettt T
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ed, Tascinated with the primitive ides

“Not unusually,” he replied. “but
there is & well within the castle, doubi.
less from the same springs. et the
brook rendered a more important serv-
jce in my predecessors’ times.”

I looked at him inquiringiy. He
smiled.

“Let me see,” be resumed, “if 1 can
give you ocular proof. It should be
here.”” He stopped and, dipping bis
stick into the water, poked among the
pebbles of the siream. “Ah, here it is
I think I have it!” He looked toward
the castle, above the battlements of
which now flamed the morning sun,
They rose some fifty yards zwuy.
“There is a connection with the moat
by means of a conduit,” explained Ar.
Kesteven.

[ uttered an exclamation of delight

' and vowed that 1 must explore fartber,
| Assenting graclously, he led the way
| toward the house and, letting himeeif

- of the moat.

|

gently down the sloping bank, waliked,
peering about him, along the bottom
“You will find it over-
grown, no doubt,” be said. “But your
eyes are better than mine. It is 1en
years since I looked for it.”

I searched amid the trailing creepers
and presently discovered the mouthb of
the conduit. It was of thick stone znd
mortar and from its appearance must
have been of very ancient construction.
But the opening was choked with carth
end grass and probably bad been so
for centuries. I said as much to Mr.
Kesteven.

“No.” be returned, “I think not. I
believe my predecessor in the tenancy
of the castle had it opened some fifty
vears age, and fiooded the moat for
his own amusement. 1 understand that
the experiment was gquite successful
and entertained a party of guests, one
of whom,” he added dryly, "feil inte
the water and was only rescued with
pome difficulty. But you Ebhall meke
better acquaintamce with our wveigh.
borhood after breakfast., | assure Yon,
M. Greatorex, it s worth your sy,
and this cartle of mine i= hy no Wwiene
mingnine”

I was guite at hi= dispo=al T
RiPall bR R e Weihing sl vy
el Gvosasian ol Wy Biel Rneiivede
@l e W\-— o e AOednd
Awewhedge whivh, a2 oW mlva bl b
Wi Ehad CReREh te PraRE by At 4
e period, AR hare | Al sl B
N & tew waaikta the characiel wb bl
eaMBiry which Was desiined e by =6
straugely sonbected wWith Wy hwiibles
The custbe stood Wpon & Lt elbibelve
toward the higher paris ol the Lilis
and looked dowa 1oward the easl upeh
a long, bread valley as upon iis s ial
domain,. This valley, which wus =ome
three miles long and little mere than &
mile across, was inclosed by undulat-
iug ills and enveloped in a deuse
growlh of forest. Two roads ran from
the castle toward the east dowunward,
one upou either side of the ravine. One
of them — not that by which 1 had
mouuted on the previous afternoon—
we took upon this walk together.

We had gone gbout a mile or raiber
less upon this road when we came up~
on the first signs of life. The country
was but sparsely peopled, but bere, &t
any rate, was some remote and faith-
ful settler. The Inn—for such it was—
bore the name of the Woodman and
was, as 1 conceived, of the sixteentd
century at least. It was small, but the
outbuildings attaching to it rambled
away into the forest behind. The =igD
swung, creaking, on a green patch of
grass before the door. As we dmew
pear, & man lounging In front of the
inn suddenly drew his pipe from biS
mouth and touched his hat.

“Good morning, Hood.” said my com-
panion quietly, pausing and Jeaning oD
his stick. “These are very pleasent
days for us all,”

“They are. sir.” responded the menl.

He was of middle beight, with a greai
appearance of activity in his sinewy
body, and bis thin dark face bere & ha-
bitual expression of polite deference.
It was as if his alr apologized for nol
already Interpreting your unuttered
wishes. J understood the reason the
next moment,

Mr. Kestevea, turning to me, nodded
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