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Prologue

  After fuelling his hatred for over twenty years, Jonathan Brock finally had an opportunity to vent his hatred on the man who had made his life miserable. Brock, once a thriving professor, was sent to jail for twenty years for a crime that he had never committed.  He had never been a very popular teacher so one day when one of his students seriously injured another, the rest were willing to comply with his tale that Mr. Brock had done it. 
  The man who had actually committed the crime managed to convince the public that the injured student (who had blacked out directly after the injury), had remembered wrongly.  He said that he had been trying to stop Brock from injuring him, not the other way around.

  James Wilson, the man who had actually committed the crime, grew up to be a thriving professor off of what his victim had taught him.  Jonathan’s twenty-year term, however, was finally up and Wilson was going to pay, very dearly.  
Part One

     It was a cold, dark night. The wind raged outside as James Wilson sat by his sitting room fire in Oakstone Manor House, his ancestral home. He was just lighting his second cigar when he noticed a growing bump on the floor behind him.  As he watched, frozen with horror it became a pillar.  In the past six months, and especially the past two days, he had been in constant fear of something like this happening.  He knew his victim was out of jail and was almost certain that he would not rest until he had paid back his debt of hatred.
In the past six months he had feared retaliation from his former victim, even though he thought that Jonathan Brock was wandering the streets with little or no money.  He was, however very mistaken in his beliefs on that account and was soon to learn how dangerous a rich enemy with nothing to lose could be.  So with his nerves so worked up, especially in the last two days, as soon as he saw that bump he had thrown his cigar in the fire, sprung to his feet, picked up his chair and was fumbling for his revolver within the second.  In doing this, however, he made quite a bit of noise and the bump promptly disappeared.  As he rushed toward the place where it had been, now with revolver in hand, there was a resounding boom which shook the whole house and knocked James Wilson clean off his feet and sent him sprawling on the floor, where he blacked out.  A minute later, all was silent.                                                              

˚         ˚        ˚

       Jonathan Brock hurried down the passage to the hidden and completely secret cellar where he lived.  In it were all his earthly possessions, a pistol, some ragged and thread bare blankets, several plates, bowls, etc.,  half a loaf of bread,  some soup,  and the capability of getting a lot more things, £ 20,000, in cash.

     He was simmering with resentment.  Things had not been going too well for him in the past few days.  In the time recently after his escape, things had gone very well for him.  His first stroke of luck had been escaping the under-cover police man he had known would be following him without a hitch.  His second piece of good luck had been getting across fifty leagues of land without being recognized once, which meant that the police had no way of localizing the search to start trailing him again.  His last and greatest portion of good fortune had been stumbling on this ingeniously hidden cellar while hiding inside a hollow tree.  He had taken all of these steps because he knew that he would never be able to get his revenge on Wilson through the law, he had taken it upon himself to get his revenge without it.  That was why he was there; revenge.  He had no cause to complain, or at least no legitimate one.  So far things had far exceeded his expectations, he had about ten perfectly secreted entrances to different parts of the house, over twenty to the grounds, and several which extended farther even than the property lines did. With all these resources at his disposal, he was in a much better position that he had dared to even hope to dream to be in.  
            Recently, however, he had seemed to begin to run out of luck.  Two days ago, he had tried to enter the sitting room through a secret passage beneath it. He had not succeeded.  Hardly had he lifted the trapdoor more than half an inch when he heard several people talking in the room above.  In the meantime, he had set to work screwing hundreds of bolts to over fifty trapdoors around the cellar.  Now, tonight, he had attempted to enter again, and this time also the room had been occupied.  He had not, however, been able to recognize that it was occupied until Wilson had seen him, because this time he had been alone.  He was sure that Wilson would have the police out in less than half an hour if he was not stunned by falling over when Jonathan had slammed the trapdoor.  The chances of that, however large, were only chances and gong up into the room right away was a risk that Brock could not take.  He thanked every star he had very, very much that instead of trying the night before, he had waited until then, the twenty fourth in the month of November, eighteen fifty-two, to try and that he had spent the previous day securing his hideout.  Now, after all of the back-breaking labor of the night and day before, he was glad that he had secured his hideout so well that no one could get in unless they used one of only a very few things to get in, none of which could be used without serious damage to or complete destruction of property, either that of James Wilson or that of his neighbors.  Therefore the worst thing that could have happened to him was for the police to have found all of the entrances and to have posted guards around them.  To do this, though, they would have had to bring out over a hundred policemen to guard each entrance with two.  He wasn’t thinking about that at the moment, however, he was thinking of how lucky he was that he had secured himself in such a way as this.  He knew that if he had not, despite the fact that the worst crime he had committed was trespassing, he would have been dancing at his rope’s end, literally, within a week. However, despite his dreary thoughts and the fact that he cursed to himself as he got into his make-shift bed, the doors were secure, and his position was not a bad one.

Part two

         James Wilson opened his eyes and looked around him.  His first thoughts were ones of terror. Where was he, what was he doing here, what had happened to him?  Then as realization dawned upon him, his thoughts changed nature. Different questions flooded his mind. Why was the fire out? Why was he in his sitting room and not his bedroom? Why was he on the floor?  As his memory rushed back, he began to wonder how much time had passed since he had fallen on the floor and blacked out.  
         Slowly, ever so slowly, he got up. Ten minutes later, he had called the police and was eating a brisk breakfast while he waited for them.  He had discovered that he had woken up at about nine twenty a.m., by ten o’clock the police had arrived and were removing the century old rug in which the bump had appeared with painstaking care to the other side of the room.  For several minutes they could not find any thing, and then one of the inspectors noticed that under the space where the rug had been there was a square cut out of the floor.  Upon carefully removing this they found a much more modern, and indeed almost new, steel trapdoor. They tried to pull it up, they tried to push it down, and they tried to push it to each of its four sides, but to no avail.  They even jumped on it all together, also to no avail. They knew that whatever was holding it up, whichever way it went, was very, very strong.  Jonathan Brock heard it all, and while he listened, he chuckled a silent little dry chuckle, all to himself.
˚        ˚       ˚

       By listening carefully, Jonathan Brock was able to ascertain that there would be two policemen on guard from eleven o’clock at night to seven o’clock in the morning.  He knew that Mr. Wilson usually went to bed at about ten o’clock in the evening, so, he reckoned that he would have about an hour in between to go about in the house. He decided to wait for at least one night to see if his theory was correct.  It was lucky that he did.  He found that Mr. Wilson mounted an armed vigil over the trapdoor with the butler from six o’clock to eleven o’clock when the police came.  He therefore decided to try another trapdoor.  He did so one night, and found himself in a hollow sculpture. On looking around, he found that he was in the family museum, and he saw among the ancient but worthless family relics several very expensive jewels, placed there by their present owner.  As no one was in the room, he crept forward toward them. He found that they were embedded in glass sheets nearly an inch thick which were screwed to large stone plaques.  After carefully checking the type and size of the screws he went back to his apartment to get a screwdriver.  Over the next few weeks, he carefully unscrewed the glass plates until he was ready to take them off.  When he was ready he went to the trapdoor and opened it.  Then he carefully poked his head through and looked around.  There were two policemen in the room, carefully examining the jewels.  Before he could duck, one of them looked at him.  They gazed at each other for a full minute, and then in a single smooth motion, the policeman pulled out his gun, cocked it, and took aim.  
