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pot ..t fuiy, but, perhaps for the first time that ithad ever been there, there was fear in the Udy-
bird, burning eye.. The Hawk', huid wa. free
!*"' .*-"•*'" • 'houlder. were juit diiappearing
ftrough the opening, and with a lightning iprinff

2!J»!?"7^
««hed the trapdoor, .wung it down,

ooited It, and, running without a «ound, gained the
head of the cellar .tair,. puUed the door gently
•hut, .lid the bolt .Jently into place-and the nextmoment the Hawk, returning, darted to the window,
•wung huDMlf up to the ledge, and vanished.


