
281 FARM OF THE DAGGER

Prowse and Tiniotliy Thirlestonc, riHlucl into the

(li;uiil)er. IIoiicWM'irs miii had lieard the sufForer's

V('!I>, hut he was afraid to (-ntrr alone. Now the three

men milled in, to find HoTicvwell face downwards on

tlic Hoor and NcwcoinhL' hunchKl u}) over the tahle.

Dury hastened to his master, turned liiui, and fell

hack before the grey face stamped with an awful

death.

"He's fiead ! He's gone ; an' tliat crooked villain

there, glaring at !am out of his demon eyes, have

done it
!"

'•What he this, master— for God's love what have

happiiuclr*' said Prowse.

He rushed to the table and shock Newcombc's

shoulder, whereon the master of Dagger Farm fell

heavilv to the ground. "Mercy on me! he be a deader

too!" shouted the la!)ourer.

From the next room came a sound of knocking,

where Ann \ewcombe and her daughter cried and

screiMiied to be released.

It was at this juncture that a rider galloped up to

the door of tln' farm, and Quinton Honeywell dis-

mounted and r;dl( (1 for somebody to hold his horse.

He buriiMl for a siu-ht of l'"lve: and now he had it.

Prowse f re((l his mistress win ii he heard her voice, and

i)i>t!i she and lur daughter hastened to the scene of tlie

tragedy. Ann Xewcoinbc wmt to her husljand"-- >ide
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