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safo to venture down to the train!
Even in the fog, it vouid -beý unwise
to linger on the platforrn.i' His dis-
guise, faciaiiy at any, rate, Was but
a flimsy one after ail.

Ho srnoked, and idiy bogan to road
the letters in the pocket o! bis tunic.

Thore were tvo o! them, and vith
a start o! surprise, ho realizod that
they both carne fromn a Cornish vil-
lage ho had known veli In the past-
a village oniy oight miles from that
in which bis father had boon Rector,
and where bis rnother had dled.

'This vas the flrst:
"Dear Bob,

"The Doctor says as mother wiii
ivo tili you tcoD10 nov as yen have
got leavo. Mothor knows you are
coming, and is valing to say geod-
bye. Dear Bob, she says as nov aho
knovo yotx are cornlng to-rnorrow she
vill die happy. If you catch the 7.30
frorn Plymiouth you wili be haro at -
station by 9, and a trap viii be watt-
ing. Doar Bob>, corne at once.

Your lovlig sister,
"Susan Dponovan."

The other latter was headed "The
Vicarage," and vas brie!:

"Dear Donovan,' it an, "don't de-
lay an hem, iu your 3orey from Ply-
mnouth to-moirew e9vening. Your
mnot-hr may, <I pray Eod; ast till your
arrivai.

,'As from -your boyhood,
Your sincere friend,

,,Harold Davldson."
The mist eddied round the pîne

trees, anid cold drops fe11 frorn the
dark branches.upon the sodden turf.
SThe figure lu uniform, hiddan in the

recossos of the wood, remained abso-
iutely motionless for quito hait an
hour.

ed out into the rnists towards Ply-
rnouth.

And, above the station, was the
sound 'of sobbing, the sobbing of a.
broken'and contrite heart te, vhich
old memorles had corne, to which-
perhaps--the voice of a Mother had

spknfrom. another and happier
worid than this.

Through the mist!-could he find
his way back? Could ho ftnd bis way
back to the lonely farmhouse upon the-
moor?

For the first Urne for many years-
K.15 prayed.

He prayed that lie might be able
to diseover -the path through this-
chilly grey bianket vhlh had de-
sconded over the western rnoors-tbe
path back to the bouise vhere War-
der Donovan lay.

To release the bound mnan! ta give-
hlm a chance of being present at the
deathbed of the mother he loved!

In bis hurriod progress back to-
vards the farrn ha carne suddenly to-
a mark hle recognized-a huge table-
sbaped boulder. Tt toid him that ha
was but five minutes' walk frorn the
place ho sought.

And thon he stepped.
He knew what this would mean. It.

*ould'mean a fiogging for the assault.
It wouid mean parti-coioured ciothes
and chains for the escape. It would
mnean that the horror of bis lire vas
te deepen Into horrors more terrible-
SUTil.

Then ho vent on.

It vas done! He 1a intwisted the'
cruel bonds of vire. He had cha!ed
the vrists and ankies, ho had brought
water frorn the voil; and pourad It
over Denevan's hoad and the great
bump which had risen, thero from the
blow of the mallet.

Thon he stood trornbiing and cring-
ing before the prison officer. With
nervous fingers ha began to iinbutton,
the black leather boit and the tunier
that ho wore-speaing incoberently


