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At this moment a tail, massive figure stepped
rom he p.lot-house of the purst.i„g tujj and shiok

•ts fists at us. At the sight of the man my heart
stood St.

1 TI,e huge bulh. the uolf-face. just dis-
tngu.shable distorted, dark uith rage and passion
stopped the blood, and I fdt a faintness as df drop:
I'Hig from a height. Witi, a gasp, life and voi ecame back to me.

"Doddridge Knapp!" I cried
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"A thousand times

no! That is Elijah Lane!"

kL ^Ti ""!
''"* '" ''°"''"''- ^''^ Doddridge

Knapp! Had my eyes played me false >

'Do you not understand?" she said in a low in-
ense tone. "He is Elijah Lane, the father of the

,AV '
'"'''''^ '"an-mad-truly mad. He

would kdl the boy. He killed the mother of the
i^oy. I know, but it is not a case for proof-not a
case that the law can touch. And he hates the bov—and me!

I began to grasp the truth, and recovered speech.
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"ot the law punish the crime.?"
''You do not understand. The boy inherits a

grea fortune from his mcner. Mr. Knapp and I
are left trustees by the mother's will. If be hnd
control of the boy, the boy uould die; but ft uould
t>e from cruelty, disease, neglect. It would not be
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