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thought, his feature! appeared to lose (fradually their
•urface coarseness of line. It was as if hU mouthgrew vague, enveloped in shadow, while the eyes
dominated the entire face and softened its ex-
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"weetneM. gaiety and youth.The culd that is m every man big enough to contain

It looked out suddenly from his altered face.
He was thinking now of a day in his boyhood—ofan early autumn morning when the frost was whiteon the grass and the chestnuts dropped heavily from

tho spreading boughs and tlie cider smelt strong and
sweet as it oozed from the crushed winesaps. On
that morning, after dressing by candlelight, he hadgone into town with his maiden aunt, a lady whom
he remembered chiefly by her false gray curls which
she wore as ,f they had been a halo. At the wayside
sta ion while they had waited for the train to the
little city ot Botetourt, he had seen a convict brought
m. handcuffed, on his way to the penitentiary and
in --esponse to the boy's persistent questioning, hisaunt had told him that the man was wicked, though
he appeared to tne child's eyes to be only miserable-
a thm, dirty, poorly clad labourer with a red cotton
handkerchief bound tightly about his jaw. A severe
toothache had evidently attacked him, for while
he had stared sullenly at the bare planks of the floor,
he had made from time to time a suffering, irritable
movement with his head. At each gesture the guard

you
? to which the convict had responded by a savaee

lowenng of his heavy brows.


