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A RUN FOR LIFE.

A prisoner had escaped from Dartmoor Prison. During a demse fog,
which had suddenly enveloped & working convict-gang, one of them—a
man notorious for being perhaps the most desperate character amongest the
many dasperate ones there—had contrived to escape, and, for the present at
all events, had eluded capture.

It was not s particularly pleasant piece of news for us to hear, consider-
ing that we had, attracted by s very tompting advertisement, taken a amall
house for the summer monthe not very far distant from the famous prison
itsalf. We wers tired of seaside places: it seemed as if we should enjoy a
change from our every-day lifein London more if we wore in some quiet
ascluded spot, far from uncompromising landisdies, crowds of over-dressed
people, and hands of music. Evory day we scaned the papers with a view
to discovering something to suit us ; and our patience wae st last rewarded by
coming across the following sdvertisement, to which I promptly replied:
* To be let for the summer months, a charming Cotlage, beautifully situsted
on the borders of Dartmoor, containing ample accommodation for a small
family, with every convenience; a good garden and tennis-laern ; also the use
of a pony snd irap, if required ; and some choice poultry. Terms, tos
careful tenant, most moderate. Apply to A. B., Post-office, &c.”

The answer to my inquiries arrived in duetime , and everythiog scemed
s0 thoroughly eatisfactory that I induced my husband to settlo upon taking
tho place for thres months without a persunal inspection of it previously.
The terms were two pounds ten shillings a weak, and that was to include
the use of the pony-trap, the pouliry, and sevoral other advantages mot set
forth in the sdvertisement. The only drawhack—rather a sorious one—was
that Mz, Challacombe, to whom the place belonged, had informed me that it
was sbout threo miles from <« siation. However, with the pony-trap always
at hand, evon that did not seem an insnperablo objection. He oxpatinted
upon the beauty of the scenery ; the perfect air from the heather-clad moors ,
and lastly, requested an early decision from ue, as several other applicants
for the Cottago wero already in the field.

To be hrief, we agreed to take it ; and on a scorching day in July, our
party—coneisting of two maid-servauts, my husband, and myself, and our
only olive branch, a most precious littlo maiden of three yoars old—atsrted
from Paddington Station en route for Excter, whero wo were to branch off
for our final destination, Morleigh Cottage. The pony-trap was to meet us,
and Mr. Challacombe had promised that we should find evorything as com-
fortablo as he could possibly srrange ; and as sundry hampers had preceded
us, I had no fears as to settling down cosily as soon as we should arrive.

The journey to Lxeter by an express train was by no moans tedious ; we
ather enjoyed it. As our branch train slowly steamed into the waysmde
station, we seemed to be the only passongers who wished to alight ; and
presently we found ourselves, with the exception of a solitary porter, the
sole occupants-of the platform. At one end of it lay a goodly pile of our

luggage, which the said porter had in a very leirurely manner extracted
from the vsn.

.

1 could almost have cried when it drow up, and I saw Jack's critical eye
running over all its shortcomings. And it was all my fault.

It was too late to recede from our bargain now ; all that we could do was
to bundlo into the horrible machine, and endure as we hest could an hour's
martyrdom driving to Morleigh Cottage. .
Qur groom was 2 civil boy of about fifteen, clad in ordinary working-
clothon. He managed to sit on the shaft or somewhere, and to drive us back,
a8 Jack of course had no ides of the direction; and judging from the
solitarinems of tho acene, we should not have been wise to dopend upon
chance passers.by to direct us.

Arrived at last, we found tho Cottage was just two shades better than
the trap. It was a tiny abode, and desolately situated as it was possible to
conceive ; the only redeeming point about it being that it was clean.

The next morning, which happened to be & very wet misty one, we sur-
veyed ourgarden and domain generally. The tennis-lawn wea spaclous
enough, snd the garden, to do Mr. Challacombe justice, was well atocked ;
but the place itself was like the city of the dead—so silent, so qulet, s0
lonely.

B):xt as the weather improved we got out most of the day, which rendered
us vety independant of the small low roofed rooms. Jack and I took long
walks, snd occasionally we utilized the pony-trap, taking with ue our little
Rose and her nurse.

We began to think soon of asking some of our relations to visit us ; and
the first to whom I sent an invitation was an_elderly cousin, who resided {a
London, and who was in rather delicate health. I candidly explained the
out-of-the-way nature of the place we were in, but descanted upon ths grest
pleasure it would bo to have her, and my entire conviction that the sl
would do her an jinmense amount of good. She came;and it wes very
fortunate for mo that she did 80, a8 about three days after a telegram had
reached us requeating my husband to loso no time in returning to town, la
conseqence of one of hia partners being taken ill. It was reining when he
left ; and I watched the wretchod shandrydan disappear down the road with
foelings I could scatcely ropress—a scmse of foreboding ovil seemed to
oppress me. I tried in vain to shske it off, but only partly succesded in
doing so. Cousin Susan endeavored to console mo by reminding me con:
atatly that Jack had promised fo return ina day or two.

Jack had just been gone for one week, when Rose's nurse, & plessant giil
of about twenty, came to my room and informed me of the occurrence I
have alteady alluded to—** A prizoner had eacsped.”

Nothing could have frightened mo more, and I was afraid it might alarm
Cousin Susan, so I char%‘ed Margaret on no sccount to let it reach her earn,
Vory likely even now the man was captured ;it was rare indeed thats 1,
convictover escaped ; but [ had heard stories of their eluding capture, uatil, |,
driven by sheer starvation, they often surrendered themselves to any stny
passer-by, to whom the roward might or might not be of some consequence.
That very morning we had arranged to drive to a rather distant spot to |
get some ferns. I would fain have deforred the expedition; but Cousln g
Susan was already preparing for it, so I could only have postponed it by K
giving my reasons ; and tho chance of encountering the convict seemed too &

‘The pony-4rap was to mect us ; and as Mr. Challscombe had assured us small to risk terrifying her by telling her of it at all,

it would not only hold four grown-up people and a child, but a fair amount

of impedinienta, we were under noanxiety as to how wo were to reach Mor-
leigh Cottage.

« s thero anything here for us " my husband inquired of the porter.

* No, sir ; not that I knows of.”

* From Morleigh Cottags 1" Jack explained.

¢ No, sir,” he repeated. * But chance it may come yet."

** Chance, indeed,” I echoed in a low tone.
Jack, if Mr. Challacombe has forgotton to desire the carnage to be sent.”

Wo both proceeded to the other side of the station, and gazed through torrent ; on the other side was s wood, composed principally of stunted 0

* It will e 100 disgracaful,

Tt was a lovely morning whon we started, and Cousin Susan becams E

quite enthusiastic over tho * frowning tors and wind-swept moors.” ’
¢ Don’t you admire them, Helen " she said.

« They aro very grand,” I admitled.

¢ Ch, 8o lovely, so wild ! said Susan.

1 was glad she liked them.

The ferns were to bo found in & sort of ravine, which was resched by B

narrow lape ; on one side was almost a precipice, overhanging & streamldl, /g

now neatly dry, but one which the winter rains spon transformed {mto s f

. oye . , 1 1 : the t T
the fast-falling twilight up a narrow road, down which the porter informed trees, with hardly any foliage, and singularly small ; but all around the frew

oy . hi f .
us the pony-tzap was surs to come, if it was coming at all—which did not ws & thick sort of underwood

seemn probable siter a dreary half-hour's hopeless waiting for it

In the meanwhile, we beguiled the time by asking the porter some lead- | than I could help ; but she was s0 charmed with its wealth of rare fern,
ing questions with regard to the surroundings, &c., of Morleigh Cottage ;

all of which he anawaered with s broad gzin on his sunburnt, healthy face
“ How far is the Cottsgo from here?” Jack inquired.
“ Batter than six miles,”

ling down as she spoke to dig up a root most energetically.
¢ Qix miles 1" I exclaimed '—* O Jack, Mr. Challacombe said it was 8 . e - {

abont three.”

10 be Iate of getting bsck, sv, if you don't mind just takinge few eped
“It's & good step more thav that,” observed the porter, with a decided

nod of his head.

“ 1t in & very protty place #”’ 1 said interrogatively.

* It ian't bad, for themn as likes it,” was the guarded and somewhat

depressing response.
1 folt my spirits sink to zero.

by me into, as he expressed it, taking * a pig in a poke.”

* Tho pony-carrisge is sure to come,” I said in & confident way, once|tho trank of & desd treo. As Idid so my eyes wandered some distusa 3
more straining my eyecs up the deserted road. As I uttered the viord pony-

[ up. : from where we wers atanding towards a fallen trce. I fancied—perhaps &
carrisge,” [ detected a distinct grin for tho sccond time on the man's face, | was only fancy—I knew I was in a very nervous atato, and apt to {magish
which wes presently fully accounted for by the appearance of our equipage

coming down the deeply rutted road. Imagine a tax-cart of the shabblest, | paces of us. I felt my face grow icy cold ; my veins seemed chilling; i
dirtiest description, with bars boards for seats, and the bottom strewn with | & moment I fesred I was going to faint. Desth must be something I
airaw ; the pony, an aged specimen, shambling along, with & harness in | what I felt on that sunny dsy in August when 1siood in the Davonty
which coarse pieces of rope predominated. It was a pony-frap withs

vengeanos.

1 had persuaded Jack to take it ; ha had | them down for her.
suggesied that we should go to sce it first ; but the advertisement had been

80 tempting, and the ides of tie other longing applicants had msde me so
keen to securs it, thut I felt whatever It wus like I must make the best of it,
and contrive that Jack at lcast should not rapent of having been beguiled

We had left Tow the atsble-boy with the trap by the roadside, and I hud
privately resolved not to let my cousin penetrate farther into the ravin B

that she skipped from one point to another with an smount of dexterity ex!
.| nimbleness I had never before given hor credit for.

1 do think we might collect quite a hamperful, Helen I she aald, kow =
*We bad better come another day, then,” I responded. * I don't was
mens—when Jack is with us we can coms agsin.” )
* Now or never !" gsily rejoined my cousin, little imagining bow sxm
her own words were 10 bo applicable to ourselves, She pounced joyfuly

upon her ferns, and had collected quite a small heap, when I suggested ks 28
we had better tell Tom to tie the pony to 2 gate, and come up to can] B

%0 o I" said Cousin Susan. * T will carry them myself. Do help= &
here just a minute, Helen.”

By this time we were some distance up the ravine ; tho walk was nano
and winding ; we had gone farther than even I had intended. 1 bent dov-i
to give her the assistancs she wanted in raising up some lovely lichen fr2

but I fancied I saw a movement just bayond the tree—Iit was within tmec

navine with my unoonscious cousin. I looked . There It was 28
distinetly visible than ever—a line of drab-ooloured-clothing, and prwesy




