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mystery nbout you yet. Will you tell me then, why,

when I >|)oke to you at t!ie Savoy Restauniiit the

other night, you denied your own identity? Told

me your name was Thew, or something like it,

and I your father's olde>t friend, and your own,

too!"

A sudden floor! of recollection unlocked some of the

fears in Denis CafhKy's breast.

" I have not usid the name of Cathlev for many
3'cars," he sai<l. " Was it likely that I should own
to it there, in the heart of London, with a price upon

my liead, and half a dozen people within earshot?

I came back to England at the risk of my life, on a

special errand. I scarcely dared to hope tha*^ I

might meet any of you. I just wanted twelve hours

here —

"

"Stop, lad!" Dilwyn interrupted. "What's
that about a price on 3'our head? You've missed

none of our letters, by an}' chance? "

"Letters?" Sir Denis repeated. "I have had

no word from this country, not even from Timothy
here, for over thre*- years and a half."

There was a little murmur of wonder. The truth

was beginning to dawn upon them.

" It'll be the censor, maybe," Michael Dilwyn

murmured. " Tell us, Denis Cathlev, what brouf'ht

you back, then? What was this special errand you
spoke of? "

" Nothing I can discuss, even with you," was the

grim answer. " It was a big risk, in more ways

than one, but if to-night keeps calm ril bring it

off."

" You've had no letters for three years," Michael


