
»« THE GATES OF WRATH

•And let me tell you something elw'«.umed Arthur.
' I know that your tdegr^wa. a mere blind; I know that Mrs. CdZhas not been ill, though I was fool enough^

fi«t to be .eve that she was. I went up toLondon this morning, my dear Doctor, sawyou by a happy chance at Willesden. andJlowed you back to Crewe. I think I 1guess your object in coming here: you hadnot heard satisfactory news from your^t'Mr S.ms; you feared that something hadgone wrong, and so you thought you would

tha K. ? !^" '"'"" °' ^^- ^hat wouldthatbe to you? If Arthur Peten>on were outof the way, I should uke the Peterson S
onsthen. Why,ofcou.e, AndZ ^

t

ktl?r"''^'"'''°^-^^--^- after

Forrest, for all his intention to be cool had^t control of himself in the heat of his angtHe moved closer to the Doctor, and fixed^:ibm a menacmg glance. I„ the darkness eachcould just distinguish the other's face.


