
CHAPTER XXXV

HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF

Hugh lost no time on the way back to the hotel. The
lazy driver awoke his lazy horse and, to the inten«e
amazement of both, the vehicle held together during
the return trip. At least a dozen rattling bumps over
rough places in the street caused the driver to glance
apprehensively over his shoulder in the unusual fear
that his fare and the cab had parted company. For
the first time in ten years he was sufficiently interested
to be surprised. It astonished him to find that the
vehicle stuck together as a whole.

On the way back, Hugh suddenly bethought himself
of his financial condition. He was attired in a suit of
clothes belonging to Mr. Carruthers and the garments
fitted him well. In one of the pockets rested his small
leather purse. When he plunged into the sea on that
memorable night a year ago it contained a half dozen
small American coins and some English money,
amounting in all to eleven dollars and thirty cents.

Carefully he had treasured this wealth on the island

and he had come away with the principal untouched.
Now, as he jogged along in the cab, he emptied the
contents of the purse upon the seat.

"Eleven thirty,'' he mused. "A splendid dowry. Not


