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iiioiiicnt, you would S(,-e brilliantly li^'lited streets, and
hear—

"

"Don't," she pleaded. "I shall see Exeter soon enough
—and the world. Let me look at my preeious Widecombe
now."
They were silent, and he walked on while she stocd still a

moment. The cab had elijnbed to the summit ot' the hill
and stood there waiting for them.

/pheua traversed the Vale in thouLrht, pictured the
I'aees bent about eaeh little glimmer, and then raised her
eyes to the gloom of Ilameldon, where dimly it hove upward
into a night of cloud.

Bells from the church tower lifted a last farewell to her.
"Good-by, dear Dartmoor—good-by. But I'll come back

to you ! '

' she whispered.

THE END


