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serving a well-deserved sentence of fourteen years, 
as nonchalantly, I presume, as he underwent his 
trial. So long as prison-keepers can be bribed to keep 
him supplied with his beloved drug, I doubt if he 
bothers over his lack of freedom. Sometimes I 
think his punishment falls far short when I recall 
all the misery and suffering he caused, yet my new­
found happiness has softened my view of life. I 
find myself wondering whether after all Inspector 
Davis is not right when he says that criminals, even 
the worst of them, should be treated as sick chil­
dren, to be cured, rather than as bad children, to be 
punished. I can not help but feel that the parents 
of Young were far more to blame for his crime 
than he.

As for General Parrish, he died three weeks after 
Young’s arrest. Before the end he regained his 
faculties sufficiently to understand that the papers 
that had menaced his peace and reputation had been 
destroyed. In his last hour he put Katharine’s hand 
into Hugh Crandall’s.

What was in the documents that Katharine and 
Hugh Crandall burned ? What was the secret with
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