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revealed by an inner illumination the impressions of
that morning had started, clear as light, into his

brain. The frost on the grass, the dropping chestnuts,

the strong sweet smell of the crushed winesaps—these
things surrounded in his memory the wretched figure

of the man with the red cotton handkerchief bound
tightly about his swollen jaw. But the figure had
ceased now to stand for itself and for its own degra-
dation alone—haunting, tragic, colossal, it had be-
come in his thoughts the image of all those who suffer

and are oppressed. So through his sin and his re-

morse, Ordway had travelled slowly toward the
vision of service.

With a word of thanks to the woman, he rose
from the bench and went down the little path
and out into the road. The wind had changed
suddenly, and as he emerged from the shelter of a
thicket, it struck against his face with a biting edge.
Where the sun had declined in the western sky, heavy
clouds were driving close above the broken line of
the horizon. The night promised to be cold, and he
pushed on rapidly, urged by a feehng that the little

town before him held rest and comfort and ths
new life beneath its smoking chimneys. Walking
was less difficult now, for the roud showed signs of
travel as it approached the scattered houses, which
appeared thrust into community by the surrounding
isolation of the fields. At last, as he ascended a
slight elevation, he found that the village, screened
by a small grove of pines, lay immediately beneath
the spot upon which he stood.


