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also in the room, sitting upon the opposite side of the

ucd. Her hand came forward and clasped his ; she bent

over him, holding 'ilm and fondling him.
" If is all right, Hugh,»' she whispered—" Oh, Hugh

!

it is all right now."

"All right?" he questioned dazedly.

"Yes; Mr. Santoine knows; he— he was not what
wc thought him. Ho believed all the while that you
were justly sentenced. Now he knows otherwise—

"

" He— Santoine— believed that? " Eaton asked in-

credulously.

" Yes ; he says his blindness was used by them to

make him think so. So now he is very angry; he says
no one who had anything to do with it shall escape,

lie figured it ail out— most wonderfully— that it must
have been Latron in the study. He has been working
all night— they have already made several arrests and
every port on the lake is being watched for the boat
they got away on."

"Is that true, Edith? Lawrence, is it true?"
"Yes; quite true, Hugh!" Hillward choked and

turned away.

Eaton sank back against his pillows; his eyes—
dry, bright and filled still with questioning for a ^ime,

as he tried to appreciate what he just had heard and
all that it meant to him— dampened suddenly as he

realized that it was over now, that long struggle to

dear his name from the charge of murder— the fight

which had seemed so hopeless. He could not realize it

to the full as yet ; concealment, fear, the sense of mon-
strous injustice done him had marked so deeply all his

thoughts and feelings that he could not sense the fact

that they were gone for good. So what came to him


