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forest to his hiding-place in the cellar, intending that 
his unwanted visitors should not find him at home. 
He had probably forgotten that his granddaughter was 
expected that day. Death must have come to him in 
a very kindly guise, for there was nothing in the posi
tion of the body to show that he had suffered. Indeed, 
the peace of repose lay upon the huddled remains, 
and on the table by the safe there was an end of 
candle not burned out, and a box of matches was 
found in one of the pockets.

All the long apprehension and the fierce anxiety 
were now over. The lifting of the burden was so 
great that at first Pam could not realize that there was 
no longer anything to dread. It was Don who em
phasized the fact for her, when he came to see her the 
week after the funeral, and insisted, in the most 
masterful fashion possible, that their engagement 
should be announced.

“ There is nothing to wait for now, and 1 have been 
patient long enough," he said, standing drawn up to 
his full height, and looking down at Pam, who was 
resting in a rocking-chair.

“ I don’t think that you have been patient at all,” 
she said, with a low laugh, and her eyes sparkled with 
fun as they used to do before the burden of her care 
dulled their light somewhat.

“Opinions differ,” he said calmly, and then he sat 
down on a little wooden stool by her chair, and told 
her that old, old story, which, however it may be 
varied by circumstances in the telling, always amounts 
to the same thing in the end. He must have told it


