KITTY ALONE. A STORY
OF THREE FIRES, IN THREE
VOLUMES, VOL. i



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649215553

Kitty alone. A story of three fires, in three volumes, Vol. ITI by S. Baring Gould

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



S. BARING GOULD

KITTY ALONE. A STORY
OF THREE FIRES, IN THREE
VOLUMES, VOL. i

ﬁTrieste






SORREIEON AND GIRE, FRINTERS, EDINELTGNH



KITTY ALONE

A STORY OF THREE FIRES

Ly

S BARING GOULD

AUTHOR OF
YIN TRE ROAR OF THE SEAY “THE QUEEX OF LDVE™
YSIEHALAN " YYCHEAP JACE SITA™ ETC, GTC

Iw THREE YOLUMES
Vor ITI

METHUEN & CO.
36 ESSEX STREET, W.C.
LOKDON
1854






CONTENTS OF VOL. [l

——
CHAPR, FAGE
XAAVIL. THE ANSWER OF CAIY : . . 2 7
RERCIIL WANTED AT LAST . . : 1 . 16
XNXIY, ONE FOR THEE AXD TWé FOE M8 . ) ; z3
XL, A GEEAT FEAR , i f 1 . 35
¥LI. TARING SHAFE ) . i : : 35
XLIL A¥ UGLY IHINT . i . . ‘ 54
HLHL MUCH CEY ANDL A LITILE wWoOL i 3 il
XLIV. FODDICOMEBE [5 F . : i i i 74
XLV, DAVLIGHT . v i ; fz
XLVI. A TRIUMPH . ; . i ; ; o1
¥LVII. FARTED - 2 g . . o100
XLVIEEL A SIIADOW-SHATE = i i R 51 )
KL% FLAGHASTE DELICTY ! ¥ X i (]
L. THE THIRD FIRE . : . : . 128
L. THE PASE'S'S PRESCRIPTION i : i IAT
LI, I¥ COURT . P i : i . Las
LIFL JASON'S STONY g ’ y i SR 1
LIV, CON AFFETTUOS0 CAPRIZNO . ; A 11






KITTY ALONE

CHAPTER XXXVII
THE ANSWER OF CAIN

HE accommodation of the litte n was not extensive,
so Pasco had to be put nte the same room with

the lawyer, and Kitty slept with the innkeeper's daughter.
Pasco would have greatly preferred a room to himself
He was in a condition of unreat,  As it was not possible
for him to return to Coombe Cellars that night, he was in
ferment of mind, uneertain whether it weee advisable that
he should return there that week, whether he should not go
with Mr, Squire to Tavistock to make provision for the
burial of his uncle, and to sec af*er his estate.  ITe had
added crime to cnme to save his credit as a man of
aubstance, and all had been in vain, The succession o
his wnele's estate supplied him with what he required.
Why had not the old man died a day carier?  Why, but
that fate had impelled him into erime only then to mock

him, If fate could play such walicious tricks with him,
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mig]ﬂ_ it not pursuc 144 E;rilu jﬂL‘.L‘ further, it the veil,
disclose what he had done, and just as the property of his
relative came to him, just as the money from the insurance
company was duc—strike hise down, drive him into penal
servitude, if not send bim to the gallows?  He tossed on
his Lied 3 he could not sleep.

At one moment he resolved to go with the solicitor to
Tavistock, and remain there 6l the funeral, or Gl he
received news of what bad taken place at home, But a
devouring desire to know what had happened, what was the
extent of his crime, 1o know whether Jason had escaped,
whether the fire had been put out, what his wife thought,
what was the gencral cpinion relative to the firey—all this
drew him homewards,

Morcover, his sprained avkle and arm were painful, and
he could lic on one side only. In the night he put out
his hand for his coat, drew it 1o him, and groped for the
box of lucifer matches,  He desized to light a candle, rise,
and Lind a wet towel round his foot.

Rut the box was missing.

Alarmed, he started from bed and explored the pockets
of his trousers and of his waisteoal, amd then again went
through all these of his coat, but in vain,  He had lost
the hox,

Here was fresh canse for uneasiness,  Where had he lTost
it?  Surely not at Coombe Cellars. With a sigh of relief,
he recalled having struck a bght o the linhay in Miller
Ash's feld, and that it had excited the imterest of RKale
Hle had then shpped i back into bis pecket, as he believed,



