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CHAPTER XLII

[-JE lowered the bar.

fl««fh
3*"*;-^"' °"* lingering moment. One blessed

flasfh of time; one little measure begged of alleternity ~ i„ which to view again Celeste's whftearms fl.ng off the spray. One picture moTe ofsupple hmbs and silver water. Then back to grimdetermmation; stern requital.

This time he cried aloud his words: "My littlefrog- my innocent White Frog- thus I revenge."He drank it then.
*

One more breath to breathe; one second Wt
But^h.H

''^' '"''"^' '^ "*"«* "»°^« swiftly
±Jut the door is open now.

A smile beneath the 'trim, black beard, a smile
of ecstacy. A wonder-light in the small, d;rk eyesthe hght of exaltation. A cold wind swieping overhim, through him — Ah!

^
But Guido Swartzhausen has passed the door.
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