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Therese Pettinelll, ambitious and un-
sophisticated, - see! Dosition .as a
writer on_a newspaper: and is rebuffed
by the editor, who, to get rid’ of:her
and discourage her gives her an impos-

sible assignment, “which ‘the young "wo- |'

man fills, but too late for the daily
newspaper. Not realizing that /'she bhas
failed, she believes thdt she is regular-
ly on the staff, and in a burst of hope-
less frenzy the editor+againg with :the
ldea of getting rid ‘of ‘her;. sends:her
to work on the murder trial of Eustace
Manlloyd, accused’ of. slayl% his iiboy
friend. Miss . Pettinelli, * Known k as
"Peachhlossoms,” sees the accused mur-
derer in a new light and writes. an
amazing story, which she delivers to the
editor. “She believes the man innocent,
and the publication of the story she has
written causes an immense sensation in
the town and legal circles: Manlloyd
Is convicted and sent to prison to await
his execution, and the girl,” who has
fallen in love with him, gains admit-
tance to the prison in the guise of a
nurse. She reveals her identity to the
jailer and tells him she wants to make
amends to the convict for the harm she
Imagines .she has ‘done to hilm during
her newspaper work at the trial. The
jailer, Kerr, is in love with the, girl
and seeks to’ wed her, ‘but- she confesses |

that Manlloyd is the one for whom she |
# 4 £

cares.

- ) SIS e
A sudden cruel desire to make her
suffer came’ to- ‘the' man, who -Wwould|
have given his life to shield 8 R
“What'll ‘you ‘do :when ‘he’s: hanged?”
he demanded brufally. = ¢~ & -

The intonation semed not %o * have
reached her. “T'll die, too, then,” she
said, softly. ;

“Do you mean”—Kerp's voice
Ejjarse—“you’u kill yourself

“No; it'll kill me,” she .said, with
Guiet confidence. 3 =
1114\ quick sigh of relief burst

m. “
And if it shouldn’t?’ he persisted.
What then—what then?”

_'Oh, do you 'suppose 1° care,” her
Yoice rose for the: first time; “what
?{j”;mes of me  then—after—after

He took her hand in/  his
Smoothed it with a loving touch.

‘I care,” he said. “I care all I am
and all I—hope for. I'll learn you
o care, too, little girl, an’ I'l} wait for-
ever if I have to—till you do.”

They passed within the gate and
around to the side entrance of the
Warden's house. ;

“You'll help me—then?’ she stam-
lered as she paused at the foot of the
s. “You'll take me to see him?”
Never—so help ‘me God!” He spoke
under his breath.

“Oh, I must—I must see him! Don’t
1ou see it's killing me not to be with
llm—now, now when he needs .me!
Oh, T beg of you”
. "Never!” Kerr swore as he left her
lere,

'was
for—for

and

\‘et within ‘a fortnight she had her
Wish,
_ Though she did not know it, Man-
ovd had been in the hospital . for
“ome weeks; recovering from a slight
beration. Every afternoon, When the
1soners were in the- yard on: the
'ther side of the prison, she wds, sent
' the roof to bring dewn the freshiy
ashed linen for the baby she tended.
“'ften from' this' height She had seen
I'atients in the prison hospital, with
pbrison pallor intensified by illness,
tting in the roofed and barred sun
that looked, from where she
ocd, like a detached iron: cage with a
lstless, suffering, striped beast within
But after the first shuddering

l0use

~1:

from{.
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turned her back upon the place. ” A

torturing passion of pity for-one pris-
.p?egf 12! no&)l@ﬁ%; ,l'glfg l‘dtﬁiu'ght Jor
1sig] f others .ghé favo | “as omne
‘shuns a’ blow. S Jetolieg q
The - wind -was-blowing  her apron
from her, as she stood a . slender,
ichaste figure in the scant nurse’s
gown and cap, from which faint brown
tendrils of her hair escaped. - Her/
arms. were stretched above her head
where the linen. flapped and tossed,
when from  the ‘sun hotie, below gnd
apart came a lqiv“,&gllx
" “Blossom? Blossom!” ¢ %
She knew his.voice instantly, nd
the ‘name he aloneé *talled her. ghe
wheeled and, with her arms still full
of the linen, ran fo the low parapet
that fenced in the roof, and bent over.
“You've been il1?” she cried, a world
of anxiety in her voice, as she peered
toward the single figure that lay
outstretched in an imvalid’s chair. :
«Manlloyd nodded, % : =
““Very:ill? But you're better?”
“Oh, yes. I'll be well enough:to
hagg in a week c{!rl O X
.She ‘gave a faint cry.and, pressed
her ‘hands ‘together. g
“You care?”’ he asked.
<“Oh, {—I;cg.n’,t,{hea_r it!” she. oried.
“What'd you come“here. for, then?
“To—to be”—— The words:died on
her lips. ELE S o g
. »“Peaghblossoms!”  Heilaughed, gra-
tified... “Yau lobk ke ‘em now. No,
1. thought you ‘eame-to be In at the
‘hanging.” It ‘be a mice one} theéy're
feeding me up so it'll all go off fine.”
She shook her head vigorously, like
a:child, but spechless and shuddering.
¢ “Stre I did,” he insisted, mockingly.
“Is—is there anything I can do?”
she asked, after another helpless nega-
tive and a silence. - i
“You'd lose your job if you did.” -
“Oh—this!” she plucked contemptu-
ously at her gown. “Do you think I
care -for this?”’.. . ' : )
‘He pulled himself up,to look cur-
iously at her. “You don’t mean ‘to sa,
you've got-money?”’ iR ;
“Me?” _ She opened 1innocent,. be-
wildered eyes. ‘“Why, you know I
came down from the farm to be wtih
my aunt. She’s all the .folks I've got.
And now since-—since—you knggv”
Her, voice trailed off into 'silenee,

“Since what?”’ he asked curiously.

“Since . it’s all been in the Ppapers
about you and—and me,” " she
mered, “she won’t have anything to
do with me. - No,” her voice was
firmer now, “Ill starve when I quit
here, but, what do .I+care!” f

“I wonder why - you :care, “Blossom,”
he said slowly. . A g

“Because—I can’t help it,” she cried
passionately,. and coyered :her face,
sobbing. “It's. so.cruel, and. you—
you're so brave about it.” =~ .

“You don’t .catch Mother- Manlloyd
crying when - there's mno. reporter
around. Say” he sat up with sudden
suspiclon in his voice,*'are. you in with
them? Mother, Manllbyd’s turning me
into cash, writing weekly ‘letters about
her ‘gifted son” to; the - pres£ “But if
you dare, I'll find a. way—I swear I
will’” PRt B <

“Oh” her tearstained: hong ap-
pealingly over him. - “Don U trust
me? Do—do trust me, "Il Kill. myself
before T'll hurt you again. sTl. do
anything in the world toproveiit. You
couldn’t think 'of anything I'd" not try
for you.” S P o

He lay back appeased persuaded.

“Sweet little: Blossom,” he murmur-
ed, looking up.

hock of sympathy she .instinctively

1+ “You can’t do this.

~stam-|

She fell upon her knees there by thel”

¥
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arm, ang; as suac diae 30, suddenly she
feit a hand upon her shoulder. She
Jumped to “her feet-and faced 'Kerr.
His big square face was white: 3

1 I'll see that you
don’t get another chance, here, but if

name’s Michael Kerr,”

he said, firmly.
“Now, go down stairs.” :

jyou'—=—

you ‘find any other way TII" teil the,
old ‘man, and out you go, sure's my’

corridor. “He must not know  you
have ‘it-. They  searched f
couldn’t keep 'if anywhere else.”. .

SWhat's it for?” he asked slipping
a, tiny bottle into his pocket.

. She looked. at. him. “Don’t ..you
know? I've been thinking of it all
this time. It’s for you-‘to -drink. They
.can never Kill you—now.” .. . .

He withdrew his hand from his poec-]
ket as though he had been. stung.

.“I_tell you there’s going to be a new
trial. TH never hang” He smiled
confidently.

a week off” she urged. “Try—try to
get recopeiled—not to the shameful
death they are preparing for an inno-
cent -man, but for this that I have

brought ‘yop. It is sure—quick. Pro-

;x;isgime you won't wait and hépe too

T iR

© He looked at’ hel curiously ~doubt-
| ully, xec:k"v{ltﬂmﬂ\ o Rt

You seem in a rhighty hirry to get
rid of me—for a wire,” he«tried to say
lightly.’ - TOIraR L

She smiled feebly; Hher “whole" being |
was so obvious: a denial -

‘d200k - here, Blossom,” he - remon-
strated, fighting her - conviction as
thought it were the one thing that
barred his, freedom, ‘“tain’t going to
be very gay for us.if every day you
come -here you- preach. funeral to me.
Why can’t you believe that . I know
best? Let's talk of something lively.”

“Oh, I can’t, I can't,” sh stammered.
“I must get you to see the truth. No
one would show it to you before you
came here. . And;now. -that - you're
alone with' it*¥the end "s0- near,
must—I :must help' you® to meet - it.
Suppose it was to come tomorrow—
within:-an¢ ' -hour, how could

i 5 rak s e B e 4

He droppéd “her !:hand—thréw it
from him. “Then go!” he cried. He
was shivering “as™if with ecold. “I
won’t listen to it.”: i

She -bad’ risen and was Standing
swaying outside the bars. He walk-
ed away from her toward his cot, and
when he turned she was gone.

The following day was really his
first in the death cell, for during the
day before his mind had been filled
entertainingly with ' thought of his
strange wedding day; .of how ecom-
plete a triumph his.was over Kerr; of
how wonderful a Break,in the mono-
tony of his days would be the playing
upon this ‘fresh, timid, 'devoted soul
that quivered ‘under his hand like a
throbbing string. - {But = today, this
second day, had. nothing. in it—no-
thing. - T R

When it was tén“o’clock, the hour
for- the girl's, visity' and: she. had not

upon: -him.. ;He 'feund himself writh-
ing under the-phl tic," expression-
less: observation-of:the German guard,
as though_ these tcalm;..dull, ‘unfalter-
ing, -animal-likesgyes. ‘were -boring
holes through . hisd brain: - He threw
himself upon hiscot and tried to sleep.

-{He. had :pulled cthe:blankets up over

his , head, . but -t/ pesently ‘he:ifeit the
3 '8 ha

ute?”’: 'he ‘cried,’ Wrenthing’ »roughly

‘[away "from ‘the Haf’s touch, his ‘voice
‘I breaking' “With seH-pityi- .

Stolidly the'Gernian -$took hid<head.
“Diz;y kills deirselfd': sofmetimes,” * >he]
sald: "

It seemed. to him ' that <he was fe-
vered after this, and when his dinner
«came he sent it away untasted. He
strides. He asked:'what time it was.
He_.asked again after hours of agony
and found that ten. minutes had pass-

~He shrieked.caloud then in . re>

She stood ke a terrified thing, me-
chanically folding the-clothing she had
in her arms. But she let it drop with
a-gasp when
‘to them. g o 2 <04

“Take ‘your hands off my girl, Kerr”

he" cried, with 'a sudden desire to as-
Sert “himself audaciously to this quiet
man, whose judgment of himself" Man-
lloyd’s infallible instinct had - divined.
“Just keep off.” i ;
- “I've ordered you back to your cell,
Manlloyd.” - To: the girl Kerr's- deep
voice seemed :'to fall like lead ' upon
the man below. “Keep a civil tongue
in your head. You don't want to at-
‘tract anybody else’s ‘attention to- the
girl-and get }:ef?ln trouble.”

‘“Whew! ‘Arel you sweet. ‘on her,
too?” laughed ManHoyd: Something
in-the jailer’'s voice had betrayed him
to the murderer’s keen ear, and he rel-
ished rivalry in'which he had so clear-
' ly the upper hand.

. The girl wrung her hands in silent
agony. » : .

“Go down stairs, I tell you,” said
Kerr to her. « ‘

“Blossom!” called: Manlloyd, ' “wait
a minute. “Can’t you wait to say:good-
by? It's the last time, you know,
and’—— . ;

‘With a maddened cry the girl broke

from the jailer and flew to the parapet,
her arms outstretched.
- ~“You--eurt’—the- jailer, as he stood
beside her, was looking down now up-
on him—*“to take advantage of an in-
nocent little. thing like her.” . He got
between the girl and the parapet, fac-
ed her and keeping his eyes upon her,
silently walked toward her. She re-
treated, half mad with misery and ex-
citement but step by step she moved
back towards the stairs.

“Blossom—Blossom!” called Man-
lloyd, a "sudden resolution in ‘his voice.

The girl attempted to answer, but
Kerr pushed her gently’ within ‘and
shut the door behind her:

- —_——

VL
$ % 3 & M1 pranounce’ you jman
and wife.”

The 'prison chaplain
through the ceremony.

had . hurried
He hurried

one who is glad {o be done with an
unpleasant affair. .

For a moment the Peachblossom
Girl stood, her hand still reached . be-
tween the bars, resting  in' Man-
lloyd's. hen. she sank into.a chair
which the guard, had placed for her in
the corridor. beside the grating.

The girl leaned her head against
the grating. "She” seemed- half dazed
by the strain she had undergone and
leaned dumbly against the ' grating.
She had not spoken a word except the
half ‘inarticulate *“Yes” in answer to
the chaplain’s question. 5 g

The pathos of her relaxed, helpless
little figure . found: Manloyd. ;

“Funny little Blossom!” he’  said,

caressingly. : !
- She lifted her-lips to- his, & mean-
ing look in her eyes.' He bent to ‘kiss
Hér on: the ‘mouth; then suddenly put
his' hand to- his lips. » ;

Manlloyd's veice came up
A \

| tatious woe..

‘ couldn’t believe

away mnow from the death cell, like}

““Hush!' Take care!”™ 'she whisper-|

leving hysteria, and-was lying quiet
but exhausted upgn tHe cot when :the
German asked him if he would :sée
his mother. - . .. R e

He nodded  weakly. .His cot was
moved closer, to the grating, .and she
came into the corridor heavily draped
in  black, her. handkerchief to . -her
eyes. o) ; B

He rallied at sight’of this osten-

“The hanging’s''not over vet, you
know, ma,” he . said, faintly, his pale
lips writhing “with® the “sarcasm.

She threw back her. veil. . “How.
you be so un_feel{ng,gx;E’u‘st'ace,"' she gt;r:
claimed. ~ “But ‘there, . you always
were. You never "tdred’'for my feel.
ings—never for anybody but yourself,
And this girl:visitor of. yours—see in
what a position 4t placed me, I
At at first: Did she
really marry you?’ There was I Send-
ing in my article’ito  the: Press and
not a word in it about 'the girl—for-
ward, stupid piece of wax, thrusting

herself into other ople’s ai
Why didn’t’ you- teg?,mb, ﬁgfmc‘?é
The Press people were awfully - mad

about it.”

Would . you -have; \given us a big’
blewout—bridesmaids, a .church wed-
dlling and:your bless B, ma?’ he mock-
ed.

She looked uncertainly at him, but
continued complacently:—*“I'm glad of
one thing, she’ did: have' the decency
not. to  be interviewed abowut: it her-
self. Wo reporter‘could get a’'word out
of hep, no p!m;pgrqpp;.‘ not a - decent
snapshot. ‘But I suppose,” she added,
“you made her do that”

He shook his head. “You don’t have
to- make her do. that sort of thing,”
he sald very slowly. 4 ¢

She peered "in‘ upon - him " sharply.
“You don’t—care ‘- for her, HBustace?”
she exclaimed. .

He was still. - - % v

“You can’t care for a queer little
thing like th&at?’ 'shé insisted, -

“Haven’t you just said I nevér cared
for anybody but myself?” he demand-
ed, brokenly. : e g

“How  ill tempered you are today.
Just &s' if you hadn’t ‘brought enaugh:

worry ‘me.  Didn’t they say in the
Press yesterday that the pity of the
mothers to the world must go out . to
Rebecca Manlloyd in, her loyalty to
her miserable-son? Well, anyway,’' it
made the motice. in the News much
more valuable.. I hope they sent you
something for it. Money goes so fast
with me. Fortynately, in here you
don’t need much.”

“No, but the girl may.”

““Nonsense, Eustace! You can’t be
meaning to leave your share in the
ranch to her?”

over his face as he sat up to loek at
her, i

“Leave it!” 'he gasped. ‘“Then, you,
too, believe. Why haven’t you told me
the truth?” he cried, his voice break-
ing 'hysterically. 4 e
She murmured a protest that she

parapet, resting her hot face upon her

‘éd; rising to cover him from the ‘eyes

N

had believed ‘he would  get ~another

¥ o 1 - SUES & &

She. shoski her head. - “It’s—it’s only |

paced -the cell ‘with. nervous, restlessi

on me and I hadn’t got enough to/

A gray shade seemed to bé Séttling |-

come, ‘a sort of terror of:the time fell|’

wrung,

there helpless.
the things mothers.say—the. native po-
‘etry of the race that,
spr){ng, is forever welling up from. their

hearts.

come rtusty and inflexible.

.time I come you’ll have

_ “Send for,

But he raved that it was-a world of

fiars “that deserved ' to have its- neck|
as Drexler’s had been, for ly-

ing, just for lying, nothing else; that
Shaw,
since he -had ‘signed over-his share of
the ranch to him; .that he was left to
die like.a rat-ip a trap; that even if
he were guilty—which  he 2
wasn’t—many ‘Worse- men had- got off;
that he wished he. could -get out for
just a day to show -people .what he
thought of - thém! Lo

too, had not been mnear him

wasn’'t—

y i nlloyd shivered é.s she. sat
e ni She had never known

like a deep, sweet

She was afraid now, and

ture
touched, too, in a part of her na .
so seldom appealed to that i’t s?:g 1?:(}
WRES ~ u-
& sense of -oppression, Qf neryous €
as;er::ion. She longed ;puglon:;ilg*
for him to:stop, to he. his Qv;nvt- had
mocking self again, a self tha i
never: required anything from
lean symdpathies. ¥
He gid stop, for the German tappeg
Mrs. Mannilloyd on’ the shoulder an
told her her time. was up. :
“Goodby, Bustace,” shesaid, touchd
ing her lips tohis perspiring forehea
close to the bars. “Keep up / youlli
spirits; you’ll be better soon. i ted
Shaw he musn’t desert yot‘x)' mt:‘\;ve. :;1( -
i t. Perhaps by
it’ll be all righ L e e
It was

news. T’ll be here soon again.

mean of; him tp :take your last cent.
He’s made enough out ;of you, = not
b ) noticé’  he

counting the newspaper
gets. VEVell," she sighed, “I must get
along as.ibest I can, T suppose. It
costs so imuchito make: these little
rips out here. ° :

3 ﬁe wiped the prespiration from his
face and put out his hand to her

ough_the. bars.. . % ;

'thghégréced%ed “the” money it contain-
ed with a gratified exclamation. :

‘“Promise me, Bustace, you won't
let yourself break down,” she gaid, as
she kissed him again. ‘I_don’t want
to have you to worry about, too.

“] promise,” he said in a low voice,
“put I want you to promise, too, to be
good to .her—the girl—I do‘ care,
mother—I care.” ~The words seemed
wrung from him. : G ¢

He lay quite still after she was
gone.. till the German asked him to
et up while the cot was . moved
ack into the corner. <
YTt will besser sein—to-morrow,
said the German. Always es comes
bad in dis cell at ﬂrsﬁi" o

Manlloyd did not afswer. In that
stumbling sentencé he had had ' a
swift, terriblé visioh of his predéces-
sors who hid passed out of the death
cel T : 4 3

“Don’t let her’come any more,’ he
said, after a silence. “She thinks
she’ll ¢ome again before—the last
day.”

' * Toolked "ov him; it
j. The Gérhidn looked over at him

German’s.hand zi{inponi hiss showlderd
Wﬁlua'g'uk%‘ 't filioe " -4
b Dl oo sgatipon Ris' fipe” " {hory

“Tell her ‘the ‘warden” wol't let any-
body tn any mare,” he went on, weak-
ly. 1 dow’t want any goodbys.” '

The guard nodded. e had finish-,
ed his .tagsk and Wwas taking . up: the
Geérman newspaper’ (of which he could
have mastergd but'a line;an hour, so
interminable Wwas the reading), when'
_Manlloya.;s'pqﬁ s i
; 4 ier—the glrl—will you?
‘Get her to come back agdin. 'I want,
her back.” : e

' TRTIRGE R ’

He bent to:kiss her-when she stood
again outside:the bars. :But :she drew
back, biunshing -miserably.

“Why,” he “protested,
—the.pther time"— & :

“But that was because I had -no
other way to givée you”—

“The bottle, eh?’ ‘Mechanically he
glanced. toward the corner near his
cot where he. had concealed the pol-
son béneath a scraped out bit of mor-
tar. He paused;a -moment and- she
‘waited docilely.. “Queer little thing
you are,” he said-musingly, at last,
“aren’t you?” Th % +

“Yes,” she said humbly.

‘But you don’t -get sulky, and you
come -back even if'+- %

She thrust both hands- between the’
bars. It was a rarely expressive gés-
ture for her. . Pk

“And you keep away from
Jackal reporters. And you tell
,truth.”

" He pressed her hands hard. ¢

“Sit down; you must be tired,” he
said, after a minute. And he pulled
his own. steol clgse and sat down, by
her with dnﬁ:‘ the bars between them.
“How'd:you get up Here?” e

A1 walked.”

“It's awful- hot out, they say?”

She modded.:: - oy

He sat silent;
hands absently.

“Been staying down at the inn?”

She nodded. again, silently—her
clear- eyes, which had at first ®een
unaccustomed to the.light; bent with
pitying worship 6f him. His features
were grayed, old;and:ithin. And some-
thing even she 'had mnot seen there till
now was dawning in his face. As she
looked upon him (it was a primitive
instrument, this high keyed, One
stringed nature of hers) it seemed. to
her that the preliminary tortures of
his agonizing death were already. be-
ing administered. 3

He reached down into his . pocket

5

“you yourself

those’
the

still 'holding her

and put his last gold piece in. her
hands. Mechanically her fingers
closed. on it for a moment. Then it

fell ringing to the stone floor, while-
withdrawing her hands from his; she
covered her face and burst into pas-
sionate tears.

«-He watched her very pale and puz-
zled, a baffled longing growing in his
eyes.

“You don’t want it—you won’t take
o :

Behind her hands 'she shook
head, in childlike, ‘vigorous denial.

“Don’t c¢ry,” he 'said stiffly; “don’t!”

She wiped her eyes and composed
herself. “I'm so—so sorry,” she gasp-.
ed, struggling bravely to control her
woice.

He nodded ' thoughtfully. ;

“It—breaks my heart—for you,” she
sobbed. ks

“And,” his pale lips writhed, “it
breaks my heart—for you.”

The German's heavy step came to
end their interview and waked both
fivm their absorption. She ¢lung to
him then, drawing” his hand out be-
tween the bars and laying her head
dpon it in dump misery. :

her

sjopis €arriage cte)

trial—that .she still believed: indeed,
she @ld.* ' :

, destroyed.

| You're to have:

“the bars that seemed to have

her ear, “You're the—the  whitest
thing in the whole world. You don’t
believe I did it?” he whispered.

“No, no; how could I?".

“And if you should ever hear later.
After’— 3 J

“No, no, never.
You do trust me?” i

“Trust you! I wish I could trust
Him, .up there, as I trust’—
. His voice fajled and he buried his
face in his hands. 5 -

“Listen”—she was clinging a -mo-
ment longer to the bars—“always I
think of you and—and be proud of
you and care for you.. . And I will
never listen to a word against you
nor read one.; ‘And—and no matter
what the world will be saying.the day
after—aftenward, you will. know that
one person knew truly about you. It’s
like—like a..picture,” she .went . on,
speaking rapidly now that she  had
but a -moment ‘more, “like a - picture
that . everybody had. been - daubing,

Oh, believe’ me.

covering with mud, seratching,”tear--

ing; but so long as.there’s: one clean
copy of it in the world it's really not
& ¢ And: that picture I've got
ere.” . ¢

Her - hands were clasped over :her.
breast. :

After. the chaplain went away Man-
lioyd could not sleep. Yet he was too
excited and weakened physically to
make the effort to.be fully awake. So
he lay feverishly dozing, waking with
a shriek of agony from a dfeam with
the .cold sweat on’ his forehead, as
though. he had ventured too far into
the future and the danip breathe of

"death’ were already upon him; then,

composing himself and lying back, on-
ly to die another of the thousand
deaths that night held for .him.

The hammering on the .gallows in
the yard had ceased when he:looked
up to see Kerr ‘standing over him, a
glass in’ his hand. -

:What is it?”. Manlloyd whispered.

Just something that'll quiet you.”
The death watch held the sedative to
his Iips, every feeling gone from him
except the charity of the strong ' for
the weak. i B

lYIanlloyd sipped it tremulously. But
when he had finished and Kerr at-
tempted to take away his arm, upon
which the murderer’s head had been
pq‘}owed, Manlloyd held -him.
i I wonder,” he said,. - hesitatingly,
if youw'll be good to her—it doesn’t
Seem you could be hard :on anybody.”

A dull'red suffused the jailer’s face.

{:He did not answer, but withdrew -his

arm and‘ walked over to' the table to
setydown tl);le glass. Ao s
“You're' thinking,” Manilloyd oke,
with the slow effort - of. e:ha'ussl:ion:
you're saying‘to yourself that it soils
her'to have me épeak of her.  Well’—
he relapsed ‘into” gilence, ‘and Kerr re-
mained standing with his back
to him o 5 7 would - _if — if
anything could” *' But, you see, even
I ‘haven’t done that, and so. 'm glad
Jher. © 101l all pass—
about mey-She: “for
see, it."ls;r??n&m.t N sonad o

“Why .it's;s0-—geod- that ‘tbr‘ﬁq;i'rdw’ set
tles. me. . But I K ] o
aoph hi?._'B t I wish, Kerr2:1 wish to
‘his face to the wall, “you’d be -
tender with her at first—just a'tte::?’
;When he waked'at last in the gray
1 g& wmfa;m. ;ﬁe:g, a;most'ms.'d i the
¢ it e his brain accey >
}3 . rain accept the fact
s «wits; ‘he had forgotten ‘the poison
or he might, in sheer terror ol;pdeath'
have leaped--into " its . outstretched,
waiting arms. Despite” the ominous
iStir in - the' corridor,~ he ‘could not re-

+4-8lize that it’ meant extinction to him.

He. ‘battled with himself in that last
waking ‘as:'h& lay there cramped into
:stillness. that ‘he ‘might for a mornent
:longer. appear to be asleep 'seeking
-desperately 'somewhere, ’ anywhere . for
calm, And just at that moment he
heard Shaw's loud-voice in the corri-
dor without; was pierced by the words
he uttered ‘as by a shock of electricity;
lived a moment of more exquisite
‘agony than al he had endured and
then fainted away. ?

‘“Dlye ‘know 'what it means?” Shaw
was asking. -

Manlloyd * shook his "head. In his
face was a'vacant look a dulness of
horror as of one who has suffered
:overmuch, / 3

“Brace up hére, brace up!” Shaw
held: a glass to his' Hps.

Nauseated, Manlloyd pushed it
away, .

. “I can hear you. Don’t shout.
listening,” he protetsed. ~ -

SWell; it's” just the greatest thing
on ‘earth.” ' The attorney cried, his
bellowing bass: unsteady with excite-
ment. His big, red face was quiver-
ing. - -His :coarse, thick hair was un-
combed. . His baggy clothes were soil-
€d and wrinkled. ' “It means ‘just plain
getting clear, that's what it means.
They call it a retrial. But the old
negro’s dead, Mrs. Aston’s lost her
mind and the letter—the ‘See-you-to-
morrow letter,’ has disappeared. Tom
Shaw’s saved your mneck, young man,
and; incidentally, he’s” made such a
name out of the case that I don’t be-
grudge a night I've stayed awake nor
—but you might as well say thank
you.” et :

“Thank you.” Manlloyd’s voice
was toneless and obedient. “You
must leave me alone now for a little.
T'll rest.”

He' staggered back to his
But when he got there he  beheld
Kerr's face. No pity * dwelt there
now, ng_slow solemnity as though the
man’s nature were lifted , by super-
natural’ grace. The jailer's face was
all ‘humdn now; resentful, fiercely per-
sonal Jjealousy was -unmistakably
graven upon it. With the quick per-
ception that was his; Manlloyd ‘saw
it, and feebly put up a hand as though
he expected to be struck.

It was in that moment, when his
corporal eyes were shielded from the
fury that lived in XKerr's face, that
an image stood out in front of Man-
lloyd with such distinctness as the
seer.of visions beholds once in his life,
when physical weakness and spiritual
racking set the faculties on edge be-
fore they destroy the reason.

It was a girl’'s figure, very slim
in its scant, - light lines, surmounted
by a face beneath a nurse’s cap, a
face that blazed through its pallor
and terror with a’ very passion of
pitying devotion, .of 'faith, of ' self-
renunciation.

Instinctively Manlloyd waved ' his
hands as’ though to push : aside, to
wipe out the longitudinal black lines,
been
‘drawn straight across the picture
from the cap to the hem of the skirt.
“Yet he knew the black marks were as

I'm

couch.

He bent, and with his lips close to

’
.

much’part of the vision as the face

voice broke as he' turned.

:1The. sedgtive had drugged)

‘rather go home? ” ' -

itself. He seemed never to have seen
that face except through prison bars.
’lll‘pey were inexorably between it and

im, ; :

“And they'd always be between  us.
Blossom. I know now,” he whispered, . .
yet he felt that the words were so
vital an expression of all that he was
in that supreme moment - that she
must hear and understand. ‘“And af-
ter awhile you'd see them as plain as
I do this minute. And—and then that
last picture you're keeping, the one
clean copy in the whole world would
get daubed and dirty, too.. That’'d be
the real hanging—oh, God, I  can't
bear that! My love that came to me
—my little love—there’s one "thing I
can do for you, now thaf you're tied to
me—one—only one, and—and  that I
can do because you believe in me, be-
lieve that I am capable of—of’'——

He caught Kerr's glance as, fight-
ing for composure, the jailer turned
away from him. He felt obscurely &
desire to say' something " 'to comfort,
him, and he was conscious.suddenly
of ‘an odd, triumphant reversal of con-
ditiens that made him as much stron- ™
ger now than . this strong man a8
the death watch had been the night
before, when: he' was a shivering,
shrieking coward being carried inexor-
ably on toward day and execution.

But Manlloyd’s. strength was nearly
spent. He could only stagger to "his
couch, seek the tiny bottle she had
brought him and” draw the cork with
his teeth.

Then he drank the whole draught
down. . :

When XKerr found him the sneer:
had left his lips, which smiled tran-
quilly. His head lay back upon fits
pillow, proud and pure in the supreme
solemnity of death. And, as by an
ennobling miracle of self-sacrifice,
every eye that looked upon his dead
face saw, not Eustace Manlloyd the

murderer but the living picture the
Peachblossom Girl = carried in her
breast.

i THE END.
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MANY BRITISH ISSUES

Total rfor Half-Year $450,000,000
Exclusive of Government

By way of supplementing the elad-
orate statistics of new securities for \
the half year, figures may be g‘ivfm
relative to the output in Great Britain.
The grangd aggregate for the United
States was $1.278,000,000; the British®
total is $450,000,000, inclusive of capi<
tal applications made there for col-
onial, Indian and foreign governments
and for foreign railways.

The British zovernment did not bor-
row a pound during the half year, and
the Chancellor of the Exchequer,- it
may be recalled, ‘recénbhv. announc:d
that He did not intend to raise any
loans during the remainder of the
‘ear.

k Dealing with’ the subject of applica-
tigns for 'neéw capital during the cur-

; Y e e ~ -»:‘I Q‘ﬁdoﬁ' ono-
it’s, t = “S‘“y..:m ﬁ-fot", re j»*"‘g‘_“- At‘lﬁ. Ial..« b A b ﬁ:i‘,
oSwhatostie thought was me. . That's| mist says: k(- o e Eon M-“"

by A e {‘-. >
during the' past 10 by
Ia-lxl.iia: off in ameunt owing to the small
volume of Government borrowing.
-Applications by companies have, how-
ever, been fairly numerous, and us
there were some large foreign issues
in the first quartér the total for the
half-year is brought up to a figure
exc g that reached in the Juae
half of 1906. The total is £89,733,000,
as compared with £85,325,000 in the
corresponding perfod last year, and
with £104,217,000 in the first half of
1905. In' the latter period the amount
was swollen by issues’ of '£15,300,000
made . by - the British Government.
Subjoined is a statement of the capi-
tal applications for each quarter sincs
the 'beginning of 1903: y

L
New Capital Apbplications.

¥ 1907. 1906,
First quarter . £49,428,600 '£30,264,800
Second quarter. 40,304,600 55,059,800
Third gquarter.. . 10,835,800
Fourth quarter. ... 24,012,800

Total . . « . £89,733,200 £120,173,200
k 190 1904

First quarter .. £67,301,200 £19,905,000
Second quarter. 36,915,500 @ 50,654,000
Third quarter.. 22,854,100°¢ 9,547,000
Fourth quarter. 20,116,600 = 42,913,000

Total . . . .£167,187,400 £123,019,000

The half-year’s list i§ remarkable for
the total absence of British Govern-
ment borrowing in any form, a fea-
ture rendered the more noticeable by
the Chancellor of the Exchequer’s re-
cent declaration that he hoped to avoid
coming on. the market during the cur-
rent financial year. On the contrary,
by making purchases of consols for the
sinking fund he hopes to give the
market for gilt-edged securities an op-
portunity of recovering = itself. A
marked effect has already been pro-
duced by the announcement, and the
only fear is that it may provide en-
couragement for a crowd of needy
municipal and colonial borrowers, *‘who
are anxious-to make their appearance
at the. first favorabler moment.

British dependencies -are responsible
for a total of nearly £13,000,000 dur-
ing.the half-year, the principal issues _
being - £8;600,0007 India 3%’ per tont
stock ‘and £3,000,000 4 per cent five-
year bonds issued”by the Straits Set-
lements. These bonds were convert-
ible into 3% per cent stock of the
colony at varying prices for a number
of years, but this .did not prove a
great attraction, as a considerable
amount was left in the hands of the
underwriters. .. S g

Another large issue was £5,000,000
London County Council 3% per cent
stock offered at 97.” This was the only
municipal issue in_ the last quarter,
and only two small county loans were
offered in the -first  three months.
The public have, in fact, displayed no
great eagerness for this class of se-
curityy, and though the " London
County . Council issue was largely over-
subscribed on the prospect of its go-.
ing to a premium, it has since de-
clined ‘to about the issue price.

The total of foreign government
loans is #£18,000,000, accounted for
mainly by ‘the ' Japanese conversion
loan, which did not take much /money
off the London market, and a Siam-
ese loan. - The £1,000,000 raised by
municipalities outside the . = United
Kingdom was  divided between = the
Japanese city of Yokohama, the
Orange  River Colony, New Zealand,
and Canada i 5

“From the grammatical standpoint,”
said the-fair maid with the lofty fore-
head, “which do you consider correct:
‘I had rather go home, or I would

0-

“Neither,” promptly responded the

young man. “I'd much rather stay
here.”—Answers. % " .
o e - ¥
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