
CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE LAST STAND.

^l«rS " '""^^ ^'^ ^^ place ^RochKtokyard, you must put on your bonnet andWtSPat I can do nothing with him. My GodT su^gnef unmans a man 1 Those who have s^ it r^never forget it to the very end of theirl!™^^.?^

Mans/ *^Z^^^; ^J^, °;
55;chaU^

^r^^:^Si-^4!-yr^^^^
^^.sr^r^d-^-n^ht^™ -^^^

Side by side they had laid these two th^ ^^*young mother and the man of the^rM „ \̂^**
^f^f^^tepped for a little sil^'^intoS^'q^^vS

They had left their indeUble memory behind

tKofV ^ ""^S^ ''P ^d down the stX crvii»that he must curse God and die Yon^ av^!i^A^r^

r^"? -«^ey passed witl^Vh^^'^'l^lt^^
a ma^ afraid of life, of death, of everything."

*

«methingcameoverhar^£-wairofSet.^d"S


