
THE YELLOW LETTER

sweetheart has been dispelled and the fiend whose 
devilish ingenuity brought shame and grief and 
wreck to so many innocent lives is paying the pen
alty behind prison bars—even now I shudder at the 
sight of anything yellow. A scrap of yellow paper 
vividly recalls—and I fear always will recall—the 
painful events of the last few weeks.

I had been waiting ever since my return from 
court for a telephone message that had not come— 
the word from Louise which I felt would decide my 
fate. I had written to her the night before, asking 
if I might go to her in the afternoon to speak on 
a subject of importance. I knew she would under
stand the object of my letter, though all that I had 
asked was that she would telephone me earlier than 
four whether she would be at home.

From my window I had watched the great hand 
on the Metropolitan tower clock creep slowly to 
twelve. As the chimes began to sing the hour of 
four I felt that I could bear the suspense no longer. 
Message or no message, I would go to her at once. 
Before the vibrant note of “On-n-n-n-e” had died 
away I closed my desk with a bang. As the fourth
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