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“ Now,” she said, “ you arc all ready. There’s a 
train leaving about seven. You ’ll get to New York 
to-morrow morning. O’Brien will be there to meet 
you. I ’ll telegraph to him after I’ve put you on the 
train.”

“ Come with me, Lolly.”
“ I can’t, Nora. I’m going far away.”
O Lolly! Lolly ! little did I dream how far. Two 

weeks later, riding in an elevated train, I chanced to 
pick up a newspaper, and there I learned of Lolly’s sui
cide. She had shot herself through the heart in a Chi
cago hotel, leaving a “ humorous ” note to the coroner, 
giving instructions as to her body and “ estate.”

I was in the Chicago train whirling along at the 
rate of sixty miles an hour. I lay awake in my berth 
and stared out at a black night ; but in the sky above I 
saw a single star. It was bright, alive ; and suddenly I 
thought of the Star of Bethlehem, and for the first time 
in many days, like a child, I said my prayers.

THE END


