
as if her very presence was beside him in the empty room. He
rises. He cries aloud, "What, dear?" as if she had called to him.
She has been there in the room. He knows it. He feels it. Then
eager, tremulous with hope, he searches the room, tears open the
crazy chest of drawers, fumbles upon the shelves, for some sign of
her. Nothing and still nothing,—a crumpled playbill, a half-smoked
cigar, the dreary and ignoble small records of many a peripatetic
tenant, but of the woman that he seeks, nothing. Yet still that
haunring perfume that seems to speak her presence at his very side.

The young man dashes trembling from the room. Again he
questions the landlady,—was there not, before him in the room,
a young lady? Surely there must have been,—fair, of medium
height, and with reddish gold hair? Surely there was?

But the landlady, as if obdurate, shakes her head.

you again," she

Up Frwn Thm D^ptha
Tht nun had kilUd a num—he had met theprl—
tf stranger—4it half-bast one at Rooney's. A crisis

came—and under the surface ofshame, the souls of
each sb)od forth to sacripce—and to a better, clean-

er Ufe. to O. Henry it is gfi«i to see beneath
the outer darkness—to the soul within. It's not the

truth a man teUs, but the spirit in which he tells it

Aat counts. That is why O. Henry can write of
things not always told, and yet ha*t dean, hid)
Wiril. He tells of those who would rather suffer
hunger than be bad—and the others.

'I can tell

says, "'twas
Sprowls and Moortey, as I said.

Miss B'retta Sprowls, it was, in

the theatres, but Missis ^ooney

she was. The marriage certifi-

cate hung, framed, on a nail

over
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