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'' Factor—faster ! A tliousaiul—two tlioiisaiul—tlnvo

tliousautl dollars, if we only rt-acli Wcslport l)eforonino I

"

shouted Willard, uiinost niadduucd. "A liimiaii life de-

pends on it— 1 liave a reprieve."

''Hooray!" shouted the boy who drove. "If ever

Sultan went, he'll have to go it now. Here's my stiek
;

tie your handkerchief on it to hoist when we get into the

town, and they'll stop the execution."
Lashing his horse until the persjjiration stood in great

beads on his forehead, away they Hew, and ten minutes
before nine rushed furiously into the town.

The streets were crowded—bloeked up with people

—

n

boundless sea of humiin beings I And near the jail they

beheld the scalfold, and a sight which seemed to paralyze

the very life in their hearts. For there, with the sherilT

and a group of her immediate friends, stood Sybil Cainp-
bell, whiter tiian the dead, robed for deatli, cold, still and
rigid.

A deep awe-struck silence had fallen over the vast

crowd—a silence more terrible than the wildest shouts
could have been. liaising the white handkereliier, tiie

boy waved it in the air, shouting, wildly :
*' A reprieve—

a

reprieve !" and drove furiously riglit through tin; startled

throng, heedless of those he trampled down in his way.
The multitude took up the cry, and *' A reprieve I a

repri^n'e I a reprieve I " rang out, gathering force as it

went, until, from a low, hoarse shout, it rose to a wild,

triumphal song that rang to the very heavens.
And on, on through the waving sea of human beings

tliey drove, until they reached tlie scafl'ohl ; and then

rising to her feet, the thunder-struck spectators beheld
the ^ale, beautiful face of the long-lost Christie.


