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PENALTY^
it would be—it would be for things i

nized as no longer permissible.

I'm going now!"

There was something in her face that induced
him to relax his hold. She withdrew her hand
slowly, her eyes on his.

"Aren't you going to say good-by?"
She shook her head, from the litUe doorway

of the rotunda. "No. What's the use? What
good-by is possible between you and me? I'm—I'm just going."

And she was gone.

With a quick movement he sprang to the
opening between two of the small pOlars.
Edith!" She turned. "Edith! Come here

Come here, for God's sake! Only one word
more."

She came back slowly, not to the door, but
to the opening through which he leaned, his
knee on the seat inside. "What is it?"
He got possession of her haid. "Tell me

again that quotation he gave us."
She repeated it: "'The letter kiUeth, but the

Spint giveth life.'"

" Good, isn't it? I suppose it m from Shake-
speare?"
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