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more valuable. I hope they cent you 
something for it. Money goes so fast 
with me. Fortunately, in here you don’t 
need much.”

“No, but the girl may.”
“Nonsense, Eustace! You can’t be 

ing to leave your share in the ranch to 
her?”

A gray shade seemed to be settling over 
his face as he eat up to look at her.

“Leave it!” he gasped. “Then, you,
told me

trial. I’ll never hang.” He smiled con
fidently.

She shook her head. 'It’s—it’s only a 
week off,” she urged. “Try—try to get 
reconciled—not to the shameful death they 
are preparing for an innocent man, but for 
this that I have brought you. It is 
—quick. Promise me you won’t 
and hope too long.”

He looked at her quriously, doubtfully, 
yet wistfully.

“You seem in a mighty hurry to get rid 
of me—for a wife,” he tried to say light-

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. eyes. “Why, you know I came down from 
the farm to be with my aunt. She’s all 
the folks I’ve got. And now, since—since
—you know”------ Her voice traifod off into
silence.

“Since what?” he asked, curiously.
“Since it’s all been in the papers about 

you and—and me,” she stammered, “she 
won’t have anything to do. with me. No,” 
her voice was firmer now, “I’ll starve 
when I quit here, but what do I care!”

“I wonder why you care, Blossom,” he 
said slowly.

“Because—I can’t help it,” she cried 
passionately, and covered her face, sob
bing. “It’s so cruel, and you—you’re so 
brava about it.”

“You don’t catch Mother Manlloyd cry
ing when there’s no reporter around. 
Say,” he sat up with sudden suspicion in 
his voice, “are you in with them? Mother 
Manlloyd*s turning me into cash, writing 
weekly letters about her gifted son to the 
press. But if you dars, I’ll find a way— 
I swear I.will”-----

“Oh,” her tearstained face hung ap
pealingly over him, “don’t you trust me? 
Do—do trust me. I’ll kill myself before 
I’ll hurt you again. I’d do anything in 
the world to prove it. You couldn't 
think of anything I’d not try for you.”

lie lay back appeased, persuaded.
“Sweet little Blossom,” he murmured, 

looking up.
She fell upon her knees there by the 

parapet, resting her hot face upon her 
arm, and, as she did so, suddenly she felt 
a hand upon her shoulder. She jumped 
to her feet and faced Kerr. His big 
square face was white.

“You can't do this. I’ll see that you 
don’t get another chance here, but if you 
find any other way I’ll tell the old man, 
and out you go, sure’s my name’s Mich
ael Kerr,” he said, firmly. “Now, go 
down stairs.”

She stood like a terrified thing, mechan
ically folding the clothing she had in her 
arms. But she let it drop with a gasp 
when Manlloyd's voice came up to them.

“Take your hands off my girl, Kerr,” 
he cried, with a sudden desire to assert 
himself audaciously to this quiet man, 
whose judgment of himself Manlloyd’s in
fallible instinct had divined. “Just keep 
off.”

“I’ve ordered you back to your cell, 
Manlloyd.” To the girl Kerr’s deep voice 
seemed to fall like, lead upon the man be
low. “Keep a civil tongue in your head. 
You don’t want to attract anybody else’s 
attention to the girl and get her in 
trouble.”

“Whew! Are you sweet on her, too?” 
laughed Manlloyd. Something in the 
jailer’s voice had betrayel him to the 
murderer’s keen ear, and he relished 
rivalry in which he had so clearly the 
upper hand.

The girl wrung her hands in silent 
agony.

“Go down stairs, I tell you,” said Kerr 
to her.

“Blossom!” called Manlloyd, “wait 
minute. Can’t you wait to say goodby ? 
It’s the last time, you know, and”------

With a maddened cry the girl broke 
from the jailer and flew to the parapet, 
her arms outstretched.

“You cur!”—the jailer, as he stood be
side her, was looking down now upon 
him—“to take advantage of an innocent 
little thing like her.” He got between 
the girl and the parapet, faced her and, 
keeping his eyes upon her, silently walk
ed toward her. She retracted, half mad 
with misery and excitement, but step by 
step she moved back toward the stairs.

“Blossom—Blossom!” called Manlloyd, a 
sudden resolution in his voice.

The girl attempted to answer, but Kerr 
pushed her gently within and shut the 
door behind her.

Therese Pettlnellt, ambitious and unsophis
ticated, seeks a position as a writer on a 
newspaper and is rebuffed by the editor, who, 
to get rid of her and discourage her. gives 
her an impossible assignment, which the 
young woman fills, but too late for the dally 
newspaper. Not realizing that she has failed, 
ehe believes she is regularly on the staff, 
and in a burst of hopeless frenzy the editor 
again, with the idea of getting rid of her. 
sends her to work on the murder trial of 
Eustace Manlloyd, accused of slaying his boy 
friend. Miss Pettlnelll, known as “Peach- 
blossoms,” sees the accused murderer In a 
new light and writes an amazing story, which 
ehe delivers to the editor. She believes the 
man innocent, .and the publication of the 
story she has written causes an immense 
sensation in the town and in legal circles. 
Manlloyd is convicted and sent to prison to 
await his execution, and the girl, who has 
fallen In love with him, gains admittance to 
the prison in the guise of a nurse. She re
veals. her identity to a jailer and tells him 
she wants to make amends to the convict 
for the harm she imagines she has done to 
him during her newspaper work at the trial. 
The jailer, Kerr, is in love with the girl and 
seeks to wed her, but she confesses that 
Manlloyd Is the one for whom she cares.

(Copyright. 1907, by the New York Herald 
Company. All rights reserved).
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too, believe. Why haven’t you 
the truth?” he cried, his voice breakingj 
hysterically.

She murmured a protest that she had 
believed he would get another trial that 
she still believed ; indeed, she did.

But he raved that it was a world of 
liars that deserved to have its neck wrung, 
as Drexler's had been, for lying, just for 
lying, nothing else; that Shaw, too, had 
not been near him since he had signed 

his share of the ranch to him; that
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ly. 1IShe smiled feebly ; her whole being was 
so obvious a denial.

“Look here, Blossom,” he remonstrated, 
fighting her conviction as though it were 
the one thing that barred hie freedom, 
“ 'taint going to be very gay for us if 
every day you come here you preach fu
neral to mo. Why can’t you believe that 
I know best? Let’s talk of something 
lively.

“Oh, I can’t, I can’t,” she stammered. 
“I must get you to see the truth. No 
one would show it to you before you came 
here. And now that you’re alone with 
the—the end so near, I must—I must 
help you to meet it. Suppose it was to 

tomorrow—now, within an hour,how
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he was left to die like a rat in a trap; 
that even if he were guilty—which he 
wasn’t—wasn't—wasn’t—many worse men 
had got off; that he wished he could get 
out for just a day to show people w,_at 
he thought of them!

Mrs. Manlloyd shivered as she sat there 
helpless. She had never known the things 
mothers say—the native poetry of the 
race that, like a deep, sweet spring, is for
ever welling up from their hearts. She 
was afraid now, and touched, too, in a 
part of her nature so seldom appealed to 
that it had become rusty and inflexible. 
She had a sense of oppression, of 
exasperation. She longed passionately 
him to stop, to be his own hard, mocking 
self again, a self that had never require 
anything from her lean sympathies.

He did stop, for the German tappe ’ 
Mrs. Manlloyd on the shoulder and to’.'. 
her her time was up.

“Goodby, Eustace,” she said, touching 
her lips to his perspiring forehead do e 
to the bars. “Keep up your, spirits ; you 11 
be better soon. I’ll tell Shaw he musn t 

And it’ll be all right.

fl
h &!v

If
A'te■M-sc. m S». *

msudden cruel desire to make her suf
fer came to the man, who would 
have given his life to shield her. 

“What’ll you do when he’s 
Slanged?” he demanded brutally.
| The intonation seemed not to have 
preached, her. “I’ll die, too, then,” ehe 
said, softly.

“Do*
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could you”------

He dropped her hand—threw it from 
him. “Then go!” he cried. He was shiv
ering as if with cold. *T won’t listen 
to it.”

She had risen and was standing sway
ing outside the bars. He walked away 
from her toward his cot, and when he 
turned she was gone.

The following day was really hie first 
in the death cell, for during the day be
fore his mind had been filled entertaining
ly with thought of his strange wedding 
day; of how complete a triumph his was 

Kerr; of how wonderful a break in 
the monotnoy of his days would be the 
playing upon this fresh, timid, devoted 
soul that quivered under his hand like a 
throbbing string. But today, this second 
day, had nothing in it—nothing.

When it was ten o’clock, the hour for 
the girl’s visit, and she had not come a i 
sort of terror of the time fell upon him. 
He found himself writhing under the 
phlegmatic, expressionless observation of 
the German guard, as though those calm, 
dull, unfaltering, animal-like eyes were 
bering holes through his brain. He threw 
himself upon his cot and tried to sleep. 
He had pulled the blankets up over his 
head, but presently he felt the German’s 
hand
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glmean”—Kerr’s voice wasyou

Ifcoaree—“you’ll kill yourself for—for a”------
“No; it’ll kill me,” die said, with quiet 

confidence.
A quick sigh of relief burst from him. 
“And if it shouldn’t?” he persisted. 

■"What then—what then?”
“Oh, do you suppose I care,” her voice 

^Tose for the first time, “what becomes of 
;me then—after—after that?”
' He took her hand in his and smoothed 
fit with a loving touch.

“I care,” he said. “I care all I am and 
j all I—hope for. I’ll learn you to care, 
[too, little girl, an’ I’ll wait forever if I 
■have to—till you do.”
I They passed within the gate and ar
ound to the side entrance of the Warden’s 
| house.
I “You’ll help me—then?" she stammered 
las she paused at the foot of the stairs. 
I “You’ll take me to see him?”

“Never—so help me God!” He spoke 
i under his breath.

“Oh, I must—I must see 
you see it’s killing me not to be with him 

I—now, now when he needs me! Oh, I beg 
; of you”------
! “Never! Kerr swore as he left her
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Perhaps by the next time I come yon i 
have got the good news. I’ll be here soon 
again. It was mean of him to take your 
last cent. He's made enough out of you. 
not counting the newspaper notice lie get* 
Well,” she sighed, “I must get >long 
best I can, I suppose. It costs eomur 
to make these little trips out here.’

He wiped the perspiration from his .arc 
and put out his hand to her through tm

She received the money 
with a gratified exclamation.

“Promise me, Eustace, you 
yourself break down,” she said, 
kissed him again. “I don't want to have 
you to worry about, too.”

“I promise,” he said in a low voice 
“but I want you to promise, too, to b • 
good to her—the girl—I do care, mother- 
I care.” The words seem wrung from
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on his fare.
Can’t you let a fellow alone a minute?”
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Yet within a fortnight she had her wish.
Though she did not know it, Manlloyd 

had been in the hospital for some weeks, 
recovering from a slight operation. Every 
afternoon, when the prisoners were in the 

, yard on the other side of the prison, she 
was sent to the roof to bring down the 
freshly washed linen for the baby she 
tended. Often from this height she had 

patients in the prison hospital, with 
the prison pallor intensified by illness, 
sitting in the roofed and barred sun 
house that looked, from where she stood, 
like a detached iron cage with a listless, 
suffering, striped beast within it. But 
after the first shuddering shock of sym
pathy she instinctively turned her back 
upon the place. A torturing passion of 
pity for one prisoner monopolized her; 
thought or sight of others she avoided 
one shuns a blow.

The wind was blowing her apron from 
her as she stood, a slender, ’chaste figure 
in the scant nurse’s gown and cap, from 
which faint brown tendrils of her hair 
escaped. Her arms were stretched above 
her head where the linen flapped and toss
ed, when from the sun house, below and 
i&part, came a low call.
I “Blossom! Blossom!”
I she knew his ' voice instantly, and the 
name he alone called her. She wheeled 
end, with her arms still full of the linen, 
ran to the low parapet that fenced in the 
roof, and bent over.

“You've been ill?” she cried, a world 
»f anxiety in her voice, as she peered 
toward the single figure that lay out
stretched iu an invalid’s chair.

‘ Manlloyd nodded, 
j “Very ill? But you’re better?” 
t “Oh, yes. I’ll he well enough to hang 
in a week or so.”

She gave a faint cry and pressed her 
trends together.

“You care?" he asked.
“Oh, I—I can’t bear it!” she cried..
“What’d you come here for, then?”
‘To—to be”------ The words died on her

he cried, wrenching roughly away 
the man’s touch, his voice breaking with 
self-pity.

Stolidly the German shook his head. 
“Dey kills deireelfs sometimes,” he said.

It seemed to him that he was fevered 
after this, and when his dinner came he 
sent it way untested. He paced the cell 
with nervous, restless strides. He asked 
what time it was. He asked again after 
-hours of agony and found that ten min
utes had passed. He shrieked aloud then 
in relieving hysteria, and was lying quiet 
but exhausted upon the cot when the Ger
man asked him if he would see his mother.

He nodded weakly. His cot was moved 
closer to the grating, and she came into 
the corridor heavily draped in black, her 
handkerchief to her eyes.

He rallied at sight of this ostentatious
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lt\5 for you to drink., 
they ceun ne^ve^r kill you-now.'
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UK .him.
He lay quite still after ehe 

the German asked him to get up while the 
cot was moved back into the ^

“It will besser sein—tomorrow, 
the German. Always es comes had in dis 
cell at first.”

Manlloyd did not answer. In that stum
bling sentence h<? had had a swift, ter
rible vision of his predecessor» who had 
passed out of the death cell. ^

“Don’t let her come any more,” 
after a silence. “She thinks she'll come 
again before—the last day.

The German looked over at him; it was 
"The hanging's not over yet, you know, Manlloyd’s first admission that there was 

ma,” he said, faintly, his pale lips writlv a ]aat jay.
ing with the sarcasm. “Tell her the warden won’t let anybody

She threw back her veil. “How can you jn any more,” he went on, weakly. “I 
be so unfeeling, Eustace,” she exclaimed. don't want any goodbys.”
“But there, you always were. You never The guard nodded. He had finished his 
cared for my feelings—never for anybody tae]( and wag taking up the German newe- 
but yourself. And this girl visitor of raper (o{ which he could have mastered 
yours—see in what a position it placed a i;np an hour, so interminable was 
me. I couldn’t believe it at first. Did hig reading!,' when Manlloyd spoke again, 
she really marry you? There was I rend- “senj for her—the girl—will you? Get 
ing in my article to the Press and not a ^er t0 come back again. I want her 
word in it about the girl—forward, stupid 
piece of wax, thrusting herself into other 
people’s affairs. Why didn’t you tell me,
Eustace ? The Press people were awfully 
mad about it.’’

“Would you have given us a big blow
out—bridesmaids, a church wedding and 
your blessing, ma?” he mocked.

She looked uncertainly at him, but con
tinued complacently—“I’m glad of 
thing, ehe did have the decency not to be 
interviewed about it hereelf. No reporter 
could get a word out of her, no photo
graph, not a decent snapshot. But I sup
pose, ” she added, “you made her do 
that.’’

tillgonewas
a

comer.
Been said pure in the supreme solemnity of death. 

And, as by an ennobling miracle of self- 
rifice, every eye that looked upon his 

dead face saw, not Eustace Manlloyd, the 
murderer, but the living picture the 
Pcachblossom Girl carried in her breast. 

THE END.

“D’ye know what it means?” Shaw 
asking.

Manlloyd shook his head. In his face 
was a vacant stare, a dullness of horror as 
of one who has suffered overmuch^

“Brace up here, braqe up!” Shaw held 
a glass to his lipe.

Nauseated, Manlloyd pushed it away.
“I can hear you. Don’t shout. I’m lis

tening,” he protested.
“Well, it's just the greatest thing 

earth.” The attorney cried, his bellowing 
bass unsteady with excitement. His big, 
red face was quivering. His coarse, thick 
hair was uncombed. His baggy clothes 

soiled and wrinkled. “It means just 
means.

the whole world. You don’t believe I 
did it?” he wnispered.

“No, no; how could I?”
“And if you should ever hear later. Af

ter”—
“No, no, never. Oh, believe me. 

do trust me?”
“Trust you ! I wish I could trust Him, 

up there, as I trust”——
His voice failed and he buried his face 

in his hands.
“Listen”—she was clinging a moment 

longer to the bars—“always I will think 
of you and—and be proud of you and care 
for you. And I will never listen to a 
word against you, nor" read one.. And— 
and no matter what the world will be say
ing the day after—afterward, you will 
know that one person knew truly about 
you. It’s like—like a picture,” she went 
on, speaking rapidly now that she had 
but a moment more “like a pic
ture that everybody has been daub
ing, covering witli mild, scratch
ing, tearing; but so long as there’s one 
clean copy of it in the world it’s really 
not destroyed. And that picture I’ve got 
here.”

Her hands were clasped over her breast.

was
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he said,

STRUCK BÏ BOSTON 
TRAIN NEAR LINGLEY

as
wee. on

were
plain getting clear, that’s what it 
They call it a retrial. But the old negro’s 
dead, Mrs. Aston’s lost her mind and the 
letter—the ‘eee-you-tomorrow-letter’ has
disappeared. Tom Shaw’s saved your neck,
young man, and, incidentally, lie’s made 
such a name out of the case that I don’t 
begrudge a night I’ve stayed awake nor— 
but you might as well say thank you.”

Manlloyd’s voice was
“You must leave

me alone now for a little. I’ll rest.”
He staggered back to his couch. But

Miss Madeline de Bury Overtaken 
While Walking on Track Saturday 
Morning—Now in Private Hospital 
Here—Injuries Not Thought Serious

CHAPTER VI.

* * * “I pronounce you man and wife.”
The prison chaplain had hurried through 

the ceremony. He hurried away now from 
the death cell, like one who is glad to be 
done with an unpleasant affair.

For a moment the Peachblossom Girl 
stood, her hand still reached between the 
bars, resting in Manlloyd’s. Then ehe 
sank into a chair which the guard had 
placed for her in the corridor beside the 
grating.

The girl leaned her head against the 
grating. She seemed half dazed by the 
strain she had undergone and leaned 
dumbly against the grating. She had not 
spoken a word except the half inarticu
late “Yes” in answer to the chaplain’s 
question.

The pathos of her relaxed, helpless little 
figure found Manlloyd.

“Funny little Blossom!” he said, car
essingly.

She lifted her lips to hie, a meaning look 
in her eyes. He bent to kiss her on the 
mouth, then suddenly put hie hand to his 
lips.

back.”
VII.

While walking along the C. P. R. track 
a short distance above Lirigley station 
Saturday morning about 11 o’clock Miss 
Madeline de Bury, daughter of Count de 
Bury, was struck by the Boston train. 
The train was pulling up at the time and 
it is thought she has escaped without 
serious injury. She was brought to town 
on the train and taken to the private 
hospital, where she was reported to be 
resting easily last night.

Miss de Bury holds the position of 
mathematical instructor in Dunham

“Thank you.” 
toneless and obedient.

He bent to kiss her when she stood 
again outside the bare. But she drew 
back, blushing miserably.

“Why,” he protested, “you yourself— 
the other time”—

“But that was because I had no other 
to give you”— , . „ .

bottle, eh?” Mechanically he 
near his cot

when lie got there he beheld Kerr’s face. 
No pity dwelt there now, no slow 
solemnity as though the man’s nature were 
lifted by supernatural grace. The jailer’s 
face was all human now; resentful, fierce
ly personal jealousy was unmistakably gra
ven upon it. With the quick perception 
that was his, Manlloyd saw it, and feebly 
put up a hand as though he expected to 
be struck.

It was in that moment, when his cor
poral eyes were shielded from the fury 
that lived in Kerr's face, that an image 
stood out in front of Manlloyd with such 
distinctness as the seer of visions beholds . 

in his life, when physical weakness ;

After the chaplain went away Manlloyd 
could not sleep. Yet he was too excited 
and weakened physically to make the ef
fort to be fully awake. So he lay fever
ishly dozing, waking with a shriek of 

from a dream with the cold sweat 
his forehead, as though he had ven

tured too far into the future and the 
damp breath of death were already upon 
him; then," composing himself and lying 
back, only to die another of the thous
and deaths that night held for him.

The hammering on the gallows in the 
yard had ‘ ceased when he looked up to 
see Kerr standing over him, a glass in 
his hand.

“What is it?” Manlloyd whispered.
“Just something that’ll quiet you.” The 

death watch held the sedative to his lips, 
feeling gone from him except the

one way
The

glanced toward the corner 
where he had concealed the poison be
neath a scraped out bit of mortar. He 
panned a moment and ehe waited docilely. 
"Queer little thing you are,’’, he said 
musingly, at last, “aren’t you?”

"Vee,” ehe said humbly.
“But you don’t get sulky, and you come 

back even if”—
She thrust both her hands between the 

bars, it was a rarely expressive gesture

agony
on

He shook his head. “You don’t have 
to make her do that sort of thing, ’ he 
said very slowly.

She peered in upon him sharply, 
don’t-care for her, Eustace?” - 
claimed.

He was still.
“You can’t care for a queer little thing 

like that?” she insisted.
“Haven't you just said I never cared 

for anybody but myself?” he demanded, 
brokenly.

“How ill tempered you are today. Just 
as if you hadn't brought enough on me 
and I hadn’t got enough to worry me. 
Didn’t they say in the Press yesterday 
that the pity of the mothers of the world 
must go out to Rebecca Manlloyd in her 
loyalty to her miserable son? Well, any
way, it made the notice in the News much

lips.
“Peach blossoms ! ” He laughed, gratified. 

""You look like ’em now. No, I thought 
to be in at the hanging. It'll 

nice one; they’re feeding me up so 
it’ll all go off fine.”

She shook her head vigorously, like a 
*hild, but speechless and shuddering.

“Sure I did,” he insisted mockingly.
“Is—is there anything I can do?” ehe 

Baked, after another helpless negative and 
a silence.

“You’d lore your job if you did.”
“Oh—this!” she plucked contemptuously 

“Do you think I care fop

He pulled himself up to look curiously at 
her. “You don’t mean to say you’ve got 
money?”

“Me?” She opened innocent, bewildered

Ladies’ College, Cowansville (P. Q.) and 
has been spending the vacation with her 
sister, Mrs. Daniel Mullin. at the latter’e 
cottage, about a quarter of a mile above 

and spiritual racking set the faculties °n | Lingley. 0n SatUrday morning Miss de 
edge before they destroy the reason. j jjury started to walk to Lingley station 

It was a girls figure, very slim in its ^ gg ]s ^ t0 be the practice of
scant, light lines, surmounted by a ace 6uburbanjtes jn that vicinity, chose the
beneath a nurse s cap, a fape that blared rajjroa(j track.
through its pallor and teror with a very The lloston train> ;n charge of Conduc- 
passion of pitying devotion, ot iaidi, ot ^Qr j (jostley and Engineer Spencer 
self-renunciation. Thompson,came along at the rate of about

thirty miles un hour, it is said, and the
trainmen say as soon as they caught sight ^
of Miss de Bury on the track they rang^ 
the bell and applied the emergency byakes.
Just as Mies de Bury was stepping from 
the track, however, the cross beam on the > 
engine struck her between the shoulders, 
knocking her down. She was struck oa 
the arm and one of the small bones in 
her right elbow joint was broken. It is 

“And they’d always be between us, Bios- believed her spine is not injured, and it 
I know now,” he whispered,. yet he js eaid no bruises were left.

The train was brought to a standstil/ 
and Miss de Bury was carried into a bag
gage car and made as comfortable as pos
sible. The ambulance was at the station 
to meet the tra;n and she was at .once 
removed to the private hospital. At the 
request of the C. P. R., Dr. J. H. Grej 
boarded the train at Fai:ville and 
panied Miss de Bury to the city.

Mr. Mullin had been notified by tele
phone and was at the station. Miss de ' 
Bury recognized him and eooke a few 
words. Dr. T. D. Walker and Dr. P.
R. Inches are now in charge of the case 
and report the patient’s condition as very 
favorable.

“You 
she ex-ou came 

e al
once“Hush! Take care!” she whispered, ris

ing to cover him from 'the eyes of the 
guard at the other end of the corridor. 
“He must not know you have it. They 
searched me—I couldn’t keep it any here 
else.”

“What’s it for?” he asked, shpping a 
tiny bottle into his pocket.

She looked at him. Don’t you know? 
I've been thinking of it all this time. 
It’s for you to drink. They can never 
kill you—now.”

He withdrew his hand from his pocket 
though he had been stung.

“I tell you there’s going to be a new

for her. . . .
“And you keep away from those jackal 

reporters. And you tell the truth.”
He pressed her hands hard.
“Sit down ; you must be tired,” he said, 

after a minute. And he pulled his own 
stool close and sat down by her with only 
the bars between them. “How’d you get 
up here?”

“I walked.”
“It s awful hot out, they say?”
She nodded.
He sat siient, still holding her hands 

absently.
“Been staying down at the inn?”
She nodded again, silently—her clear 

eyes, which had at first been unaccustom
ed to the light, bent with pitying wor
ship upon him. His features were gray
ed, old and thin. And something even 
she had not seen there till now was dawn
ing in his face. As she looked upon him 
(it was a primitive instrument, this high 
keyed, one stringed nature of hers) it 

d to her that the preliminary tor
tures of his agonizing death were already 
being administered.

He reached down into his pocket and 
put his last gold piece in her hands. Me
chanically her fingers closed on it for a 
moment. Then it fell ringing to the 
stone floor while, withdrawing her hands 
from his, she covered her face and burst 
into passionate tears.

He watched her very pale and puzzled, 
a baffled longing growing in his eyes.

“You don’t want it—you won’t take it?”
Behind her hands she shook her head, 

in childlike, vigorous denial.
“Don’t cry,” he said stiffly; “don’t;”
She wiped her eyes and composed her

self. “I’m so-so sorry,” she gasped, 
struggling bravely to control her voice.

He nodded thoughtfully.
“It—breaks my heart—for you,” ehe 

sobbed.
“And,” his pale lips writhed, “it breaks 

my heart—for you.”
The German’s heavy step came to end 

their interview and waked both from their 
absorption. She clung to him then, draw
ing his hand out between the bars and 
laying her head upon it in dumb misery.

He bent, and with his lips close to her 
ear, “You’re the—the whitest thing in

every
ch,arity of the strong for the weak.

Manlloyd sipped it tremulously, 
when he had finished and Kerr attempted 
to take away his arm, upon which the 
murderer’s head had been pillowed, Man- 
lloyd held him.

“I wonder,” he said, hesitatingly, “if 
you’ll be good to her—it doesn’t seem, you 
could be hard on anybody.”

A dull red suffused the jailor’s face. He 
did not answer, but withdrew his arm 
and walked over to the table to set down

But

Instinctively Manlloyd waved his hands 
as though to push aside, to wipe out the 
longitudinal black lines, the bars that 
seemed to have been drawn straight across 
the picture from the cap to the hem of the 
skirt. Yet lie knew th? blacx marks were 
as much part of the vision as the face it
self. H*J seemed never to have seen that 
face except through prison bars. They 

inexorably between it and him.

et her gown, 
this?”

as

JlpSfSPs®:«K38K
the glass.

"You're thinking,” Manlloyd spoke, 
with the slow effort o£ exhaustion ; 
v'you’re saying to yourself that it soils her 
to have me speak of her. Well”—he re
lapsed into silence, and Kerr remained 
standing with his back to him—“ it would 
if—if anything could. But, you see,
I haven’t done that, and ho I’m glad 
you’re to have her. It 11 ail pass about 

She won’t forget. But, you see. it 
isn’t me she really cared for; it’s what 
she thought was me. That's why it's so 
—good that tomorrow settles me. But 1 
wish, Kerr—I wish to God,” his voice 
broke as he turned his face to the wall, 
“you'd he very tender with her at first- 
just after.”

When we waked at last in the gray of 
morning he went almost mad in the effort 
to make his brain accept the fact in store. 
The sedative had drugged his wits; he had 
forgotten the poison, or he might, in sheer 
terror of death, have leaped into its out
stretched, waiting arms. Despite the 
ominous stir in the corridor, he could not 
realize that it meant extinction to him. 
He battled with himself in that last wak
ing as he lay there, cramped into stillness 
that he might for a moment longer appear 
to be asleep, seeking desperately 
where, anywhere for calm. And just at 
that moment he heard Shaw’s loud voice 
in the corridor without ; was pierced bv 
the. words he uttered as by a shock of 
electricity; lived 
quisite agony than all lie had endured and 
then tainted away.

1

som.
felt that the words were so vital an ex
pression of all that he was in that supreme 
moment that she must hear and under
stand. “And after awhile you’d see them 
as plain as I do this minute. And—and 
then that last picture you’re keeping, the 

clean copy in the whole world would 
get daubed and dirty, too. Tliat’d be the 
real hanging—oh, God, I can t bear that! 
My love that came to me—my little love 
—there’s one thing 1 can do for you, 
that you’re tied to me—one—only one, and 
—and that I can do because you believe 
in me, believe that I am capable of—of”— 

He caught Kerr’s glance as, fighting for 
composure, the jailer turned away from 
him. He felt obscurely a desire to say 
something to comfort him. and he was 
conscious suddenly of an odd, triumphant 
reversal of conditions that made him as 
much stronger now that this strong man 
as the death watch had been the night 
before, when lie was a shivering, shrieking 
coward being carried inexorably on to
ward day and execution.

But Manlloyd’s strength was nearly 
epent. He could only stagger to his couch, 
seek the tiny bottle she had brought him 
and draw the cork with his teeth.

Then he drank the whole draught down. 
When Kerr 

left his lips, which smiled tranquilly. His 
1 head lay back upon its pillow, proud and
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