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Yes. Gypsy Nan clutched at the shawl around
her neck, and shivered. "I thought I might be all
right to^ay, and that I'd get better. But I didn'tAnd now I ve got about a chance in a hundred. I
know. It's my heart."

n.-JS' Tu"
'"'"'"^ ''"". ^'""'^ ''"«>• ''^^' si"« last

night? There was anxiety, perplexity, in Rhoda
Grays face. "Why didn't you call some one? Why
did you even hold me back a few minutes ago, when
you admit yourself that you need immediate medical
assistance so badly?"

,/l?.'Ti*7:"-'u'- ^^"y ^''"' "'^ 1''"= g« =» 'hance
at all I d finish it for keeps if a doctor came here.

:i7l\uVu °f.*•?''. "^^y *''^" " t''" horrible
thing they call the 'chair.' Oh, my God, don't you
understand that! I've seen pictures of it 1 It's a hor-
nble thing—a horrible thing—horrible 1"

"Nan"—Rhoda Gray steadied her voice—"you're
delirious. You do not know what you are saying
There isn t any horrible thing t > frighten you. Not
you just lie quietly here. I'll only be a few minutes,

^7T '*°PP^'^ abruptly, as her wrists were
suddenly imprisoned in a frantic grip.

• i,'i'^°".'J°''*
'*'" ^yP^>- Nan was whispering fever-

"shly. You swore it! They say the White Moll
never snitched. That's the one chance I've got, and
1 m going to take it. I'm not delirious—not yet I
wish to God It was nothing more than that! Look!"

With a low startled cry, Rhoda Gray was on herS ^yfy
Nan was gone. A sweep of the woman's

hand, and the spectacles were off, the gray-streaked
hair a tangled wig upon the pillow—and Rhoda Gray
found herself staring m a numbed sort of way at a
dark-haired woman who could not have been more
than thirty, but whose face, with its streaks of grimeand dirt, looked grotesquely and incongruously old


