
fBk*

m
-

w

.

Iff
§

■

Aé
% ?

i

I

■

.

m

ispii'Sf'i

PP!ESi •f.

12 ,Y CGLOIEgTI Friday, 3uly 19, 190!»
<..................... - 1 -

1 hcWhtest^ThinÀ un dx> World*tr

vM I IVIAM MICHE1LSON CAot^otyîvBts j>op!# earria^jotec.)
» * ■ *-'-■» “* -•"*•’*

/

can’t aee the nooze that’s already 
dangling over his bead. But we can 
talk it over later." He rose, glancing 
at the girl, who stood patiently wait­
ing, the delicate bloom of her country- 
bred face coming and going as she 
listened, open-eyed.

“Eh—what? Oh! What d’ye bring 
these things to me now for?" the city 
editor demanded of the girl, with an 
intonation that was almost a blow.

She looked down on him puzzled. “I 
thought you wanted them, sir. Didn’t 
you say—”

(Copyright, 1807, by the New York
Herald Company—All Rights Re­

served.)
“I can write, you know. I have 

written poems for our town paper. 
Would you like to read them?"

Bowman looked up. She was still 
there, standing by his desk, a slender 
open eyed creature, with a spray of 
peach blossoms rising and falling on 
a narrow, childish breast, with the 
crude perfume of rusticity about her 
and—yes, the enveloping glory of in­
nocence, despite the direct look of her 
eyes and the persistence with which 
she had fought her way to him and 
refused now to be discouraged.

“There’s nothing, I tell you—nothing 
for you," the city editor repeated im­
patiently.

He twitched his green shade to a 
deliberately 

He was

ing anew the intoxicating draught of 
notoriety. Manlloyd knew she count­
ed on a verdict of not guilty, but had 
she felt as sure of an unfavorable ver­
dict, he sometimes wondered, would 
sh^ have relinquished for assurance of 
his safety that sense of importance 
which, since the trial began, had be­
come the breatlr of her nostrils. And 
then there was the cynical, good tem­
pered, indifferent glance of the bailiffs, 
the greedy gaze of the crowd, the fas­
cinated' horror in the women’s eyes, 
the loathing in the men’s.

eating him, that Manlloyd had idèkéd girl til} Bowman, in his shirt sleeves, 
into them for a long moment before Came into his .room late that night 
they bsfcame conscious and wavered, with some page:
And even then it seemed to be only > fdhittimtac ' det) 
because the reporter, whose name voice' that was 
Manlloyd knew to be Drake, had de- la'ugbter'. .
liberately thrust his shoulder between me read it to you, Drake'. It’s
shutting -out their view. thfe richest thing I’ve come across in

why do-you stare at him so?” all• my Me, Oh, you’ve Just got to 
Drake asked the girl, irritably- Be- listen. I’m a regular ancient mariner 
spite the horror at such an. experience since I hopped mr to this. No, I. don’t 
for a woman he -had helped her (o' a câre whether, you ’get: through by 
seat beside his own when he .heard twelve or by. doomsday. I’ve read it 
her Inquire for the -reporter’s ■ table! - to.every man in the office and I’m not 

“Why"——she stammered, blinking, glutted yet Just listen to -this. It is 
as though the suddenness of being simply. yet chastely .Beaded, you will 
called upon for speech had staggered observe, ‘Eustace itanllbyd Is Innocent 
her- “WhÿVWas-T âtarïdgr . > of-the Murder dfl&is BCy Friend.’
it terriblert; . . -, . ■ .What *ÿe think of that for' a healthy

He looked down, upon the shell pttik topic for; a sane 'SlndT’f* ••• ' * 
of her childish facW. witJf tts Quivering Drake did not ' think. . H< listened 
pointed chin. Its .thin, sensitive inoSo W)ifte IBs chief read the article, with 
and eyesdifted stfll toward • the priso-i »-n#»6ÿ (ÿnicküpg interpolations, with a 
ner, who had moved his ChairifuNHbr workmanlike distaste for its- crudity 
to the right And bent forWardv Watch- aftd clumsiness., as w&ll as a sarcastic 
ng her -eurlotisly., To , Dra*6r'-, she «yÆ-for- its' effect "upon his- heàrer. 

looked repugnantly inhuman, yet, like 'Youseë.sHe: seht it in as a lady 
some oldryoung saint, 'so detached star should," Bowman said when his 
from the world, so mediaevally ignor- laughter had subsided, , “.with a. note 
ant of life, so capable of,touching-pitch saying abe1 would call-for the 
yet miraculously escaping- defilement, tohtorrtiw.r' flow’d she" guess \ 
so adoringly trustful, and-.confident in going to-run. ftTr' 
herrattltudë“of faith—^ia^beforo suth •.’Run, 11!” jsxciaimed Drake incredu- 
an altar ! ' , loubly. . .

“tifkve y pu read any ' of the eVi- “Why, qf. course;'my dear sir. I’ll 
deneeTl Drake asked. A’ ■ confused have It rewritten -and run as a con- 
sense of helpless disgust conte ovèr trlbutton—letters from the people, you 
him;» - - know—a girl’s view of the case, signed

“Of the awful thing* they say about Feachblossoms.’ It’ll make a hit, It’s 
him—you don't believe them? Think so asinine. The only danger is that
how terrible to say such things of an we may be accused of faking it__It’s
innocent man! And Ire’s so young— too Impossible; or a mob may wreck 
so’*-—- the office to show what becomes of

papers that print pro-Manlloyd stuff. 
You can’t tell what it might lead to. 
Anyway, It’ll attract attention, I 
mise you." It did.

An the courtroom the next day the 
n!r*’ a kit of pale pink paper-
like blossom stuck stiffly In her shirt­
waist, was a target for every eye.
.jakl’,t00’ looked at her as he sat be­

side him with a mingling of disgust 
and astonishment. Yet she appeared 
as unconscious of her regard as that 

as of tha courtroom habitues, who whis­
pered of her to one another with that 
knowledge of the phrase that fits 
speakable things, that men learn 
whose daily life Is passed among ab­
normalities. Evidently her mind, a 
blank, waxen plate, was capable of 
retaining bnt one image, that of a 
slight, stooped youth with deep set 
inscrutable eyes, thick lips forming a 
beardless, sneering, sensual mouth, a 
clever, dominating no'se, a broad,' high 
forehead, and a superb carriage of the 
head that lent itself admirably to the 
haughty pose Manlloyd had adopted.

The head bent, though,' as Drake fol­
lowed the girl’s eyes—bent unmbitak- 
ably and graciously in her direction, 
as a prince's (thriugh a prince of crim­
inals) might toward one whose loyalty 
has been proved. "It was an acknow­
ledgment insanely egotistic but as 
confident of conferring distinction as 
jpough-ia .coMBèt were set on that 
long, oddly shaped head wferre’ - the 
light brown: V hair grew fine and 
straight.* -h

And, like a' Jacobite whom the royal 
-martyr’s condescension doubly thrills, 
with reverent, pity as well as loyalty, 
the girl received the salutation.1 The 
red ribbon of humility and pride 
flamed in her cheeks and the jewels of 
'her eyes shone dazzling as a decora­
tion.

Drake looked down upon her. He 
had a sensation akin to nausea. / He 

Don’t you conld no more continue to sit beside 
her than he could bear to be placed at 
Manlloyd’s very elbow. He gathered

tattoos differ from the other sort only 
in the way one looks at them, and 
given an oblique vision, the thing 
looks as delectable to a murderer as 
to a martyr.

A martyr—there was nothing more 
alien to Manlloyd’s nature than this. 
And yet in the rare moments when 
confidence deserted him he had faced 
the improbable alternative of convic­
tion; at night once or twice, when he 
had Waked in his cell and missed the 
tense, upholding strength of the crowd 
the court and the warring attorneys,

reached out his hand to the girl and 
handed her to the chair he hurri.dlv 
placed. Upon his sallow, strong :a » 
a smile as rare as It was triumpharv 
played.

“You’ve seen him, then—you’ve had 
an interview with Manllyod?" he ques­
tioned eagerly.

“Yes, sir.” f

of copy in his hand, 
at in his eye and a 
lüsky with sardonic

She was as unmoved by 
his cordiality as she had been ol-Uy. 
tous to the brutality of his first re­
ception of her. “He said he wanted t,, 
thank me for my letter to the N u s » 

“Great!” The city editor rubbed his 
hands together. Satisfaction shone ic 
his sardonic eyes and he lqoked upon 
her with that almost tender brooding 
which marked the apogee ot X - 
reporters’ career. “And Drake in- 
sisted he was clever; too clever to be 
bamboozled! It’s the beat of my life!" 
He gazed ardently, admiringly, yet 
personally, at her. "Great!” he re. 
peated; "great!”

.-Mi"v i

vpugnacious angle and 
turned his back upon her. 
a heavy faced, black mustached hunt­
er of news and driver of men. He 
hated a weakling when It was mascu­
line and, if he could,- he would have 
crucified anything in petticoats rather 
than weaken his staff and make him­
self ridiculous by accepting what he 
called the prevailing contemptible 
fashion of freak femininity as legit­
imate Journalism.

“I don’t see why you won’t give me 
a chance,” the girl said, appealingly.

The office boy, peeping in Just then, 
half apprehensive for his own safety 
since he had .permitted this applicant 
to evade him, yet betraying a malic­
ious 'delight that so unsuspecting a 
lamb should make straight for the 
lion’s very Jaws, saw Bowman lift his 
head suddenly. Upon the city editor’s 
face there had come an expression 
very like that which lighted his own 
small, impish face.

“A—hem!" Bowman cleared his
throat deliberately. “I believe I will, 
Miss—eh----- . Since you are so de­
termined, I believe I will give you a 

There’s to be a big funeral 
today, Senator Hollingsworth, you 
know, millionaire, politician, philan­
thropist, old family—all that sort of 
thing. Suppose”—he passed his hand 
over his smiling, hitter mouth—“sup- 

< pose you get me the names of all who 
attend, Miss—eh—Feachblossoms.”

A stifled titter came from the office 
boy before he rushed to finish his 
laugh outside. He knew that detail 
well; It was a stock pons asinorum of 
the profession. There were others ov­
er which the unfit might be' made to 
stumble and fall, but this was Bow­
man’s favorite. He had never yet pre­
sented It to a woman, however.

The girl bent olear, childish eyes up­
on the man at the desk, gravely, grate­
fully. “Thank you, sir, I will, 
name Is Petttnelli, though—Therese 
Fettinelli,” she added distinctly.

She turned then and walked com­
posedly, primly, out of the

Bowman’s grim mouth did not. re­
lax, but above his angry, dark eyes 
that followed her there came a per­
plexed frown. No novice had yet, re­
ceived that particular detail to Just 
that way: there was still a part of the 
comedy unenacted.

He turned again to his desk and 
savagely thrust his blue pencil at a 
proof, as though merely to elide were 
not sufficient; he wanted to wound, 
too, the thing he disapproved. Then 
the door opened and again she stood 
before him.

“I forgot to ask you, sir," she said, 
simply, "how shall I get the names."

A sneer of satisfaction, which he did 
not try to hide, bent Bowman’s black 
mustache down at the corners. This 
was the regulation procedure.

"You will station yourself ’ at the 
cemetery gate," he said slowly, “and 
as each carriage come up Jump in, 
tell the mourners you come from the 
News and want their full names. 
That’s all."

She looked at him a moment, and 
his mocking, tired eyes, like black 
stars to a pool of leathery, wrinkled 
skin, met hers sarcastically. But no 
conception of his attitude could have 
come to her, for she stood a moment 
longer, as though considering the 
means he suggested, then bent her 
head. “Thank you, sir," she said with 
provincial politeness, and went out, 
shutting the door behind her.

Bowman threw down his pencil and 
roared. The sound of his sardonic 
laughter brought the office boy in with 
a pretence of having heard a call, and 
the two laughed together, the city edi­
tor with an open-lunged delight in 
bis joke, the boy discreetly accom­
panying him.

They laughed again, and the office, 
with whom the joke had been shared, 
laughed with them, when the paper 
went to press that night without the 
names of those who had attended the 
funeral of Senator Andrew Hollings­
worth. And they laughed even more 
heartily when, two days later, the of­
fice boy piloted the girl through the 
local room, choosing thé most round­
about route to Bowman’s office, and 
giving the staff an Indicating wink be­
hind her back that betrayed her lden-

’ Ut“Mlss Feachblossoms, sir," he an­
nounced, . throwing Bowman’s door 
wide open with a significant glance.

Bowman, who had been sitting lis­
tening to his star reporter’s confession 
of utter failure in his attempt to In­
terview the sensational murderer of 
the day, looked up preoccupied as she 
entered, his black brows knitted in 
thought. In his totalise concentration 
he had for the moment completely 
forgotten the girl.

“I have brought you the names, sir." 
she said with a stiff little salutation 
that included Drake, the News special 
writer. . „

"Names?" repeated Bowman, 
names? Oh, Moses in Egypt!

He looked from the paper she had 
laid on the desk to the girl standing' 
beside It. He was weary of the Joke- 
even her getting the names was not a 
Unique ending to it—and his mind, 
baffled by difficulties, was ceaselessly 
searching for » way to get the thing 
be wanted, a pen study of Manlloyd,
th“Can’t<iyou' bully Shaw, his attor­
ney. Drake?” he asked, so absorbed 
that it required more effort to notice 
the girl than to ignorexher. “Tell him 
we’ll roast purgatory out of him the 
first chance he gives us. Tell him—”

"Oh, it Isn’t Shaw,” Drake’s fine fas­
tidious voice broke in, Irritated by the 
rare failure, by Bowman’s obtuse blud­
geoning, and by being -made a witness 
to an indignity to a woman. “Shaw’s 
all right. He’s & blackguard—a burly 
shyster who’s playing the case for all 
the notoriety he can get out of It. It’s 
the man himself, Manlloyd. The fel­
low’s head Is turned by the attention 
he gets. He actually Is so puffed up 
by being an object of Interest that he

The girl returned his gaze, a faint 
line of perplexity appearing between 
her large, wondering eyes.

"But he Is clever," she said In lier 
deliberate, high tones. “He is very 
clever; the cleverest young man in 
the world, I think.”

Bowman’s quick frown of disap­
proval passed quickly in the unshine 
of his satisfaction.

"But not as clever as a clever young 
women—eh? Is that what you mean!" 
he chuckled. “Well, you fooled me 
with that modest daisy way of yours, 
all right, and I’ve been In the business 
twenty years; I don't wonder you took 
him in. But he ought ’a been on his 
guard. I hadn’t anything to lose but 
the chance of picking up a crackajack; 
he’s got his neck to look after.’’

She had looked uncomprehending 
but her face cleared at his last word!

"You, think, too, then, that It would 
hurt him,” she asked, "to have it 
printed?"

“It’ll hang him—properly done, ot 
course he’ll hang anyway in time, but 
put the right tone in this and it’ll fix 
things."

“Yes. That’s what I thought. That's 
what I told the reporter that you 
after 
first.

- r
F/

money 
we were

1 c i :~v

mm(n

11t * <> The reporter turned to his work; 
but in à-moment he had put down his 
lericil again1.

“You are also—do you also approve 
—what do you think of his- mother?” 
he demanded.

A burning blush swept In an agony 
>f shame over tier face.

Her wordless repudiation of the wo­
man comforted him; there was some­
thing so loathsome about innocence 
such as this joined even by a common 
sentiment with such a pervert 
Manlloyd.

“That mother of his has the sort of 
spirit to express which the Orientals 
invented a belief In ghouls, 
otek her son’s dead bones if there 
were money or notoriety to be got out 
of It,” hé growled.

The girl beside,, him drew In her 
Internal
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pie. He said I’d better see you 
1 But of course you know I'm 

not going to write it.”
“What!" Bowman jumped from his 

chair. “What are you, anyway?" he 
demanded savagely.

She had started at his exclamation, 
and she looked up at him now, stand­
ing over her, with a childish shrink­
ing.

“What—am I?" she repeated, 
zled.- “I don't understand.”

“What’s your gamer’ he demanded 
angrily. “Is it money? Are vou 
thinking of selling to the highest bid­
der? AH the papers in ' town put to­
gether can’t offer you so much that i 
won’t double it.”

“Do you think—do you mean," 
said, rising horror struck, “*“ 
would hurt him for money!"

A gasp of rage and bewilderment 
held the city editor dumb for a mo­
ment. Then he threw up his hands, 
j’l give it up,” he said Weaklv 

TWhat do you jwant? You ,can- have 
anything. But I've got to have that 
interview.”

“To publish?” Her slim, prim little 
figure stiffened. "I will never write 
it for you."

“But you will!” he returned quickly. 
“You could kill me first!” she said 

with tense, big eyed simplicity.
He looked at her, baffled by her 

literalness, by the determination that 
had drained the blood from her face 
and left it white and drawn.

“Sit down a moment.” He motion­
ed her back to her chair and went into 
the adjoining room. When he return­
ed he left the door open behind him.

“Of course, you know.” he said with 
grim good humor, “I can’t compel you 
to do anything you don't want to do. 
And—and newspaper men don’t kill 
anybody for news—except themselves. 
Tell me, were you with him long? An 
hour? Phew! The mother there ? 
What’s his opinion of the case? Sure 
he’ll get off, eh? Would you mind 
speaking louder, I'm a little deaf. Yes. 
and you asked him what his theory of 
DrexleFs death was. And what did 
he say to that?”

The office boy, whom Bowman turn­
ed out bodily when he came to ask if 
he might show In a local millionaire, 
was amazed to see the two chatting 
pleasantly; the girl serious, simple, vol­
uble, childlike; tire city editor eager, 
absorbed, repeating all she said in a 
voice that was harsh and tense.

When she left an hour later, the boy, 
his eyes bulging with curiosity, ran 
after her with five gold pieces Bow­
man had sent her.

"But he does not owe me anything," 
said the girl putting her hands be­
hind her with that childishness of ges­
ture that suggested fear of phyical 
compulsion. >

“He says you’re to take It anyway." 
the boy insisted, hastily pressing the 
money into her reluctant hands.

He was anxious to get back to the 
city editor’s room, where Bowman, his 
black eyes glittering with satisfaction, 
had had sandwiches brought in for 
himself and his stenographer, who. be­
tween mouthfuls, read off his notes to 
a typewriter, which notes Drake, seat­
ed at Bowman’s own desk, was already 
rewriting.

The Feachblossom Girl, as she as 
now called in the court room and in 
the newspaper accounts of the trial, of 
which she had become a prominent 
figure, looked toward Manllyod the 
morning the celebrated interview sign­
ed with her name appeared in the 
News, a world of entreaty in her ey e-. 
She had been weeping, her delicate, 
unfinished face was unconcealably dis­
figured by tears and as she bent her 
appealing gaze upon him involuntarily 
she clasped her hands In unworded 
prayer for forgiveness.

Across the heads of those who sat 
between, Manllyod returned the gaze. 
In his deep set eyes, in his twitching 
nostrils, upon his curling lips, drawn 
back and showing his teeth, a fury r.f 
such hatred surged as betrayed how 
strong a rihture had been masquerad­
ing there. It passed, and Manlloy i 
gave his attention to the prosecuting 
attorney’s summary, then in progrès-. 
But the Feachblossom Girl under­
stood; she had been adjudged guilty of 
lese majeste.

At noon she was at the News office 
But the office boy knew when Bow­
man was not to be trifled with.

“I tell you he ’ain't in,” he said, when 
he found her waiting In tense anxiet " 
in the anteroom. “ 
country, an’ he won’t be back. Now. 
that’s flat.
No, no one else Is In.”

"He’s a coward,” she cried, with xi 
trembling voice; “a cruel coward tha: 
would hang an innocent man! Her. 
give him back his money”—she threw 
the jingling coins down upon the
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breath, as at some sharp, 
pain.

"Doesn’t it,” she laid a timid hand 
for a moment on the edge of . his 
sleeve, “doesn't It make you long to 
do something—something — anything 
to make up to him for it? Don’t you 
feel you just must?”

Drake looked at her. In a second 
he had mentally marshalled all the 
facts to lay before her, what he knew 
about thlp man and had written, what 
he knew" and could not print. Tthqn 
resolutely fie turned'' td hts werrk. 
There tolild be ho thoroughTare be­
tween sûéh a mind and his own.

Yet .price, toward-the end of the 
day, an irritated sense of her .helpless­
ness and his own responsibility—the 
noblesse oblige of superior craftsman­
ship toward inexperience — prompted 
liim to speak again to her. ;

“What line are you going to take?” 
he asked kindly. “I write a general 
sort of story, you know, covering the 
whole thing. There’s a shorthand re­
port that goes, besides, 
think it might be well for you to 
specialize? You might roast the motb-
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Incapable . in (hen he had see|jpi|irisSf sketchily,
Manlloyd was «« M*?? not to vaguely and wjtpbtror^distaste at 

amUcfh11' 11 Yaa alViMSSEAy*t not *h® *!d. drop his: Xdié of irripudent de-to^oyT^MBl ‘X tu«y re-°tS^ntle,l-r8Pr0aCh-his?neX?Mtemehlî even,; Spiy,: as -he . turned
his position, being tourte trbtn-greeting hie 'toother—their • morn -aannfld tot'd :.æe ^s stuted as
fhol!o^nt8ketchedVviï?a3?enae ^ors* -ëmbrafces^-end faced__ ___

vot upon whipteijre grba$*ama ' ters’ table he saw himself sudden- 
the whole-.long, day; And dayf .ly, unreasonably In the uncongenial 

shr»Lsay.«n£ *eeV%P'fTeek; »*. ÜNile. And in the same second he be- 
satisfaction tedtigp, the im- came aware of a different glance, a 

pudent defying of authority the cons- different judgment, a different pair of

m
“How lucky!” she said, smililng faintly down into hi&i ’es.

-With a Impatient shove Bowman 
pushed the sheets of paper into the 
waste basket.

“The worms have begun on Hol­
lingsworth by this time,” he growled. 
“Suppose you get me their names.”

Drake, who had Just reached the 
doOr, stopped. He had often felt like 
kicking the city editor, but he really 
thought he was going to Interfere this 
time, when the girl’s voice came to 
him. It was a high, clear Immature 
vice, pretty and delicate as the fruit 
blossom she wore at her belt or the 
Soft radiance of her babylike skin, 
yet subtly lacking the Modulation of 
culture; it seemed to him, as the flower 
lacked perfume and the face lacked 
soul.

“You mean It Is too late 7 she was 
saying, un penetrated by the hard sig­
nificance of Bowman’s tone. “I’m sor­
ry. You see, sir, I could not get them 
the way you said, so I—”

With an unintelligible mutter that 
might have been an excuse the city 
editor got up from his chair, brushed 
past her and went into the next room. 
He pulled Drake along with him and 
closed the door behind them.

After half an hour the office boy 
went In to her. “ Bowman’s gone out,” 
he said, eying her with contemptuous 
curiosity.

“Has he? Well, I’ll wait, then,” she 
said gently.

The boy stared, opened his mouth, 
shut it and went out with a long 
drawn whistle.

An hour later he came In again to 
say that Mr. Bowman had telephoned 
that he would not be back for a week; 
he had gone out of town.

She rose regretfully and followed 
him out Into the local room, remem­
bered there that she had taken with 
her an illustrated magazine that had 
lain on the city editor19- desk, retraced 
her steps unguided to replace it and 
found Bowman just sitting down to 
his desk.

“How lucky!" she said, smiling 
faintly down into his raging eyes, 
“that I came back to bring hack the 
magazine. Did you miss your boat, 
sir? What do you think I would bet­
ter do next?”
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Ky Miihsensibtlity to atmosphereHer
wrecked the city editor’s last atom of 
self control. “I think you’d better go
straight to”------He stopped suddenly.
Her unsuspecting, waltng eyes, the 
Innocent fragility of her face, that 
aura of virginity in which she. walked 
as , in a protecting cloud, to which 
even the grossest spirit could not be 
blind, made him hesitate.

on the Manlloyd case, for all
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“Oh, go 
I carel” he cried."what
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) Eustace Manlloyd, making his en­
trance Into the courtroom, the hero of 
a case celebrated throughout the Eng­
lish speaking world, paused before he 
took his seat between his lawyers to 
meet, or rather to look down on, the 
eyes fixed upon him.

He was familiar with them all by 
now—the Judge’s carefully measured, 
conscious scrutiny; . the prosecuting 
attorney’s unconcealed aversion, as 
though he, who was accustomed to 
handling reptiles, had found one here 
that even his professional experience 
could not make him touch willingly; 
■his own lawyers' affectation of good 
fellowship, with the uneasy, shifty 
light that played behlfid Tom Shaw’s 
eyes; the piercing keenness of the 
reporters’ gaze, that strove to strip 
him bare, to peer behind the mask of 
bored hauteur his face had learned to 
wear, and the fatigued, complacent 
light in his mother’s eyes, as the vain 
affected woman drank in each mom-

ri > S./**

“Why do you stare at him so?” Drake asked the girl, irritably.

f;
n

i ■x
v
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«
n Show up her vanity, her absurd 

airs of ladyhood on such a stage, her 
incredible enjoyment, eh ?”

She shuddered. “Qh, I couldn’t, I 
couldn't!” she gasped.

He looked from her trembling lips 
to the paper before her. She had not 
written a line.

er. his papers, rose and changed his seat. 
And although his Impulsive action was 
remarked by half of those present she 
did not notice it.

When the reporters fired back into 
the courtroom after the noon inter­
mission, past the table where the 
prisoner sat, every oné of them saw a 
wilted spray of peach blossoms in his 
hand.

1

: t cioueness of being pitted against the 
world, which, through respect for Its 
own forms of law—the , forms by 
which he intended to go free despite 
It—elevated him, • if only temporarily, 
to a pinnacle where no man’s 
dared touch him, though every man’s 
hand ached to get at him—all this 
Eustace Manlloyd felt. It is the cons­
ciousness of greatness. His was the 
greatness of Infamy, but its manttes-

eyes to meet.
They were lucent, shining gray, 

crystal pools that had nothing to re­
flect, for behind them was a soul as 
clear and shallow as glass, and of all Drake gathered up his notes and 
they looked upon, by virtue of their left the courtroom. An Indefinable 
Innocence they saw nothing blacker feeling of discomfort he had been lab- 
than themselves. They were bent up- orlng under fell from hlm as hè took 
on him, these clear, credulous eyes, a car to the office, his mind busy with 
with such an intensity of Impersonal preliminary arrangement of his ma- 
sympathy, warming, elevating, intoxi- ! terlal. Nor did he think again of the

He's gone to th;
:

No, you can't come ir
hand

III.
"Miss Feachblossoms, sir,” announc­

ed the office boy.
Bowman sprang to his feet He?

/ h iascamàcn? *»-■ n '•*»*■*
«Bias
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table—“and. tell him I r*
t!°Her position! The o; 
struck dumb. He want 
but all he C0U'<1,40 was 

mouth while, the t< 
her cheeks, she £1 

the stall
open
down
door and down

Tht reporters, who ha 
customed to varying the 

trial with -sensati 
the Peachthe

rnis'sed'her that afternoo 
cutlng attorney was fin 
dress. A somewhat cold 
cai man, he refrained, : 
ment as well as by desi 
vituperative eloquence 
characterized his assis 
and which the extraord 
of the crime perhaps jti 
that very temperance o 
made the unspoken t 
powerful and effective, 
fastidiously sensitive 
to be handing the then 

his mental attitu 
of hardly conqi

na

and
of "moral nausea—so ai 
porter that he was const] 
pathetic contagion, 
beaded his forehead; h 
vously, as though his st 
volted, while he listent 
looked at Manlloyd sit 
and even attentive, thtj 
pale lips accentuated P« 
his well formed t hands

Th

‘"iBlVarràignmâ

the Jury had withdraw! 
S one another, at the 
one but Manllyod. The 
scious of the presence o 
close, still apartment a 
hangman had entered ; 
hind them. Shaw, too 
Attorney, felt the swift 

His ruddy, coarse 
down which the perspi 
was set, graven with a - 
of confidence, as thoi 
had set upon his featu 
in the fire of Justice* 
and now betrayed not 
behind it, but the pretei 
tp hide that fear. He, 
looked the criminal; sa 
vulgar unscrupulousnes 
ney’s face none might 
for such a crime as t 
Drexler.

It was while they sfill 
the tremor of a crisis t 
blossom Girl noiseless! 
court room. People 
her, In the way they c 
lloyd’s mother, as for < 
sad and guilty right 
upon that terrible stag< 
take her seat among th< 
slipped into the place 
assistant prosecuting 
just vacated; it b rougi 
to Manlloyd that sh 
touched him. She lool 
beaten with sorrow am 
her face there was aj s 
radiance, an intensity o] 
perience that changed 
transparent ecstasy of

Manlloyd seemed not 
her entrance. At a word : 
ney, who read in the ju: 
short a time they neede 
tion, he had dropped hi 
hands ; not in despair, b 
borne down by a strair 
strong a nature .must fee 

^morally unconquered.
When he lifted his 1 

hour later, as the jurors 
to the room, he saw tl 
lying on the table befo 
had slipped it there, w 
meet his eyes the mort 
up, yet had done it so 
so .^stealthily? df there c< 
in an action so self-i 
uncontrollable, that he

ter.

aware.
“Oh, pity and forgive 

mechanically, as the j 
place and the clerk ca 
“For pity’s sake believe 
do it, and let me speak

Then the Judge’s vc 
stillness, 
the court room.

“Gentlemen of the ju 
arrived at a verdict?”

“We have.”
“Do you find the acc 

guilty?”
“Guilty.”
There was an ipstant 

ear in the court room 
merciful, modifying woi 
It was death.

A frightful

Its effortful

not

scream 
through the silence will 
dom of hysteria. The i 
lloyd had become a stn 
ing mass of muscles, 
all her complacence x 
against so terrible a thi 

In the confusion tha 
prisoner’s attorneys 1 
struggling woman, and 
instant the chief figur 
found himself neglecte 
by the prying curiosi 
hostile eyes and the i
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Well kqpwn English rr 
hament, on his scheme 
ln8‘ the; Methodists of 
one vast brotherhood : 
Mr- Perks states that 
Yere Iet about May 1 l'a 
nations of the Method! 
tlall at Westminster, 
Proposed shall be the he 
work has already 
ijst abput nine 
tht3 contracts for 
ar° being prepared, wit 
erection directly the 1 
finished. It is expectet 
two years and a half tl 
Work will be complete* 

Mr. R. W. Perks, M. 
_a visit to Montreal, 

Vvitness” the following 
fy himself in expia 
^nherne for forming a x 
Tnerhood of Methodists, 
cribed in the ‘Witness’ 
him

month
the

yesterday :
now nearly te: 

to suggest t< 
or the Wesleyan church 

commenceme 
n'll* Centui*y by raisin* 

Til lion guineas for the i
H°rlc,of and the r

onal and philanthrop: 
the people called Metl 

how earnestly t 
,,^5®rse^ that suggest!
' hat enthusiasm our m 
ieti^s carried that bo 

triumphant conclusion, 
wnoie of that 
with a further 

T?,les sterling whic: 
r und has to a large <
wh!?Si0t evoklng' has
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