then, leaping to the roof, ran nimbly along the rafters,
and bursting their bonds, devoured the very mist of
the night.

The bell on St. Steven's rang out deep and muftied,
proclaiming the rising of the curtain to the last scene
in a life that was coming down to earth.

Murderer!

The break of the surf mocked the wretched wan
as he stole away from his own home. Murderer!
Murderer! ALl along the beach the word rolled, and
he raised his hand in entreaty, his blanched faco trans-
fixed in terror lest the whole world should hear it.

That crash of broken glass, and the fall of the
heavy body, had snapped the vice-like tension which
had held him almost insensible to bodily feeling,
Now, with awful distinctness, he realized what he had
done! Al was ended, and every other thought was
thrust rudely aside by that which dinned into his ears
the word, * murderer! "

He heard it in the pattering rain. He saw it in
the haze from the street lights. It was about him ev-
erywhere. Affrighted, he glanced back over his shoul-
der a8 he stumbled on. His busy brain began to
scheme for the safety of his body. He was flying
from the gallows! He heard the bell in St Stephen’s
tower strike, and he stopped and counted, for so busy
was he studying for escape that he could not thin
what o'clock it might be, nor what day, nor what
month, He only remembered that he ";ml heen so
harraesed, so driven into  corner that he had again
taken & life. and he was now hastening from the gal-
lows, How many times he had grmril_\' read of the
light, the capture, and the last hours on enrth of a
murderer!  He shuddered, and strove to drive away
the thoughts. He had forgotten to count the hour.
What! was the bell still striking? That was no hour,
it was a steady ringing. [nstinctively he lanced
back. There it was, a dull, lurid glare against the
sky, With a cry as of one suffocating he staggered on,

Then came & moment of exultation. The fire
would cover his guilt. He drow his hat lower over his
eyes, for honest men, awakened from penceful slumber,
were hutrying past him toward the soene of dustrue-
tion, Perhaps one of these very men would discover
it, he thought; but it would be so charred, so black-
ened, that perhaps they would think it ws hinself
If he had only ahumnl the man who had driven him
from the city to see him enter his house, & chain of ev-
idence would have been established that would have
let him out of the country, Hundreds of thoughts
began to erowd in on him, and he weloomed the all,
for they helped to stifle that word, * murderer,”  Out
of the country he would be free. Free? ffﬂln*‘lhlﬂk
like hope surged in his hardened Droast Frve of the
load he had so long carried! What was dishonor if
he eseaped? There would be no dishonor. People
would hold their breaths in horror at the accounts of
his being burned alive, and he would be on the sea be-
fore the fraud was discovered, if it were ever discov:

ored. He had never known how sweet life was before.
* He began to seo that one might be glad to live, even
with s moderate amount of treasure in his posseskion

By running and walking he hindd gove & great dis-

tance. for he suw with surprise that he was at the junie:
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tion of Markot street with the turnpike, Somewhers,
within hearing, o party of rollicking, half drunken
men were singing to the night in maudlin tones.  He
thought how much he would give to bo as light of
heart, and strained his ears to listen, but the sounds
had consed, and he heard instead, that word * mur-
dorer.”

He was startled by the rumble of n oarriage near,
and coming toward him. He darted behind u tree o
awnit it passing.  From his cover he saw it was a be-
lnted conch, the lanterns on its sides shining on the
dripping flanks of the horses. The thought came to
him that he would hail the driver and ride to the city,
It was nothing uncommon that a man should be tray-
oling at that time of night. He came out from hix
concealment and held up his hand.  The coach stopped
and took him in.

Ho lny back in the soft oushions. He hoped that
the shutting of the door would relieve him from the
tuunting of that terrible word, and he drow the cur
tains. but the darkness was #o intonse that he raised
them again in an agony of fright, Ewryl.hin1 through
which f..- had passed oame back to himn, and he oursed
the daughter to whom he attributed all,

The conch rumbled along, at last croming the
bridge, and coming to & stop in Market square, os-
ton. The driver, alighting, said that the stables were
near, and the horses could go no farther. Dazedly,
the passenger stepped to the sidewalk and wan going
awny, when the driver oaught him by the arm ane de-
manded his fare.  Placing into the outstretched hand
a piece of money, e turned away. Through the
square, through Darkstone stroet, past the post office,
and by back stroets, he went to the North el M
hend was on his brewst, and he walkod unconselous of
all about him.

He cume to a eorner whore & night cabman had a
stand. The blanketed horse, with lon neok  out
stretehed, was muking periodioal noda of his head in
his attempt to eatoh a fow winks of sloep. The t'nhllry.
who was sitting in the conch door, fnvited him o ride.
Mechanically he stopped.  The driver arose and held
wide open the door.

“ Where! " asked the deiver. Then, recelving no
answer, ho shook his passenger.  The start, and wild
glaneo of the deathly white face, were warnings not o
repent the touch

« Where are you going? " repoated the driver

o hell!™ wan the answer, in & moflled tone of
irrilation _

The Jebu stepped back, stroked his chin, and
grinned,  Then hes took from hin pocket s pipe, lighted
it removed the Wankets from the horses, mounted his
box and drove away, turning to take many ahrewd
poeps through the ginss window st his fare.  Through
one stroet and across another they rattled, il they
drew up before a brick mansion, which was ronched by
a long flight of stone stops Here the driver dis
mounted, and, observing his passonger in the same
wemingly unconscious condition, ran lightly up the
slops nu:f alled the bell.  After & wait of & fow min-
utes & light appeared, shining through curtained slde
windows. A key turned in the lock and & low sonver-
sation ensued, then the driver returnied W his charge

and ordered him to alight
l 'l:;w old man stood on the sidewalk, his head un:




