TheThreeTravedlers

By Dora Sigerson Shorter

They were three travdlers dtting in the smoking-room of a country inn, who had come together
as srangers and grown companionable over ther pipes and wine. Two of them were young, the
third was grey-hared and wrinkle-faced. They were discussng women's love.

The youngest argued lightly, because he delighted in debate.

The second hitterly, because he had been jilted and fancied himsdlf ill in love.

The grey third without emotion, because he had known sorrow.

“For fary gifts to win the heart of my far lady,” sad the youngest, “were we in the magic days
of old, I would ask nothing save a light heart and a handsome face with few harsh years stamped
upon it.”

“Nay,” said the second youth; “I would request nothing save a purse of gold that never would
grow empty, and were | ugly as sn, and wicked as its originator, 1 could buy the heart of any
damsd | longed for.”

“And you,” sad the first spesker, turning to the slent, grey man, “are you too old to remember
women's hearts are worth the winning?’

“Old?’ sad the grey man; “how many years would you say thet | carry?’

“You look old for your days if you be under sixty?’

“Nay, then,” said the man, “I am forty-five at cockcrow to-morrow.”

“Good heavens!” said the youth; “what has aged you s0?’

“If 1,” sad the grey man, passing the question, “had the goodwill of the faries, | would dam
the old gift women have aways |oved—more than beauty, wedlth, gentleness, or aught ese.”

“And that?’ said thefirg youth eagerly.

“Courage,” said the man—"plain anima courage.”

“I don't agree)” sad the other. “Where would he be with an ugly face, besde the curled,
beribboned, and handsome lover, the tender glance from dream+-loving eyes, the soft hand? No.”

“I don't agree” said the second youth. “What! the courage of the snarling hound, before silken
gowns, horses, the envy of one€'s neighbours? Gold it is, hard, yellow gold, that makes the ring.”

“Beauty wins the eyes” sad the grey man <oftly, “and gold is pretty to the touch; both make
marriage. But | spoke of love—and courage wins the heart.”

“You have agory to tell,” said one youth, filling his pipe; “1 see by your face.”

“Go on,” sad the other, replenishing his glass.

“l have a story,” said he grey man hestatingly, “of a woman—of courage—of a man who was
acoward. It happened some ten or twelve years ago, and | knew the man.”

* * %

This is the gory that he told, and as he talked the glasses of the youths were unemptied and their
pipes unfilled. But he had forgotten them, for he spoke doud the story that was seared upon his
heart.

“Ten or twelve years ago | knew the man. He lived in my village, but where that is does not
matter. He was a coward. No one knew he was a coward, except himsdf—and a woman. In fact,

to-day they spesk of him asahero in my village.



“When he was a child he was full of many terrors—afraid of robbers, afraid of ghodts, afraid of
the dark. Perhaps he had been frightened as a baby by some nurse, and the terrors lingered. It
sometimes happens thus that a child is ruined. When he grew older he was afraid of pain, afrad
of blows. So he had few boyish rows, and joined in no rough games. People thought him a quiet
and gentle youth. Later he was afraid of being afraild—of the shame of it.

“Then as his youth passed he grew out of this fear, or there were no longer cals on his boyish
courage. He passed to manhood, and then, when he understood, he became afraid of death. Death
was to him not peace and rest, but darkness. He thought of Strangers, creatures not made as he
was, there in the gloom—horrid faces, clutching hands, shedows haf seen. Something of dl this
desth was to him, yet it was aterror that he could not fully explain.

“Once as a boy he fought another, but that was because the other was bearing a story to the
boy’ sfather, and he was afraid of the father.

“Once as a man he fought again, and that was because there was no possible escape without
deadly shame, and he fought like a child mad with terror. This nobody knew, and he won—his
foewasthe smaller.

“Then he married the woman.

“For three years they lived together, and nothing happened to try his courage. Such is the cairn
of life. The much-dreaded possible battles of boyhood were now no more. He was a man.

“But it happened he had to move from his quiet village into a desolate part of the country. Why
does not matter. His was the only house for miles around, and it sood on the edge of a great
catle ranch. Behind it, some distance off, was a ralroad, and on one sde a strong river, often
swallen to twice its naturd Sze by heavy rans. Over it was thrown the rallway bridge, too light
for it, many thought, but the man laughed at the idea as he looked upon the great supports which
semmed the full flow of thetide.

“So for weeks tharr uneventful lives went on, nothing more exciting hgppening in the day than
the pasing of the great train—tearing by like some screaming soul rushing from damnation; a
black snake in the daytime, one of fire by night. To he man and his wife it seemed the one link
that bound them to dvilization—which spoke to them of the great world tha they might ese
well forget. Through the windows they got many a lightning glance of that society they hed Ieft.
Here was the young bride done in a carriage with her husband, speeding on her honeymoon and
regarding the world with a amile, here the weary city man reading in a corner his everlagting
papers, there the merry schoolboy waving his hat and shouting his unheard jokes from the
window; there the hopeess woman mentdly checking her household affairs. All were there. In
each numbered carriage, every one in his place—firs, second, third, the divison of the classes
according to the purse.

“Now the grim humour of circumstances willed it for the man that he should not be among
those people who whirled past him from city to city, whose quiet, uneventful lives brought no
drain upon their physical courage, who went without danger from place to place protected by
cvilization. Who knows but that among the crowd who looked from the flashing windows of the
tran there might not have been many who chafed the bit of socid monotony and pined for this
man's freedom?

“Soon he saw in the eyes of his wife, as they bent upon him, looks of unquiet, or was it of fear?
Did she suspect his secret? Was she afraid that he was afraid? Why should she suspect him? He
had a retrospective five minutes. Yes, once when they were waking across the fields a greet bull
ran a the man; he had turned and fled, but the woman was beside him. Had he not shown he
knew this? Had he not looked to her first and kept between her and the bull? He could not



remember. He never could remember after his fits of terror. When he was a child they bore him
dong in one great gud, blinding, deafening, maddening for the time. Now the years had hardly
lessened their strength. Again, he remembered a brawny villain who had leered a and shouldered
his wife as they waked through a neighbouring village. He had turned on the fdlow with stern
anger, but the drunken bravado would have nothing but blows, and before his clenched fist the
man had stepped asde. He knew, however, that his voice had changed as he said he would have
no brawling before a lady. He remembered again, when driving across the country the horse had
taken fright, and he sat pde and trembling while the woman took the reins from his hands and
guided the animd into quiet. She had never reproached him for these things only her eyes
seemed to speak; and then, how she loved couragel Once, when a weskling lamb of hers fel into
the swollen and rapid tide, she stood knee-deep in the water weeping and caling to the man.
When he reached her she begged him to go in and save the little creature. She could not swim,
but he was a grong swimmer. Yet when he faced the running water he dared not take the risk for
the sake of an animal, and said so0. But a herdsman on the farm had aso heard her cdling and had
noted the bleating of the lamb. Running down the bank, he had flung off his coat and leaped into
the water. With a few strokes he had reached the drowning beast. To get back was not an easy
metter, and twice the watchers thought the swimmer must fail, hampered as he was by the
druggling beest and with the drong tide agang him. But he had fought his way bravedy,
carying the lamb, as a cat would her kitten, in his mouth. When he at length reached the sde the
watchers ran to meet him and helped him ashore. The woman sad little, but thanked him with
shining and excited eyes. The herd was shamed by her gratitude. He was a coward the minute he
was out of dange—afraid of thanks. He shuffled off, saying something about a flood in the river
if the heavy rains continued. When he had gone the woman turned to her husband: *Oh, if you
hed done that!” ‘But dear,’ he answered, ‘is an anima worth the risk of a human life? ‘Oh, it
was not the lamb,” she replied, with glowing eyes—then added thoughtfully, ‘He was aman.’

“ ‘I am not as fine a svimmer as he’ the man retorted, angry with her and with himsdif.
‘Perhaps you would have been sorry if | had gone to save your lamb and had been drowned?

“In amoment she had turned and taken his handsin hers,

“ *Oh, dear love, yes’ she sad. ‘I am glad you did not risk it. | did not think; but | love
courage so.’

“She took the lamb in her arms and carried it into the house. As he waked beside her, the man
heard her whisper, as she kissed the wet, woolly head, ‘Yet it is but right that the strong should
help the wesk, even if it be only alamb.’

“After that it seemed as though something had come between them, something neither could
define. True, she loved him even more than before, it might be, but not in the same way. Now
she seemed to add pity to her love, and no pride. She did not look up to him, but down upon him.
Her love was like that of a mother for a crippled child. Yet, after dl, it was the greater love; for
love of the wesk and faling is true love, while love of the srong and successful is sdfish in a
degree when he who loveslivesin the shadow of that strength.

“One evening the man, dtting in the doorway with his beloved vidlin a his shoulder, behdd
the woman coming towards him in great haste, her pretty curls behind her in the wind, her doak
blown back, her little feet twinkling in their speed. At firs he did not hear her cdling to him, for
his soul was ill with his music, and travelled dowly from his dreams. Soon her frightened face
became more digtinct, and he was conscious something disastrous had happened. He put down
the violin and went to meet her, the bow ill in his hand. She turned back the way she had come
when she saw he was approaching her, and waved to him to hasten.



“*Thebridge!’ she cried—"the bridge!’

“He hurried after her, and they reached the bridge together. What a sght there met his eyed
The river, turbulent, uncontrollable, mad, swollen to twice its Sze by the heavy rans, rolled by
in a current too strong for waves to bresk upon. Heavy and dark it moved on, bearing everything
before it—trees, dead sheep, a struggling ox, and once a white face with drowned, staring eyes—
al he saw in that moment go by like chips of wood on the great river. But more than this he saw,
and mog terrible—the long rallway bridge had given way! The centra buttress had crumbled,
and the iron ralls trailed twisted to the water. At the middle of the greet bridge nothing remaned
to cover a gap of over ninety feet but the handrall, which somehow had loosened from its hold on
the broken bridge and swung across—no, not as a tight-rope, but more like a ladder with rungs,
which the gtanchions made, hdf a man’'s height apart. The second wire, one could see, had
broken on the further dde, and this caused the whole fence to swing as if it might give way at
any moment. In one second the man had seen dl this; in the next he had remembered that the
train would pass this way in an hour. An hour! What a little time when there is much to do! What
an eternity when one waitd

“*My God, thetrain!” he gasped. ‘A hundred people—a hundred—

“Helooked into the rushing torrent, black with its force.

“The woman grasped his hand, and her nals pierced his skin. She was gazing a the wire
Swaying across the gap.

“ *Thereisonly one possble way. | have thought it dl out. Only one possible way.’

“ *And that?

“*To crossthe wire’

“ *Thewire? My God! Y ou are mad! Who would cross the wire?

“*You must. It isthe only way to save them.’

“ ‘It is impossible; it might break under one's weight. It is probably loose or rotten with ime. It
would be suicide to attempt it.’

“ ‘There is no other way, and it is like a ladder—firm enough to bear a man. You are so swift
and strong—so grong, Alfred,” she sad dowly, turning and looking into his eyes. ‘There is only
one man to whom the chance is given to save dl these people—only one man—and only one
way.’

“The man looked around; nobody dse, they were miles from every one, from every hdp—one
man; and he a.coward.

“ *Thereis another bridge ten miles off. | could just do it on Prince,’ he whispered.

“ ‘Alfred, she sad, ‘if this bridge has gone beneeth the flood, do you think that that other little
bridge yet stands? If you find it gone, and you leave no time to return and go this way, many will
die here by your door—drowned, mangled, tortured—women and little children—little children.
There will be crying and screaming—and you will hear them—I shdl hear them!—O God! O
God!—screaming down there in the dark.’

“The man broke from her, the agony pouring down his forehead into his eyes. He put his feet
upon the lower wire, and, grasping the other in his hands, shuffled a few feet from the land into
the air. The woman leaned to his deeve and kissed it, her face white with anguish.

“ *Therisk of one deer life, for a hundred lives; in your care—O God!”’

“The man went out further; he looked down; his brain sckened. The wire swayed and creaked
beneath his weight. The black, crud water lay benesth him, and under his feet only the thin
support. And dl the time he was so near safety. He forgot the train and the people—only his own
dark danger was living. He sprang back to the firm land again.



“The woman looked into his face; her eyes were on a levd with his; she was tdl, but dight and
weak. She looked at her own tremulous thin hands, and at the long gap between her and the other
gde. The man saw the glance, and it maddened him. It said: ‘If these had your strength | would
not be as you. Thereisaweak coward in your strong body; how did it get there?

“* 1t would be madness to attempt this” he cried; ‘I will go by the other bridge.’

“ ‘It is too late; the woman said, in a dull voice, ‘even if the bridge were there you could not
do it now.’

“The gentle woman before him seemed to grow into a harsh monitress.

“ ‘I believe! he muttered, ‘that you would rather see me dead—if a hundred were saved over

my body.

“ ‘I would rather see you dead,” she said, like one repeating him.

“*You would rather | were adead hero than alive—?"

“A word tripped on her tongue; he could seeit.

“ *Why don’t you say coward? he sneered.

“*If I were dead in this cause, you would hear them call you the widow of a hero.’

“ *And now, the woman flashed up, ‘they will say | am the wife of a—They will say you were
afraid.

“The man turned on her sadly. ‘Oh, you woman, he said, ‘you should have been the wife of a
soldie—the mother of men-children; you would have loved them, worshipped them, and
harnessed on their armour and sent them forth to die’

“He turned from her and ran to the sables; he flung ahdter on the black horse, and, leaping
upon its back, galoped off in the direction of the other bridge. The black horse covered the
ground as it had never done before, but as they sped by the sde of the river the man heard a faint
voice shouting from the water. He looked and saw a drowning man hanging to a beam of wood,
his white, wet face glowing in the gathering gloom. The palid lips opened again.

“*The bridge!’ they said—'the bridge is down!’

“Yed had he not known it dl the time? The bridge was down, and he had run away from the
danger on the other bridge near which the woman stood despising him.

“ He turned his horse and drove it into the water in the direction of that white face. The swift
current nearly took it off its feet. It turned in its terror and ran, uncontrollable, towards its home.
As the horse raced the flood for a time, the two human beings gazed a one ancther, the one
powerless to help the other out in the darkness. ‘Help! help! hdp!” How the horse's feet re-
echoed that cry long after the drowned lips had gone undernesath.

“The man swayed in his saddle. Between the light of the fading day and the risng moon he
saw plainly, as he came nearer home, the dark bridge with the great gap in the middle of it, and
across the gap, fine as a spider-thread, the wire.

“The swaying wire—but what was on it? Something smadl and black, like a spider, was
creeping across. When he got nearer he saw that it was a man. There was someone braver than
himsdf, then? Wdl, she had got a hero a last. He drew nearer and watched. He saw the man
crawl adong, dopping often—sometimes it seemed through fear, sometimes to quiet the
dangerous swaying of the wire, yet never looking back and dways going forward—dowly,
dowly he went over the swollen, angry torrent. The man thought of the white face he had seen
go under, and shuddered. He wondered if this other man had seen it as it passed. This other
man—Kati€'s hero, he would cdl him! He was jedlous. Where should he be when this felow
returned full of glory? Katie's hero! Oh, it was safe enough, after dl, the wire, seeing that it bore



this fdlow, who was as tdl as he! Why had he not gone and been brave for once? To stand
before her eyes with a heart like a hare, and to fall her—to fal her!

“Katie's hero had crossed; he had stopped for a moment on the other side, where the lower
wire had broken and there was no longer rest for his feet. Then he hed on with his hands, and
swvung himself across with them aone. He sank on the ground on the other sde for a minute, and
the man amost hoped for a jedous second that his rival had falled; but when the man rose to his
feet and ran down the line, he muttered hoarsely,—

“ *God speed your feet!”

“Then it struck him as drange that his wife was not there to see the success or falure of her
hero; he threw himsdf from his horse, letting it go loose, and he ran towards the house caling.
Through the lower rooms he went, and round the small garden, but she was not there. Frightened,
he again searched the house, and, coming to his dressng-room, he noticed the press standing
open and dl his clothes tossed about. A black suit he often wore was gone. A light dawned upon
him. He rushed into her bedroom. Yes, there was the dress she had worn that morning. What had
she done? He flew down the dars, cdling her name, and ran across the fidds to the broken
bridge again.

“He saw it dl now. She had dressed in his clothes and gone in his place. All the manhood in
him rose up; he would follow her. She had made a path for him; he was no longer afrad. All
adong that low wire her little feet had gone; al adong the top one her pretty hands had moved.
The eectricity of her courage mugt lie there ill, and would give him grength to follow. He put
his feet on one wire and his hands upon the other. He dowly did dong them into the ar. He
moved bravely a few yards and then stopped. The wire bent and swayed beneath him; he looked
down. Below him the black river tumbled, bearing upon its breast the triumphs of its robberies—
dead animas, hay, beams, trees, even wooden furniture, stolen from some cottage, dl jumbled
together and hurrying ever onward.

“The man gazed down as he swayed above. He might yet be pat of tha moving mass. He
closed his eyes and started on. Again he stopped, his face, wet with fear, turned to the heavens so
far beneath the riang moon, s0 smiling in the face of dl this horro—he, the one long living
thing, swaying between earth and heaven, life and degth.

“He moved onward; he heard the cry of wild birds over the waters. Once a wing againg his
face caused him to leave go a hand. He caught again, trembling and moaring; he worked his way
on with more speed. Thus did her little feet go; here were laid the hands he loved. With a cry he
found the wire had failed his feet and he was swinging by his hands done. For a moment he
swvung S0 in terror before he redized that he had just come to the end of his journey and was at
the sde where the lower wire had snapped. He swung himsdf forward and with a great effort
landed on the bank. He sank on his knees an ingtant and then ran down the line,

“After running a few minutes he saw a man coming towards him; he stopped and waited. He
knew it must be she; and it gave him no surprise to see her bright, dancing eyes and bonny face
beneath the cap pulled over her brows. When she saw him she started and laughed.

“‘You are late; it is dl right. | was a the sation before the train arrived, and dl are saved. |
heard it come dashing into the station soon after | left. They never redized that | was not you in
thefaling light.

“The man took her two handsin his.

“ *My dear, why have you done this?

“ ‘1 had to. You seg, it was the only way. You were too late going by the other bridge—as |
sad’



“*1 did not go by the other bridge—I crossed the wire after you. The other bridge is down too.’

“She clapped her hands.

“ *Oh, you were brave. Now you will not be a hero for nothing, after dl, and you did cross the
wire’

“*A hero for nothing? the man questioned.

“ 'Yes’ she sad dowly; ‘you see, it was the only way—I had to pretend to be you. They did
not see much in the moonlight; | just said the bridge was down, and bade them see to it, then
cane away. They dl think it was you, and you will be a heo when they know how you
crossed—and you did cross.

“ *But they must not think it was me; | will not—’

“ ‘Oh, but you must.” Then she said softly, ‘I would not let them think you dared not come . . .
and you are the only one who knows.’

“ *Soyou camein my place? The man turned away in shame.

“ *‘Never mind,” she sad brightly; ‘the glory is mine. | am your wife, and what you win | win.
But let us go. They must not come hereto find us’

“ *But how can we return? said the man.

“ ‘There is only the one way, she axswered; and seeing him draw back, added eagerly, ‘you
must not—you dare not—Iet them find me here like this’

“In afew moments they had reached the bridge. She laid her hands upon the wire rope.

“ 'Seeg’ dhe sad, ‘it is tough and thick; it is strong enough to bear a dozen men. Let us tie
ourselves together like the Alpine cimbers, and we shdl fed more safe. See, | brought this in
case | should want it.’

“She drew a rope out of her pocket and dipped a noose beneath his arms, across his chest, and
tied the other end around her waist. Then she laughed. ‘If | dip you can hold me, and if you lose
your footing | can help you.

“ ‘But the wire is not safe for the two together,” the man said, though to him the mere contact
of some one near, even thus united, made him more courageous than when he went done. He felt
the wire rope; it seemed firm and stout enough. It had not started or sngpped a strand when he
came over, and surely there was not much danger if only they held tight.

“ *Quick! quick! they are coming; let us get on, let us get on.’

“The man st his feet on the wire and darted, the woman following without hestation. The
wire creaked and swayed.

“ *Go back!” the man cried; ‘go back! Take off the rope, or let me go first done’

“But she pushed him forward, and with her sweet companionship fear fled from him; he was
anxious to get across only for her sake, and dl his thoughts were of her. Yes, we can get used to
everything, and the second crossing of the rope did not seem s0 bad as the fird. They had
reached the middle, when the rope creaked again. Then some of the old fear returned and his face
grew white and wet.

“ *Hold tight, whatever happens!* he shouted above the roar of the waters.

“At the horror in his voice fear seemed to come to her too. She clenched her hands upon the
wire and refused to move. Now that her mind had nothing to think of but their danger, she
redlised for the firgt time the risk they ran.

“*Oh, | am afrad—afraid!’” she sobbed.

“ ‘A little further, sad the man, the drops of agony blinding his eyes. They looked up a the
serene heavens and down at the sullen death that awaited them below—at the dark figures
coming aong the line—too far off to be any possble help.



“ *One more effort,” theman said ; ‘come, dear.’

“She closed her eyes and followed him. The rope swayed and cresked ominoudy benesth
them. He gave another movement forward—and the wire broke. A moment of nothingness and
they found themsdves hanging in the air a few feat from the rushing waers. The man dung fast
to the wire, but the woman's hands only hdd a minute and then let go. They swung like a
pendulum over the face of desth. The man screamed in his agony. The rope noosed around his
chest, and, laden with the unconscious woman's weight, cut into him and seemed to pinch his
heart out. He uttered cry after cry, and then—he went mad. He was no longer a reasoning human
being, but an insane animd fighting for life There was something—he did not know what—
dragging him down to death; something that bit like a wolf into his breast and choked like a
serpent. He strove to free himsdf. He tried to advance, but it drew him back. He loosed one
hand, and tried to push it from him in van; he thrus his hand into his pocket—the thing was
tearing the flesh from his ribs, it was pressng the bresth from him, he was mad, dying. He drew
forth his penknife and hacked at it. He was free! In a moment he had sedled the wire and stood in
safety on the shore. What had he done with his wife? The rope round his chest was cut, he
looked into the river, and his soul died within him.

“That was she—whirling and turning, beaten by the passng timbers, hdf drowned in the
waters—the woman he loved. Her white face was raised to his He could hear her screaming
down there in the shadows, her pretty curls al gone, the red cheeks so pae, the parted lips
washed over by thetide. And he had done this thing to his beloved.

“What had he done—he who would not have hurt her for dl the gars in the heavens? Did she
know what he had done?

“He was running aong the bank nearest to the spot where the waters had swept her. She had
clung to amass of wood that had got wedged in the middle of the river.

“Here there had been an idand, now so flooded that nothing was seen of it but the tops of afew
rocks, and on these the woman clung, not having a foothold.

“The man plunged into the river above her and struck out for the idand. it was an dmost
impossble effort, but love bore him dong. The waters closed often over him. The drifting
timbers struck him many times as they passed, s0 that he was bleeding and exhausted when at
last he reached her.

“She rested, hdf-fanting, dinging to the smdl foothold that the rocks gave, and without
strength to change her position. He drew her upon it and clasped her in histired ams.

“ *My dearest!’ he wept over her.

“ *Saveme!’ she cried, clinging to him. *Oh, do not let me drown!’

“He held her to him without hope. Could he swim ashore with her, or could they wait there
long enough for help to arrive? Already the river left them nothing dry to rest upon. They were
gtanding on a ridge a few feet wide and the waters washed over it. He shouted for help. Far avay
he could see the black figures in the moonlight investigating the broken bridge, but they did not
hear his cries. He screamed to them, but at last he saw them gather together and depart.

“He turned to his wife and bade her be brave, saying,—

“ ‘If anything happens to fling us off this ding to me and | will svim ashore with you. Put
your hand upon me and you will float dong by my sde quite eeslly, only do not fear.’

“He saw a huge beam glide towards them, and repested what he had said. He saw the great
mass come like a cork on the risng waters. It was making straight for them.

The next moment he was in the water, with the senses haf knocked out of him. He went down,
and fet he would never come to the top again. Was he risng? The water looked green around



him. There were black things passng aove him. His throat was burding. He fdt that in a
moment the blood must spring from his ears and eyes. Would he never get to the surface?

“It was clear, thank God, at last. He could see the blessed sky once more and the green shore.
How far away it seemed! Would he ever reach it? There was something dinging to him, keeping
him back. But he could essly thrugt it off—a weak thing like a child's hand. But there was no
child there—nothing there save desth. The waters washed across his eyes, blinding him. The
floating timbers and refuse struck his white face to red, but he fought with them dl, flinging
them from him. Everything, even the child's hand, was gone now. Once a drowning cat had
reached him, caught his deeve and tried to clamber on to his head. For a moment they fought
together—two animas mad with fear. Then the man went on aone with blood upon his mouth.

“The shore was growing green. He could surdly see the trees now. One effort more for dear
life. He sank and rose again, and once more sank. As he went down he stretched his hands over
the waters in a death clutch, and they clung to the overhanging branch of a tree by the river. In a
moment he hung so, getting back his strength. Then he drew himsdf ashore. For an hour he lay
there, haf in and half out of the water, and then he rose—and lived.”

* % %

“And he never told the world that the woman had saved the train?’ said one youth, after a long
pause.

“That was pat of his punishment,” said the grey man. “It would have undone what she had
died for. She was dways in teror lest people should know that the man she loved was a
coward.”

“If 1,” sad the other young man, “had left a woman to drown like that in my madness, | would
have returned to the river in my senses and thrown mysdlf in.”

“So would he have done,” said the grey man; “but when he looked into the water it was full of
faces and darkness—a grave of horror. He was afraid to die.”

“And how do you come to know the story?’ said one youith.

The grey man did not answer. He rose and went to the window. As he drew aside the heavy
curtain afork of lightning flashed across his eyes, followed by aloud crash of thunder.

“My God! my God!” he cried, faling upon a chair and covering his face.

The young men started to hissde.

“Areyou hurt? blinded?’ they cried.

He drew his hands from his ghastly face looked towards the window.

“Pull the curtains” he said. “1 am afraid.”



