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The CITY of+-
LO&TJOUL&

by Genevieve:l

HE train, snaking its way

through the snowdrifts of the

Colorado plains, scemed to
Jack Renshaw to be entirely unheat-
ed. He was frozen through. Back a
short distance, while the train was
stalled, his glow of anticipation at
being so near his friends had dulled.
He wished he had a drink of whisky.
But that would soon he supplicd, he
mused—trust the old gang for that!
He’d been a fool not to send word he
was coming. What a rousing welcome
there would have been for him! Ten
years he’d waited to return, ten years
of grinding toil in the mines of Ari-
zona, before he’d struck it rich. It
would be great sport surprizing all of
them, the Terrible Thirteen, as they’d
calles‘;o themselves in the old days.

“They were twelve beasts out for blood.”

They’d be at Pryor's, or down at
Nell’s. IIe knew their haunts. Queer,
how sure onc .could fecl of certain
people, even after a lapsc of ten years,
even after ten ycars of silence on both
sides. ‘“Wish I were as sure of heav-
en!’” he thought.

There’d be Dan, roaring and funny
as cver, booming out poetry in his
strong, ringing voice, and lighting
cigarettes with twenty-dollar bills in
honor of Jack’s homecoming, in honor
of their friendship restored. For
they had quarrcled, Dan and Jack,
over Nell, the scarlet woman of the
town. ‘“What difference docs it make

- what she’s done?”” Dan had boomed.
“It’s what she s that counts. And
look at me. I'm not such a prize!”’
But the quarrel wouldn’t matter now;
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Jack knew he’d been right, and Dan
would_have found it out long ago.
How Dan, the superior one in the
group, could have taken a woman of
that sort seriously, Jack could not un-
derstand.

In the midst of these musings, ir-
relevant pictures, too, flashed into his
mind. That time in the saloon in the
back of Pryor’s Hotel, when they’d

got the German farmer Giesling to
ﬁght with his neighbor—what a fight
that had been! Curious, that he
should remember this now; he hadn’t
thought of it in years. ‘Other pie-
tures, q Sit quick-r i
came and went, gay, carefree, full of
the spirit of the West, vivid with life
and color.

Renshaw was ruused from his
th hts by the at
his seat. ‘‘You—get off here?’’_he
asked hesitatingly.

“Sure do—it’s my old town!’’
brightened Jack. Then, as the man
did not seem inclined to bestow the
praise Jack had expected, he added,
““Some town, too, belicve me!’’

The conductor looked at him nar-
rowly. ‘‘Yeh, some town,’’ he agreed,
a sardonie glinting look in his eyes.

Jack felt insulted by the tone and
manner. “‘I ought to know!”’ he
snapped.

The train was slacking down. He
lifted his overcoat from the red plush
seat, and slipped it on.

Jack was surprized that no one else
was getting off. Instead of the blaze
of lights he had somehow expected to
see, a heavier darkness descended
upon the outside world.

The conduetor leaned forward,
looking furtively out the window.
““Lights off again!’’ he muttered. He
glanced up at Jack. ‘‘How long since
you been here?”’

“Ten years,” answered Jack cold-
ly. “But it’s the same town, I’ll
wager. Nothing could ever change
the spirit of this place!””

He snatched his suitcase and made
for the door.
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“‘Good luck to you!’’ remarked the
conductor. ““Pity you chose this
night to come back.”

Jack did not answer. He was cold
with fury and the faet that, in spite
of himself, the man’s words roused in
him a distinct feeling of apprehen-
sion. As he stepped down, the con-
duetor gave the information, ““The
next train through is the Midnight
Flyer. It doesn’t stop here ordinarily,
but you ean flag it.’

THE train puffed on, as if in a hur-
ry to leave. It left Renshaw in a
darkness that was sinister in its heav-
iness. It seeped into his veins, chill-
ing him still more. A sickly yellow
light flickered from the window of the
station house. As he turned at the
end of the platform, the wind rushed,
shrieking, around the telephone pole
that rose like a pale ghost in the
blackness.

He pulled the collar up more closely
about his neck. He was grateful that
in a few minutes he’d reach his
friends. What an awful thing it would
be, left desolate, on a night like this!
He set off down the street. He’d stop
at Pryor’s, first. A clear vision of his
friend Pryor rose before him, warm-
img him. Pryor, the dispenser of joy.
Past hilarity in Pryor’s back room
cheered him momentarily.

All of a sudden, as if unprepared
for, unpremeditated, snow began to
fall. There was something uncanny
about it. This was too cold a night
for snow. It was almost as if the el-
ements were playing a trick on him.
It whirled about Jack, and the sud-
denness of the stinging flakes blinded
him. The wind tore at the ends of his
long coat, whipping it about his legs.
There was a tone of anger in it, a
high note of defiance.

The houses he passed were com-
pletely black, no sign of light any-
where. But now the w began
lighting the way a little, so that he
could sce. Or was it the snow, giving
out this queer half-twilight, this spec-
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tral yellowish glow? The trees along
the street, though bare of outline, had
about them now gray-white veils that
draped them into ghostly shapes,
from which at the sides protruded an-
gry black arms. A feeling of utter
desolation descended upon Jack Ren-
shaw. He resented that there were no
lights, wondering, savagely, why the
residents did not resort to candles, or
lamps. Ten-thirty, and the whole
town scemed dead, buried in narcotie
sleep. And for Jack’s company, the
shrieking wind, which he had always
hated. It did things to him, with its
skirling claws, and its tearing voice.

A weird, unearthly noise startled
him. The air was suddenly sur-
eharged with an insidious, potent at-
mosphere of lust and brutality. He
was brought up rigid, the blood run-
ning cold in his veins. The noise
grew louder, more insistent. It was
like nothing he had ever heard. Rath-
er like the sound one might hear in
a nightmare, like the demoniacal
sereaming of lost souls, He peered
down the street, numb with cold and
an indefinable terror.

The flakes of snow were coming
more thickly now, in fine, stinging
sprays. He wiped away clusters of
them on his glasves. He peered again,
straining his eyesight to sce.

A white procession was ecoming up
the street, figures made white from
their coat of snow, terrifying in their
grotesqueness. Jack bent forward,
leaning against a tree, shaken and
weak. Who, in the name of the Lord,”
were these creatures, rising as from a
bottomless pit of blackness, to invade
the world on some mission of destrue-
tion?

There was about the men a distort-
ed dignity; their bodies were knit for
action, emanations of lust and brutal-
ity issued from them like a heavy fe-
tor. Their eyes were shrouded, their
heads lowered, like gnus. Swirling
about them, and over them, and cling-
ing tenaciously to them, were veils
that gave the impression of winding-
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sheets. Ghoulish, unyielding, bent to-
ward some hideous and awful deed,
they aproached him.

He tried to call to them, but either
they did not hear, or no strength was
left in his voice, for they heeded him
not. He struggled to continue on his
way, but he remained rooted, power-
less to move. As they came nearer,
he made out guns, belligerently
drawn, that the figures were earry-
ing. Their faces, what he could see
of them with their shrouded eyes in
the sickening yellowish light, were
ghastly. With a wild throb at his
heart, he recognized something famil-
iar about them. The shape of a head
here, a gesture there. Surely—surely
that was—Steffins!

He peered closer, throwing out his
hand in an entreating movement.
“‘Steffins!”’ he cried. But his voice
was lost in the unearthly noise issuing
from the procession, and his hand fell
back limp against him. Steffins passed
on, unknowing, his body set toward
some determined goal.

HE wind blew @ cloud of white
over Jack’s eyes, and as he wiped
it off he made out other familiar fig-
ures, several of the old devil-may-care
gang to which he had belonged, the
gang that had been the terror and
pride of the city before he left. He
called to them, loudly, he thought.
There was no answer. He stood,
leaning against the tree, held by an
intangible, menacing fear. Had the
cold numbed his mind as well as his
body, he wondered
How swiftly they sped, almost as
if they did not touch the ground!
They seemed to expand, to fill all
space, then be blotted out again. His
eyes hurt from the strain. How long
had he stood there, and would he ever
again be able to move? Then, as he
looked, he was startled out of his be-
numbed state. For there was Dan,
bringing up the rear of the proces-
sion, stumbling after the rest with
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halting, clumsy, bewildered steps.
Jack made a last desperate effort.

“Dan!” he called, using all his
voice, and found himself surprized
when Dan stopped. ‘‘Dan!’’ he cried
again, with more assurance, his heart
pounding madly.

Dan approached him, still in that
uncertain way, one hand ing
his face as if to wipe away a terrible
sight.

‘““What on earth, Dan, what on
earth are they doing®’’ asked Jack,
elutching at the arm of his old friend,
his eyes fixed on the moving proces-
sion.

“‘Then—you see them, too?’’ asked
Dan, in a hopeless, dead voice, a voice
that Jack would never have recog-

nized.

““See them? Good God, Dan, why
shouldn’t I see them? What’s wrong
with you?’’

Under his hand he felt Dan’s arm
tremble violently, as if a spasm had

over whole body. He
looked down, and saw how stooped
Dan was, how broken and aged he
looked. Pity stabbed through him.
He flung one arm about Dan’s shoul-
ders, and turned him away from the
fleeing figures.
"Come, old scout, let’s get to the
hotel.”

Jack supported him as they walked
on. At the corner near the hotel he
spoke, raspingly, ‘‘No, not over there,
Jack. Let's go——""

“Bl}f I wanted to see Pryor to-
ight.

N.o not now. We—we better go
down to Nell’s.”” His voice was cut off
by nB violent ﬁt of coughing.

ut——

*“That’s all right,”’ said Dan, um-
suad.ily." ““Nell doesn’t hold any

gru

“‘She won out, evidently.”” Jack
could not repress the words.

‘“Yes, she won out,”’” Dan answered.

They walked in silence through the
main section of the city, out to the far
edgglqlf_!.own, where Nell’s bungalow
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stood. Jack remembered it as olean-
ly painted, with green, cool shutters,
and always at night merry voices
ringing from behind closed doors. . . .
At Dan's knoek, a disheveled, weary-
looking woman, the shadow of the
former Nell, opened the door. A]l Mr
was

Dan.

“‘You came back!’’ she cried, put-
ting her hands up to his shonlders.
“‘How are you, Dan? How do you
feel?’”

““Here’s Jack Renshaw,’”’ he an-
swered.

She looked at Jack as though her
mind were not on him. Her face as-
sumed an expression of apathy. She
started to withdraw.

‘““Won’t—won’t you shake hands
with me, Nell?’’ Jack asked.

“‘Sure.” She held out a thin, blue-
veined hand. ‘“What did you come
back for?’’ she asked then, suspicions-

ly.

“Why, to see all of you, but
from—-""

“‘Bring us a whisky,”’” Dan choked,
sinking into a dilapidated chair,
staring out from empty eyes at the
bleak room.

Jack looked quickly at him, and
saw how warped®and yellow his face
was, how withered and sunken the
eyes that had been so gay.

Nell moved about eagerly waiting
on him, getting glasses, pouring out
whisky with hands that trembled.

““You should have stayed where you
were—you shouldn’t have come
back,’’ she said to Jack, sullenly, as
she handed him the drink.

““Nell, what’s the matter? What’s
come over you two? What’s come
over the whole—darn town?”’ he
asked, quivering with foreboding.

She started to reply, and Dan said,
quickly, ““You go to your room, Nell.
I want to talk—to Jack.’’

““You—you’re not going to—to tell
him?’”’ Her voice, cracked, falsetto,
quavered.

“‘Go on out,’” eaid Dan.
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Her skirts trailed over the bare
floor as she made for her room. She
turned at the door-with a last be-
seeching look at Dan. Her hair stuck
out, wispy and tousled, about her fore-
head. Then her eyes lighted with a
look of eloquent devotion, suffusing
her whole face. At that instant she
reminded Jack of the old Nell, only
that the loveliness which now touched
her was softened, less arrogant, more
of the spirit. The bleak room bright-
ened momentarily.

“You’ll call me—if you need me,
Dan?’’ she asked humbly.

““ All right, Nell,”” he answered.

Something in the quality of his
voice caused Jack to look up, search-
ingly, and it seemed to him that Dan
had responded to her.

“‘Good Lord,”” he thought, ‘“‘he’s
still in love with—that.””

hen the door had closed behind
her, Jack turned. ‘‘Now then, what-
ever it is, tell me quickly! I can’t
stand this much longer.”’

DAN put his hands to his throat as
if choking, half pulled the ker-
chief from his neck. The flickering
gaslight fell over him, and Jack felt,
with an inner divination, the terrific
struggle he was goirg through. Dan
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member how I used to joke about the
slogan, ‘Live clean, right wrong, fol-
iow the Christ, the King’? Only I
thought myself the king to be fol-
lowed! That s what—I really meant
by it—""

“Rats"’ smd Jack,
alwa;

““You remembcr Giesling, the Ger-
man farmer two miles north of
town?’’ Dan spoke thickly, the words
coming out in mumbled syllables.
Jack had a fleeting vision of the ar-
rogant Dan he’d known, lighting
cigarettes with twenty-dollar bills,
hating anything underhanded, gam-
bling cleanly, running the ‘others.
This was but the caricature of the man
he had been.

“Gleslmg" Why, yes, I thought
tonight of that fight we staged be-
tween him and Sharpner. He was
always fussing with his nelghbor over
the water rights—"’

‘“That’s the one,’’ Dan interrupted.
‘“Ten years ago tonight is—when it
happened. You’d been gone—only a
short time. It was a stormy night like
this—with a stiff norther blowing
across the plains. Enough to chill
your bones. Giesling and his wife
were getting ready for bed. There
was a queer sound at the door. They

“You were

fumblingly nd;usted the kerchief  thought at first it was a rat gnawing
again, his sh d over h It kept on, 1
with the fit of hing that shook fumbli Giesling went to the door

im.

“You're sick, Dan. You're all in.
Hcre, drink this whisky.””

Dan gulped down the whisky that
Jack handed him,

“Don’t tell it, Dan—if——""

“It’s got to be told,”” Dan an-
swered, and with a violent effort began
his story.

““You remember, Jack, how we
were—in the old days. How we used
to run things. The Terrible Thirteen.
‘Went about like knights of old, right-
ing wrongs, and all that sort of
thing. Caroused about, but when any-
thing struck us as wrong, we took
things—into our own hands. Re-

—opened it. There stood a stranger.
He was—chilled through—had been
wandering about for days. His cloth-
ing was thin and frayed. His eyes
were wild, peculiar—’’

Dan stopped, drank more whisky,
went on in a stronger voice.

‘‘He asked for food and shelter.
Giesling, you remember, wouldn’t
take a sick dog in—didn’t believe in
feeding tramps. Not much like Nell,
e¢h? Remember her gathering in- the
stray cats, and feceding them? Oh,
well.”” He stared ahecad for a moment,
a softened expression passing over his
face. ‘‘Giesling told the tramp to get
out. The man got down on his knees,
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tried to worm his way into the house.
‘Hungry—hungry—hungry,” he kept
saying. He begged, in the name of
Christ, to come in. A starved, shiv-
ering animal he was, with barely
enough on—to cover him. He ecried,
and the tears froze on his face. Gies
ling’s wife fought for him ; she wanted
to take him in—and feed him. He
wouldn’t let her, but finally—he said
the stranger could sleep in the stable.
They went to bed, and he kept nag-
ging at her, saying that if anything
happened she’d be to blame. He kept
on worrying for fear the tramp would
set set fire to the barn. ‘I ought to’ve
sent him over to Sharpner’s,” he said.
“As if he would do anything for him!’
his wife answered. There was a flare
of light—on their window, and he
jumped out of bed. The haystack was
on fire. Giesling cursed, got into his
clothes. He was so furious, his wife
thought he would leap at her. He
rushed down to the fire. She waited.
. He didn’t come back—""

There was a pause, and as Jack
leaned forward, he noticed Dan’s face
contorted out of all semblance to his
former self.

““Go on,”’ he urged.
come back?’’

‘‘She waited for some time, more
afraid of her husband than of the
stranger. Then she put some clothes
on—and went down——""

““Well?”’ questioned Jack, breath-
less.

“‘Giesling lay sprawled on the
ground, the stranger over him—his
face at Giesling’s throat. . . . She
screamed, and the tramp got up—
blood around his mouth ‘Warm,’ he
sa:d smiling at her, ‘warm.’ ”’

“Good God!" breathed Jack. *‘He

‘“‘He didn’t

—he—""

‘“He held a pocket-knife, dripping,
in his hand. Qiesling—was dead.
His wife ran back to the house. She
tried to reach town—by telephone, but
the storm had played the devil with
the wires, She ran all the way in,
through that blizzard. The news
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spread like wildfire through the city.
Some of the gang—were at Pryor’s—
some at their homes—"’

““You mean—our gang?”’

““It was work for them, don’t you
see? All the more because they’d al-
ways hated Giesling. I was down here
—at Nell’s. The boys came here—""

He struggled with his breath, his
face like crumpled dusty paper. Des-
perately he seized the bottle on the
table and drank great drafts. Some
color ran into his cheeks.

““You know how gay we were—how
quick to settle things. The gang came
for me—"’

“Well? You went, I hope?’’

““Nell begged for the man. ‘Give
him a chance,’ she said. ‘You've got
to give him a chance! You'’re in no
condition to judge anybody!’ she told
us”’

““You mean you let her interfere?
You let her tell you what to do’’
Jack’s voice was full of contempt.

Dan did not answer the question,
but went on:

“THE mob got to Giesling’s too late.
The sheriff had beat them to it.
He had put the prisoner in the ram-
shackle jail here, until he could get
him out to the next town. You can
imagine how wild the boys were, how
hell-bent that he should not be smug-
gled out. Here was their kind of a
case! There were no two ways about
an affair like this!”’

‘I should think not!”’ Jack flared.

““You can imagine how their lust
grew as they marched back to town,
and through the street to the jail.
They overpowered the sheriff and
deputies. The lights were out, and
they lit matches to sce. The prisoner
blew them out. He talked some
strange jargon they didn’t under-
stand. He laughed at them as they
were breaking the bars of his cell—
laughed in a queer, demented way, as
though he had a good joke on them.
They lost their reason, or what was
left of it. They dragged him over to
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the telephone pale at’ the depot,
twelve men against one, and the storm
beating around them—beating and
shrieking and swirling around them—
twelve beasts, out for blood. ...”

“Good for them!” Jack broke
forth. ‘‘They weren’t eowards!’’ he
added, his voice like brittle glass.

“Pryor was close to the stranger, -
and he noticed the stain—around his
mouth. He struek him on the mouth
—F¥ou remember Pryor’s fists? Tluge,
iron fists. The stranger fell beck
against Steffins; Steffins caught him
and set him on his feet. His lips
were bleeding. ‘Have you no heartt’
he cried, with tears rolling out of his
eyes. And Steffins answered, ‘I’ll cut
yours out of your miserable body.”
Would have done it, too, only the
mob wasn’t going to be cheated.
The stranger started to laugh again,
this time softly—a purring sound that
made your brain reel. The ringleader
grabbed him and shook him. ‘Have
You anything to say?’ he asked, and
the prisoner answercd ‘ Lord
reward you men.” The wild look was
gone from his eyes. The ringleader
gave the order for the noose to be
slipped over his head. Then the man
began, in the quictest voice—to say—
the Lord’s prayer.
art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name;
Thy hngdom come——" The ring-
leader pulled the rope- and up he
swung. They might have Iet him fin-
ish the prayor—m:ght have let him
finish——"" Dan’s voice droned on,
over and over.

“‘As though that made any differ-
ence!’’ cried Jack. ‘‘He deserved
what he got, if anyone ever did. I'm
glad they didn’t weaken—I'm proud
of them. Wish to God I'd been there.
He was just eclever, thinking to
play—""

**The next day the sheriff cut him
dawn. and found a number inside his
vest, Dan went on, regardless of the
intorruption. He was an escaped
lunatie—""

“My God!’ whispered Jack. A

“Our Father whe'
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palpable silence fell, while Jaek saw,

vividly before the

mented creature driven by the anrm.

d.nven to his death by the angry mob.
‘‘Not—not responsible for his deed.

H\mgry—to the pomt of drmlung

for da A.nd ho is to know
what devﬂtry that bnl.l heeded Ger-
man played on him before he finally
killed——*

“‘He didn’t kill Giesling,”” Dan eut
in, in a throttled voice. ‘‘Sharpmer,
dymg, eonfessed two years later. He
had turned the stranger out, himself,
before he’d sent him over to Gies-
ling’s. Then he followed him, and
carried out his diabolical seheme. He
set fire to the haystack, and when the
German rushed out, as he expeeted
him to, Sharpner killed him. He gave
the knife to the stranger, and said,
‘You're hungry. Well, drink this!’
The stranger did as he was told. Then
Sharpner sneaked back to his home.”’

Jack sat immovable, immersed in
:hz tragedy as it poured from Dan’s
ips.

“The gang never confessed,’” he
continued, each word an effort. ‘‘The
eould get nothing on them.
You sec they had covered their
eyes. . . . No, they never eonfessed.
e And lhuugh people suspeeted,
they didmn’t kxow definitely, at least
not at first. As time went on, things
got from bed to worse. was
the first to go. . . . Something hap-
pened to his ‘mouth—his teeth fell out
—he eouldn’t speak for months before
he died—""

A low moan of pain escaped from
Jack. The clock on the mantel above
his head ticked on, as though it were
taking him toward some definite, re-
lentless end.

“‘Steffins—was the next. A train—
got him. I never could see—how
his heart—could be wrenched—
from—""

““Oh God!” eried Jack, shuddering
away fram the picture.
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“You can guess what it did to
the rest,”” Dan’s voice, thickening,
strangling, went on. ‘‘They slunk
about, expecting the worst—more
dead than alive. It got them all—""

“‘All, Dan, every one of them?”” 1t
was a cry, twisted fearfully from
Jack.

““And they never confessed—none
ever confessed. A sort of pledge
among them, a flimsy garment of
bravado worn by each. The ring-
leader is left—the one who pulled the
rope—left him danghng with his
breath cut off—"’

Jack jerked himself back to a
semblance of normalcy by a violent
effort of his will. ‘“What really got
them,’’ he said, trying to speak even-
ly, ““was fear. And it’s got you, Dan,
brooding over their fate. We can’t
help them by that; but you—we’ve
got to think of you! Thank God Nell
did keep you from going that night!
Thank God for that!”’

Dan_scemed not to hear. He
glanced fearfully up at the clock. It
was fifteen minutes of 12. ‘‘What
hurts the most; Jack, is what we did
to the town. llf we had only stopped
to think! We should have known he
was—demented. Anybody would have
known it, from what he’d done.
Gloom hanging over the whole city
now. Throughout the valley we’re
called the City of Lost Souls. Every
—anniversary of that night they
gather—a few more each year, as you
saw them tonight. At midnight—
they gather around the telephone pole.
They adjust the rope, but the man
who swung is—missing. I’ve seen it
every year. Norest . . . no rest for
them . . . no rest for the town. I
thought by confessing——""

Jack leaned forward, clutching at
Dan'’s shoulder.
You were with them?’”

Dan Iookcd agam at the clock. “‘I?

Jack stlﬂed the ery that rose to his
lips. He found his voice, but it did
not seem to be his voice at all.

“ Then—you did go? *
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““You’re—sick with brooding, Dan.
We’ll go to Arizona. We'll get out at
once——""

Dan did not notice, but went on,
““You see this room, stripped? Re-
member how it used to look? Every-
thing rich and fine, with the gifts the
boys gave Nell. She’s been taking
care of me—the whole town’s shunned
us—guessed it, after a while. She
never went back on me—""

““No, she wouldn’t,”” said Jack
soberly.

““I thought by confessing—"’

““You’ll have to buck up,” Jack
spoke sharply. ‘‘You’re killing your-
self with this superstition, Dan. It’s
—not like you. There’s still time.
You come with me tonight on the Mid-
night Flyer——"’

Dan started to laugh. Hideous,
strangled laughing. “‘The Midnight
Flyer!” He choked over the words.
Then he glanced up at Jack out of his _
faded, dead eyes. He pulled off the
kerchief that bound his neck, bared
his throat for Jack to see. Jack
shrank away, appalled and unbeliev~
ing, before the sight.

““You sce, I pulled the rope.””

He stood up, and in a queer, stran-
gled voice began mumbling something
unintelligible. It filled Jack with a
sense of impending doom. What was
it—a prayer? Was Dan praying?
Then, suddenly, as if the breath were
jerked out of him, he doubled over
and fell with a muffled, gasping cry, to
the floor.

Jack leaped up, but before he could
reach him, Nell entered and rushed
to Dan’s side. She lifted his head.
It sagged against her breast. Over
her desolate face passed a look of ut-
ter peace.

She looked up at Jack for an in-
stant, and then flamed passionately,
“Don’t ever tell—what he said, to-
night. I’ll not have it known. Leave
me—with my——""

The last word was lost to Jack, as
she bent crooning over the inert bedy,
cradling it to her heart,
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THE Midnight Flyer slowed down at
Jack’s signal. He boarded it. The
conductor was leaning against a win-
dow. He looked up, curiously in-
specting the passenger.

“‘See anything?’’ he asked. ‘‘Out
there—around the telephone pole?’’

Jack bent forward to look. The
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wind had died down. Snow was fall-
ing quietly, clean and white, coming
down softly in gteat white wings, a8
if to cleanse the town forever from
even the memory of scars.

““‘Queer,”’ said the conduetor, as tho
train ground on, ‘‘I could have sworn
this was the night.””




