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A Five-minute Story

The Gallows

By 1. W. D. PETERS

OMORROYW morning, at sunrise,
1 am to hang for the murder of a
man,
At sunrize on the ninth of
June, the anniversary of my weddin
day. I am to be hanged by the n
until I am dead.

I am glad this state has not yet
adopted the use of electricity in execu-
tions. I prefer to spend my lest mo-
ments out in the open under the sky.

_ _The building of the gallows is fin-
ished; the workmen are gome, and it
seems tl::t t?l: e:mhogn :t sanrise is
certain to e : every st

along the eorridog sends my ‘heart ::tg
my mouth. Gladys is working for a
reprieve. I am praying she will not

sucee .

The Governor is off on a fishing tri
away from railroad and tolempgmff
hoors T shall e, hanges. | God-smat
aours anged. t
they fail to find him!

It is Glady’s will against mine. She
v:ually wins. but every pasting minute
lessens her chance to have her way in
this. It is now ten minutes to mid-
night. Dr. Brander. the prison chap-
lain. har just left me, grotified. poor
fellow, that he has succe«glo in reconcil-
ing me to my fate. If he had known
that the tall skeleton of wood outside,
with_its lank line of rope. was in mv
mind a refuge. he would have turned
from me in horror.

The next five hourz will be the long-
est of my life. Every sep in the corri-
dor strikes fcar to my heart. 1t is not

becauze I am guilty of the crime, for
which I was sentenced. that I am glad
to die. I em guilty, but that doesn’t
mean that I deserve to die.

ITam goinf to hang tomorrow at sun-
rise because I want to be hung!

I conld have saved myzelf, but re-
fused tc do 20, tolely becnuze life had
lost its savor, a great wave of disgust
with living pc an possesses
me. I am writing these words now that
Gladys may know the ttuth. She has
tried to see me, ever since I was brought
here. and I have refused to be seen.
That is one right a condemned man haa
—{0 refuze to see visitors.

20X the day we were married. Gia-
dys demanded to know my every

L

:ih;ought, my every act every hour of the
< .

If every one of them was not con-
cerned with her zhe critcised, con-
demned or cried. EShe rezented, in bit-
terly-egoken words and equally bitter
acts, the *mall recesses of my that
I, for the sake of my own gelf-respect,
keg% to mveelf. ]

nallv she determined to show me
that there were other men who appre-
ciated her. if I did not. For a while,
after that. 511 honrz of the day and even-
ing my home wa: inferted with lounge
lizarde. T endured it without a word.
which infariated ber. )

Lester Caine, a young fellow. honest
and simple. waz her firit victim. The
first time T found him seated close be-
side Ler on the dimly lit porch {“web



162

comed him warmly. We :moked and
talked of our dave in the army together.
I felt that Glady« could safely enough
flirt with zuch as Lester, if that was what
the wanted ; but Lester called only a few
times after that.

For two months there was a succes-
sion of voung fellow: about the place.
Our housze was not far from the West-
moor Country Club, and the golf links
came almost up to our side-vard. Our
Porcb was a convenient place to
‘drop in.”

Suddenly all that 2ort, of thing
ceated. Gladys was away a great deal,
but as her mother lived in a town just
a few miles away I thought nothing of
that. She became verv quiet. was
thoughtful. absent-minded. flushed
easily, seemed not herself.

At firt T was a good deal puszzled.
then. suddenly an explanation for the
change in her dawned on me. Joy filled
my 2oul. I was inordinately "gentle
with her. bought her a small automobile
for her birthday. did evervthing I
could think of for her comfort and

pleasure. g

After all, I told myself, the emotional
phase she had paszed through was nat-
ural. M ge is 2 more dificult read-
justment with some than others. It had
evidently been so0 with Gladys. If a
child came to us it would make every-
thing right.

A child—our child! It was wonder-
ful to think of. She had alwaya refused
to consider the subject saving sho
wizhed to enjov life while she was
voung. But she knew I wanted a son
to bear my name. a daughter to inherit
her beauty, and she had accepted the in-
evitable. A wave of exaltation made
me feel as if I were treading on clouds.
I longed to mention the subject to her,
but I felt that the first word about it
should come from her.

I spent hour: thinking of tender. lov-
ing things to do for her. She accepted
evervthing quietlv. opietimes with
averted face and flushed cheeks. I
would draw her inert fizure into my
arms and hold her close. but the made

:go reponte to my demonstrative affec-
ion.

THE GALLOWS

At this stage of affairs my firm zent
me on a ten-day trip to close a Western
deal. It was hard to leave Gladvs, but
now, more than ever. I felt that we
would need monev, and lots of it

We arranged for Gladys to go to her
mother’s, and I waz to join her there on
It s th a I

t is the zame old story. came
home before I was expected, and went
straight to our cottage, with the inten-
tion of having Glady's room redecorated
before bringing her home.

At the gnte stood Gladvs’ car. I
rushed into the hou:e, but there was
no one on the lower floor. nor in Gladys’
room. nor mine. I was about to descend
the stairs when [ heard a low laugh—a
man’s laugh—from the third floor. I
dashed up there and stood gazing at the
clozed door of the spare room.

“YWhat's the idea. running away from
me?” asked the man. “You can’t blow
hot and cold with me.”

“I told vou not to come here again.
It'’s not safe.”

“I'm not afraid of that husband of
yours. You're mine. and you're going
to stay mine.”

I had listened intently, but could not
recognize the man’s voice.

“Go now,” pleaded Gladys, “and I'll
come to your rooms this evening.”

“Not on vour life! I’'m here now,
and I am going to stay.”

“Let go of me—vou are hurting m
shoulder.” ¢ my

There was a :ound of scuffing. I
tried the door. It was locked. I put
my shoulder to it. The lock smapped.

¥3 gave a cry. leaped away from
the man—a man whom I had never
seen before. The fulloliqped. black-
browed type. big. soft. As1 took in the
scene—the tousled woman. the flushed-
faced man—a great wave of disgust al-
mozt overwhelmed me. '

“Well.” zaid the man. sneeringly,
“what are you going to do about it

“If you take her away now and treat
her right—nothing.”

“And if I don’t take her away?”

“I'll meet that zituation when it
comes.”
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“It has come,” he said, with a laugh,
ana walked out.

I am tall, alender, delieate-looking,
Lot I knew I was a match for that over-
fel brute.

I listened to the clatter of his feet on
the staire. Then I followed him.

T HE man was hostening toward a
itreet car.

I cranked Gladys’ car and followed.
Tt svas easy to keep the street cor in
sicht and to keep an eye an his sleek
black head. '

He left the car at Hansom Street. I,
without a glance toward him, kept on
zhend. I turned at the cormer, in time
19 zee him enter an office building. I
was not far behind him when he took
the elevator. The man in the elevator
rave me the number of his office.

He was telling a joke to his typist as

I entered. hut his loughter died when

he saw me.

‘“Yom dirty theif! Yon'll never cheat
another man out of money™

His look of astonishment, as I
thouted these worde. wa+ amuring. He
tried to mive blow for hlow. but I meant
whut T 2aid when T shouted at him
“I've come here to kill rou®

To choke the life out df an overfed
beast i* not 20 hard to an infuriated
man. In less than a quarter of an hour
he was dead. The police. for whom the
trpist had called. filled the mom even
before T had straightened my disher-
eled clothing.

I practienlly tried my owa cnse. and
I waa skillful enouzh to make every
word. apparently nttered in my own de-
fense. z=annd hlack agsinst me.

Gladys tried to save me by telling the
true story of the affair. but I made a
picture of her as a devoted. self-acri-
ficing. wife. willing to min even her
spotlez name tn save her hwshand. 1
eninved creing her eringe as T did thie.

Sn skilifully had she and. the bhiz
britte mana that thers woe not a hit
of evidence tn «uhetantinte her storv.
On the other hand. there wae the
tenist’s story to help me. and. ten. it was

knonwn [ had spernilated in the and
that T had lnst :ame moner. past,

- true one an
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I made the most of everything
against me, and it was enough. I waas
tentenced to hang on the ninth day of
June at unrise. .

Gladye came to the jail to see me
while the trinl was going on, but I man-
aged to act just a# if my story were the
hers the f and, though
she pleaded with me to let the truth
come out, I wonld not admit that the
truth had not come out. The sentence
was a terrible zhock to her. Her mother
carried her from the court-room in a
fariit::. Before she recovered I was in
prison.

SHALL welcome the hour of san-
rire a2 I .never welcomed any mo-
ment of my life. ,
Not nntil then will the fear of a re-
rieve leave me. Gladys is moving
ven and earth to locate the Gov-

ernor. God grant that she does not suc-
ceed! : '

It ie four forty-five. I bhave spent
much time at the window, gazing out
e ke, $he) e e

ath* t i the question, I suppose
that oll men ask at the end of life. I
have never done 20. It is a futile ques-
tion—one which none of us can answer.
But I belicve there will be surceare from
the nausen that comes to thoze who have
known disillnvion and disappointment.

Ten minuntee of five—now surely L
am safe from even a chance of a re-
prieve! .

Footsteps in the corridor! Is it my
escort to the gallows, or—what I fear
mnst on earth?

A STATEMENT by the warden of
-~ Larsen Penitentiary:

“If Traylor kad spent the brief
period. alunys alloted to a criminal
for a_fex last words, Ris reprieve
would have renched us in time to
ualv lt!l;e ea;ct;;oh‘qn g'l bt I:a ;;:a‘lkeg
calmly, wnfslterin o the ga
ey, b i

» e ana 1o
on he m’dead m:a:iinuta fore

the Governors message reached
ne."”



