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tears, he touched the surgeon’s hand
with weak, clinging fingers that tremb-
led as he whispered: “Pull me through—
for my little wife’s sake! ‘We—we love
each other so!”
A few minutes later the two doctors,
clad in spotless white operation suits,
their faces covered in gauze masks, en-
tered the operating-room, where already
the nurse and other doctor had the
patient in readiness.  As Carter sank
into oblivion under the chloroform, Hal-
lam ordered the removal of the towels
covering the man’s body. He took up the
first necessary instrument and turned
briskly, bending over the prostrate man.
_ Then suddenly he paused. He stared
with a terrible, overpowering fascination
‘at the helpless body waiting to receive
the touch of the razor-sharp knife. He
was looking at three distinct disfigura-
tions across the skin—the marks left
from a burn. He felt numb, powerless.
Bickersteth leaned forward. .
“He has three similar marks down his
back,” he said. “They look like burns
to me; but I never could get him to tell
me what they actually were.”
“Yes—burns!” muttered Hallam, slow-
ly, and his eyes gleamed with a terri-
ble light. He leaned over and looked at
the unconscious man’s face with a new
jnterest. It was a handsome face, but
a face marked by suffering. And once
again he lived through the agony of
anguish that he had lived through in
those far-off days away in the hills of
Colorado. Into his mind sped the swift,

gearing memory of Amy, his wife—of
the man who had gone to his home in
secret.

A street in Shelbourne, Ontario, after the snowstorn of January 15th, 1918. Reeve Prett

him gold. But memory still had the
power to hurt. Presently his servant
entered.

“Pardon, sir, but there’s a lady wants
to see you—to thank you, she said. She
begged that you would see her a
moment.”

“What lady ?” asked Hallam.

“A Mrs. Carter, sir.”

There was a swift tightening of the
heart, a dizzy throb through his brain
that left Hallam weak and almost shak-
ing. A mad longing to see the woman
he had loved all through the years took
possession of him. Common sense
whispered “No!” But the flesh is weak,
and— :

“Show her in, Dobson!” he said, and
waited, his eyes on the door.

He bade his visitor good evening, and
sank back in his chair. - Then out of the
chaos of silence he heard distinctly a
voice, too well beloved and well remem-
bered to ever be mistaken, say distinct-
ly in the hall:

“My sister’s gloves. I think she must
have left them in the doctor’s room.”

Amy’s voice that! Or was it that his
brain was losing its balance? Hallam
jumped up and dashed across the room;
he flung open the door, and stared
straight into the face of the woman he
had flung from him years ago in far-off
Colorado. He stretched out his hands
to her. ’

“Amy!” he cried aloud, and drew her
in, slamming the door.

“Alan!” she muttered, staring at him.
“Are you—are you the doctor who—who
saved Dave for us to-day?”

“Amy, tell me. Who is he? I thought

is seen to the left of the picture

This was the man who had stolen
his wife—this was the man who had
ruined his home and made his life a
dreariness! Fate had delivered him into
his hands—at last—at last!

Not a muscle of Dr. Hallam’s face
moved, but deep in his soul he laughed
aloud—mocking, savage laughter. It
only meant a slip of the knife, a little
dilatoriness in gathering the ends of the
cut veins, and his revenge would be com-
plete!

. His knife made the first incision, and
in his mind he recalled the man’s words
a few minutes ago: “Pull me through for
my wife’s sake; we love each other so!”

His wife! The very words mocked
with exquisite cruelty the man in whose
hands his rival’s life lay. But Hallam
never wavered. He worked with an ex-
quisite, refined skill that held the
watchers dumb in admiration.

An hour later he turned away. His
tgsk was completed; never had he done
his wosk so well, and he heard the
wonderment in Bickersteth’s tone as he
murmured the one word: ‘Marvellous!”
Then he hurried from the room.

He never quite knew how he lived
through the rest of that day, he clenched
his teeth, and then smiled wistfully
when Bickersteth rang up to say that
David Carter was doing wonderfully.

That evening he sat in his study alone,
and all the world seemed quiet. He felt
very tired; these operations always
m ide him feel very tired; and the even-
Ings were still lonesome, even as that
other evening long ago when But
he would not think of that. Colorado
had taken away his wife and had given

—God—I thought you were . He
stopped. His hands slipped down her
arms and grasped her wrists.

“He is my brother!” replied Amy
slowly. “That night in Colorado he
came to me to hide him. He had got
mixed up in a bad gang, and they had
thrown the blame on him. I swore I
would never tell even you that he was
hiding there. Then the sheriff’s men
came up on the stage, and I was fright-
ened. I daren’t tell you then; you were
so mad. I did not know until after
that you had reached him with that—
brand!” ¢ B

“Heaven forgive me!” groaned Alan,
turning away. “I was mad, I think.”

Amy crept up behind him and touched
his shoulders.

“He forgave you long ago, Alan. And
he made me go back, long afterwards.
two months after, I think. But you had
vanished, and I—well, you had thrown
me away. Alan!”

“Amy, I was mad then! I was mad
again this morning, because I nearly—
nearly committed a worse crime than
that ether. But I saved him for you. 1
thought you were his wife! Forgive me
—if you ever can!” He knelt before her.
and lifted the edge of her cloak to his
lips.

“Alan, to-day your love conquered over
yvour other self. To-day my love for-
gives all because of that. Is my love
anything 10 you now, Alan?” she said
wistfully. E

Hallam jumped up.

“It is my life!” he cried.  And he
laughed like a boy a< he drew her into
his arms and kissed her.
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The Quality Goes Clear Through

On a Foundation Solid and Sound

motor car cannot be better than the institution that builds it.
A To the¢ nan considering a mater car, therefore, the Gray-Dort

institution is a matter of vital importance. The car looks:
In two vears it _has wen an cnviable reputation on the road
Cwners are enthesiastic. Then what of the men whose name it
What of the men who build it?

good,

bears?

The policy cf the Gray institution was laid down 65 years ago by
Wm. Gray. [e suid, “1 will build buggies as good as they can be
built. 1 will =cll them at enly an honest profit. I will deal fairly by
every nan, and no man will find aught but sincere workmanship in
my product, and integrity in my business policies.” .

Those same words stand to-day as the motto of the Cray-Lort
organization. To these ideals we strive to attain. On that basis we
make and market cur car. )

That is why men are to-day coming to Gray-Dort cars. That
is why the Gray-Dort is giving superlative performance everywhere.
That is why we hear so few reports of trouble, so many enthusiastic
commendations.

The 1918 Gray-Dort embcdies all the good features that won
instant success for former models, with 21 new improvements and
refinements.  The 4-cylinder motor is a triumph of smooth, economical
speed and power. The chassis is sturdy and quict. The springs are
long. The upholstery is deep. The equipment is absolutely complete
from electric starting and lighting to the tools. New lines of beauty
have been given the 1918 model. The five passenger touring car is
$1125; the three passenger fleur-de-lys roadster is $995; the Gray-
Dott special, beautifully finished and with extra details of equipment is
$125 above list. All prices are f.o.b. Chatham., '
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GRAY-DORT MOTORS Limited

CHATHAM, ONT.
In the United States — The Dort Motor Car Co., Flint, Mich.




