
THiE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

tears, he touched the surgeon's hand
with weak, linging fingers that tremb-
led as he whispered: "Pull me through-.
for my littie wite's sake! We-we love
ecd other so!»

A few minutes later the two doctors,
CW dini 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 ini readiness. As Carter sank
mnto oblivion under the chloroform, Blal-
lam ordered the removal of the towels
covering the man's body. Re took up the
frst necessary instrument and turned
briskly, bettding over the prostrate man.

1Then suddenly he paused. R1e stared
with a terrible, overpowering fascination
'àt the helpless body waiting to receive
the touçit of the razor-sharp knife. H1e
was looking at three distinct disfigura-
tions across the skin-the marks lef t
from a hurn. He feit numb, powerless.

Bickersteth leaned forward. 1
"Te has three similar marks down bis

baek,"l he said. "They look like burns
te ;;e; but I neyer could get him to tel
me what they actually were."

"Yes-burns!" muttered Hallain, slow-
ly, and his eyes gleamed with a terri-
ble light. H1e leaned over and looked at
the unconscious man's face with a new
interest. It was a handsome face, but
a face marked by suffering. And once
again ho lived through the agony of
anguish 4hat he had lived through ini
those far-ot days away in the hills of
Colorado. Into his mind sped the swift,
aeesring memory of Amy, his wfe-of
the man who had gone to bis home irn
secret.
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him gold. But memory still had the'
power to burt. Presently bis servant
entered.

"Pardon, sir, but there's a lady want,
te see you-to thank you, abc said.. she
begged that you would sec ber a
moment."

"WVhat lady?'-' asked Hallamn.
'a Mrs. Carter, sir.»
There was a swift tightening of the

heart, a dizzy throb through his brain
that left Hallam weak and almost sbak-
ing. A mad longing te sce the woman
he bad loved ail through the years took
possession of him. Common sense
whispered "No!" But the flesh is weak,
and-

"Show ber in, Dobson!" be said, andI
waited, bis eyes on the door.

He bade his visitor good evening. and
sank back in bis 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:

"Mlýy sister's gloves. 1 tbink she must
bave left them in the doctor's room."

Amy's voice that! Or was it that bis
brain was losing its balance? Hallam
jiimped up and dashed across the room;
be flung open the door, and stared
straighit into the face of the woman ho
bad flung from lîim years ago in far-off
Colorado. He e *tetcbed out bis bands
to ber.

"Amy!" he cried aloud, and drew ber
i, elamming the door.

"Alan!" she muttered, staring at bim.
"'Are you-are you the doctor wbo-who
saved Dave for us to-day 1"

"Amy, tel me. Who is he? I tbought

-God-I thougbt you were ." He
stopped. Ris lîands slipped down lier
art-i and graspod hber wrists.

"He is my brother!" repliod Amy
slowly. "That nighit ini Colorado lio
came to me to bide it. He had got
mixed up la a bad gang. and they liait
tbrown the blame on him. I swore 1
would neyer toll even you that he was
hiding there. Thon the sbeniff's men
came up on the stage, and I was frigbt-
ened. 1 daron't tell you thon; you we-re
s0 inad. 1 did not know until after
tlîat you had reached it with that-
brand!"

"Hepavea forgive mie!" gréancd Alan,
turning away. "I was mati, I tlîiîk."

Amy crept up bobind itm and touched
bis shoulders.

"He forgave you long ago, Alan. And
ho made me go baek, long afterward-'.
two months after, I tlîink. But you had
i-anislied, and I-wecl. 3-ou had throwa
me away .Alan!"

"Amy, 1 was mad thon! 1 w-as mad
again this morning. because I nearl-
icearlv committed a itorse crime- than
that ethor. But I savî-d hlm for you. 1
tîîoughit iou wvor'» lus w-if-! Forgivo me
-if "ou -vt-r can!ý" Ho knelt before lier.
anud lifted the .-dgî' of ber cloakk to his
lips.

"Alan, to-day your love conî 1uered ov,-r
vour oth-r ,eit. To-day mv love foi-
kives aIl beüauýe or' that. Li my love
anvthing to", you now, Alan ?" sbc said
wïi t f u lv.

Hallant jumped Up.
-ut is mv lf-"he cried. And lie

laugli-d likeý a bo. a,. he drew lier iiito
lis arms and ki-st-d lier.
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This was the man w~ho had stolen
bis wife-this was the mani who had
ruined bis homo and made lus life a
dreariness! Fate bad delivered i into
bis hands-at la st-at last!

Not a muscle of Dr. Hallam's face
moved, but deep in bis soûl lbe laughed
aloud-mocking, savage laughter. It
only meant a slip of the knif e, a little
dilatoriness ln gatbering the ends of the
eut veins, and bis revenge would be cont-
plete!

Ris kaife made the first incision, and
in bis mnd ho rccalled the man's words
a few minutes ago: "Pull me tlirougoh for
miy wife's sake; we love each other sol"

His wife! The vorv %vords mocked
with exquisite crulty the man in whose
bands bis rival's life lay. But Hallant
never wavcred. H1e worked with an ex-
quisite, refined skill th~at beld the
Watchers dumb in admiration.

-An hour later hie turned away. His
task was completed; neyer had hie done
bis woUk 8 w-cl, and hoe heard the
Wondernient in Bickerstoth's toue as lie
mnurmurcd the one word: "M-Narvelous!"
Thon lhe hurried from the room.

Ife neyer quite kncw how lie lived
tbrouglb the rest of that dav, lbe clenchied
bis tecth, and then smiled wistfully
wheitn Biekerteth rang up to say that
J)avid Carter wxas doing wondrfully.

Tîtat evening hle sat in bis study atone,
anI al the world seemod quiet. Ho filt
vert- tired; these operations always
Maile i feel very tirod; and the even-
inzs were stîli lonosome, evon as that
othi r eveningy long ago w-hen-. But
Ilii 'would not think cof thiat. Colorado
hla- takeün awav bis wifo arîd had given

innro. after the snowstorn o f auUI7
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