IN BRUGES, 1917

hands, and started to prepare the din-

S
ueAt three o’clock General von Ald-
heim entered with his aide, and closed
the door of his room.

Elspeth, too afraid to be left alone,
had remained in the kitechen with
madame. Five minutes passed, and
then there came a roar of rage from
the room above. The sentry was
called, and finally madame and the
two girls were summoned.

¢“Fas anyone passed this door, sen-

during the time you were on
duty?’’ the General questioned.

““No one, meinherr,”” the sentry

ered, ‘‘and no one has come up-
:::i:s except the Fraulein here who
went to her room for ﬁv.e minutes,
but who returned 'downstalrs without
stopping or speaking.’’ %

“Vou have not been asleep ?

¢“] have not, meinherr.”’

«“Someone has been in the room,
nevertheless. Papers are missing, and
there is red ink on another paper
which did not have red ink on it this
morning. The ink bottle is half
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em'll‘)li;i:'General turned to his aide and
gaid, ‘“Weissner, kindly go to the
wireless station yourselfz and send off
the special messages which you know
are Necessary as a result of the loss
of that paper. As you go out send
me the sentry posted in the street, ?.’nd

1 will handle these women .myself.
The aide went downstairs and out
the house, and an extra sentry,
with fixed bayonet, entered the room.

«You may sit down,’’ the General
gaid to the three women as he waved
his hand toward some wooden chairs
ranged against the wall. ““You make
me nervous.’’ He turr;ed to the sen-

by the door and said, f‘Telephone
for the woman who e)(tlaxtmnes W}(;n;in

3 0 searc e
gor::en?’m and a squa

'l‘ht; two sisters were standing ha.nd
jn hand. Elspeth’s eyes were wide
with fright, but Marianne looked

and more sane than she had

looked for months.
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Elspeth was tired, the strain of the
morning was telling upon her, and
she knew better than the others what
would happen now. She dropped
wearily into the plain wooden chair
and comfortably crossed her legs.

The General had his back turned,
but in a mirror which stood on his
desk, he saw the red ink on Elspeth’s
petticoat. He jumped up, his face
livid.

““You little devil,”’ he shouted. ‘‘ All
the time you were a spy. And you
used the honest love of Carl to pro-
tect yourself while carrying on your
work. Oh, I will be even with you
for what you will have made him suf-
fer with your innocent face. Sentry,”’
he said to the one woman that now re-
mained in the room, ‘‘when the auth-
orities have finished the examination,
you may give her to the soldiers, the
more the better. She will be shot any-
way at sunrise.’’

The end of the order was drowned
by a scream from Marianne. Elspeth
had fainted and fallen from her
chair. Madame Cortlandt fanned her
with a mnewspaper hastily snatched
from the table, and the sentry drop-
ped his bayonet to help the old wo-
man to lift Elspeth onto the ecouch.
The General turned his back to the
group and picked up his own tele-
phone.

No one was looking for Marianne.
She stood in strained silence as if lis-
tening, her face transfixed. She slip-
ped her hand into the large pocket of
her apron and lovingly fingered the
weapon she felt there. It was Carl’s
revolver which, with the cunning of
the insane, she had taken from his
desk. She drew it from her pocket and
took careful aim at the General’s
back. No one saw her movement.
Suddenly three shots rang out. Two
were fired at the General and they
killed him instantly. With the third
shot, Marianne took her own life, and
died under the impression that her
act had somehow saved Elspeth.

At the sound of the shots, the see-
ond sentry, who had been telephoning



