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The Hour by The Clock your bru1tesoldiOffi did ene Canadian

<Coutiud frein page 13.) He looked up. Hie words seemed to
Shouts and tumuit and babies crying meit inte the blue. A suddeu shadow
-hungry, miserable ifants, offspring swept over the faces below. Tbey
of desperate and patient women. How looked up at the sound. It was an air-
miuch longer could the news be kept ship, heralded by a screarn frein Frau
fromn the mass? What sign could they Bo>hel on the balcony. Flying low and~
bave to unite them against or for the at slow speed, it seemed almost to col-
powers rullng Berlin? lide with -the balcony, and it trailed

Poor Pleigman was swallowed inthe a rope that likeI a miracle struck par-
crowd. But f rom his suffocating .alysis into the gang of hangmen., On
cranny of the stale masses of flesh and the end of the rope was a wjeight that
e1ethes lie could aee a ribaxnd of white stretcbilà't.~ , -bber xrope reinforced
-the balcony of the hotel;~ iipn it one with elastic! The man in l<haki hurl-
lone figure-the Captaixi whose papers e ,d hilmself froin the' r~ail, and to a
lie had sworn to delivei to ?r'au Bobel. gi,ýat- uxbelieving grunt of the croWd,

A group of men on the balcony, blue- turning ta escape bis f ail, hie caugbt
grey; lie in the dull khaki, wlth its. the rope trail of the long-siky-line. H-il
dot of an fron crbss, in the midst of~ llung weight stretchecl4be rope as the
the- Slowly the eyjt df ail were machine zoomed dlean up. gaid ovèr
tu ,rned to that ba1cony; a lht4red baud- as. the biplane swung away lie
thousand eyao. and more; eyes that went up--- j

could make out the glint of tha t kbaki, "Iknew it," mumbled Pleigman. «'I
knowlng wlio it was--- knew they.n6ver would 1iàgý 1dm. If

"Kluck!" Pleigman beard tbem say; lie dies, it le the death of a hero, not
tbey~ hàiLésen bis face lu th e 'dwç of a traitor. 'My captaîn!" 7. - i

papers; seen hlm on the street; him 1Somewhiere in its mad career over
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