2—B

JUNE 26, 1921. -

THE CHARLOTTE NEWS, CHARLOTTE, N. C., SUNDAY MORNING,

- e

ol 3T -
.

—

NE fall morning Garth pauscd

on the threshold of the inspes-

tor's office, and, surprised and

curious. glanced quickly witn-

in. It was not so much
that Nora sat by the window, clothed
in her habitual black, nor was his in-
terest quickened by "he fact that she
knitted deftly on amupe heavy, egray
garment. Rather his concern cantered
&én the inspector who had left his desi
and whose corpulent, lethargic figure
moved about the réom with an excep-
tional and rccentric animation. Yo
ense Lhe perceptible strain Garth spoke
to Nora.

“Seems to me you knit no marter
« where you are."

“Wh=n one knits [ir the hospitals.’
she answered. “ony place will do. I
had aoped my exsmnale nught quiet
father. I only dropped in for a chat,
and look at him. What a welceme!
I'm afraid, Jim, he hus something dis-
agreeable for you.

The inspector paused and sat on the
edge of his dogk. -
“NMavbe so. Masbe not,” e rinmbled.

“1 don’'t ike working through the dark,
gsno I don't like to ask anybyly else Lo
do it. T've got to, though. Chear up?
Garth. I'm asking you."

He raised his pap>r cuitef and jab-
bed at the~desk with a massive petu-
lance.

“Bver since I got down this morn-
ing,” he went on, “I've been hound-
ed hy telegrams and long-distance
calls. Well? Do vou want a holiday?
It's apt to be a hell of a holiday. Ex-
cuse me, Nora."

“1 =ee,' Garth said. “Something out
of town.

“That's the rumpus,” he answeral,
and Garth saw that his eyes were not
guite steady. “Don’t know anything
about it myself unless they'd like Garth
io chase a few spooks. Here's the lav-
out. It's a man who's done me a good
many favors, There's no secref—po-

litical ones. I'm in his debt, and he's
asked me for a good detective, niind
vou, (Garth, That's the queer side, the

side I don't like. He insists on his
man's showing up as a guest, knowing
no more than a random guest would
know. Sounds like tommy-rot, but he
isn‘t sure himself there's anyvthing out
of the way. He wants vou, if you
take it up, to live quietly in the house,
keeping your eyes peeled. He expec‘s
vou to put him wise to the trouble or
to stake your reputation that thera
isn‘t any trouble at all Are vou will-
ing to jump into a chase blindly that |
way? He'd like the fellow that swung
the Hennion job, but if you turned it
down cold I couldn’t help it, could 17"

“Nonsense, chief' Garth answered
“Never heard of such a thing, but it
sounds interesting. I'll take a shot at

. "
L.

“Here's his name and address. Catch
the ten o'clock from the Grand Central
and you'll get up there tonight.”

Garth took the slip. Before placing
it in his pocket he glarfted it over.

“Andrew Alden." he saw. “Leave
Boston from North Station on four
o'clock train and get off at Deacon's
3ay."’

“T've heard of Mr. —" Garth began.

The inspector's quick, angry shake of
the head in Nora's direction brought
him to an abrupt pause. He walked to
Nora and took her hand. .

“Then 1 won't see yvou until after my
holiday,” he said with a smile.

“1 agree with father,” she said. "It
isn't safe to walk through the darl:.
‘Waon't you tell me where vou're going?”

“I'll leave that for the inspector,” hz
answered. *“I have to rush to pick up
my things on the way to the train.”

When Garth had left, Nora arose
and faced her father.

“Why," she asked, “wouldn™t you lst
Jim tell me the man's name?"

“What did you come down for this
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'out. Took it out of his boathouse a

L]
morning anyway? - No sense in your
getting upset. A detective bureau isn't
a nursery.”

“Politics!' she cried. “And Jim's
leaving from the Grand Central. I
know. He's going to Mr. Alden's at
Deacon's Bay. I see why you wouldn't
let him tell me."” ’

“Place is all right,” the Iinspector
said stubbornly. *You've seen it. You
were there with me two summers ago.
What's the matter with the place?”

“No use trying to pull the wool over
my eves,” Nora answered. “It's the
loneliest place I've ever seen, and you
ought to know I'd remember .Mr. Al-
den’'s big furnaces and machine-shop: I
read the papers, father. He's staying
up so late this year on account of the
enormous war orders he’'s taken. Yoa
know as well as I do that that mav
mean real danger for Jim. What did
Mr. Alden tell you?"”

“1 sometimes think, Nora, you'd make
a better detective than any of us.
Alden’s sick and nervous. I guess that's
all it amounts to. He's probably scared
some German svmpathizer may take a
pot shot at him for (illing thesa con-
tracts. And he's worried about his wife.
She won't leave him there alone, and it
seems all their servants, except old
John, have cleared out.”

“You said something to Jim about
spooks,” Nora prompted.

“Silly talk, Alden s=ays, about the
woods back of his house. You remem-
ber. There was some kind of a fight
there during the Revolution—a lot of
men ambushed and massacred. Serv-
ants got talking—said they saw things
there on foggy nights.” _

The inspector lowered his veice to a
more serious key.

““The angle I don't like is that Alden’s
valet was found dead in those woods
yesterday morninn. Not a mark on
him. Coroner, I believe, says apoplexy,
but Aiden’'s nervous, and the rest of the
halp cleared out. Alden and his wife
are alone with old John. Confound it,
Nora, I had fo send him somebody."

“But without a word of this!”

“Jim." he said_ ‘“‘can take care of him
self if anybody can. Seems to me
yvou're pretty anxious. Sure you haven't
anything to tell me about you and
him?" )
“I've nothing to tell you, father,"” she
answered. ‘‘Nothing now. I don't
know. Honestly, I don't know. I only
know I've been through one such ex-
perience, and if anything happeneq to
Jim that I could help, I'd never forgive
myself.”

» L] L .

The night had gathered swiftly be-
hind a curtain of rain. The last streak
of gray had long faded when Garth's
train drew up at Deacon’'s Bay station
—a small building with a shed like an
exaggerated collar about its throat. At
this hour there was no operator on
duty. Garth saw a horse angd carriage
at the rear. He walked to it.

“Could you drive me to Mr. Andrew
Alden's place?” he asked.

“Proobably you're the party I'm look-
ing for. If you're Mr. Garth from New
York, step in.”

Without warning, through an open
space, Garth saw a flame spring up-
ward, tearing the mist and splashing
the sky with wanton scarlet.

“What's that?”' he askedq sharply.

“Mr. Alden's furnaces,” he answercd.
Garth stirred. |

“] see. Iron. Steel. And now it
works night and day?" )

“On war orders,” the native an-
swered. “Now you wouldn’t think we'd
ever have got in the war, would you?
There's a whole town—board shacks—
to take care of the men—more'n fifteen
hundred of them."”

“None of my business,” the man went
on, “but it's funny Mr. Alden’s having
company- now."

“Mavbe vou'l] tell me why,’
couraged.

“Because,” the driver answered, “al-
though Mr. Alden stands to make a
pile of money, he's paying for it in
some ways. You didn't hear about his
yacht?"

Garth shook his head.

“Mayvbe some of these rough work-
men he's ‘got up from the city, or
‘maybe somebody wanted to pay him

he en-

few nights agq. started on a joy-ride,
I suppose, and ran it on the rocks."”
“Much loss?"” Garth asked.
& “Total, except for the furnishings
“Are you one of Mr. Alden's serv.
ants?"
The driver's laugh was uncomfort.
able. «
“That's what T meant about his hav-
ing company. There aren't any serv.

ants except *the old butlerA{: woman

from the village goes to gefl breakfast
and lunch for them, but she Wwon't stay
after dark.” %

“Why did the servants quit?”
“Mr. Alden’s right on the ocean—

owns, a big piece of this coast—woods
right down to the water. They've al.
ways told about a lot of soldiers be-
ing killed in those woods during tho
Revolution. All my Ilife I've heard
tulk about seeing things there. BServ-
ants got talking a few days ago—said
they saw shadows in grave clothes go-
ing through the woods. I laughed ut
that, too. But 1 didn't laugh when
they founfi Mr. Alden's valet yesterday
morning, dead as a door nail”
Garth whistled.
“Violence?"
| “Not a sign. Coroner says apoplexy,
but that doesn’'t convince anybody that
doesn't want to be™
They turned through a gateway, and,
across a broad lawn, he cgught a
glimpse of lights, dim, unreal, as one
might plcture will-g-the-wisps. But the
night and the mist could not hide from
Garth the size of the house, significart
i of wealth and a habit of comfort.
In response to his ring he heard a
step drag across the floor, but the dour
was not opened at once. Instead a
quavering voice demanded his identity.
With some impatience Garth grasg-
ed the knob, and, as he heard the car-
riage retreat towards the town, called
out:
“My name is Garth. I'm expected.”
“Thank heavens you've come, sic,”
the old man said.
“Then you know,” Garlh answeraa
“What's wrong here?"
“Who is that?  If it is Mr. Garth
bring him to me at once."
“I'm glad vyou've come. I—I was
afraid you mightn't make it.”
The man wore a dressing gown and
slippers. His hair was antidy. From
his cadaverous face eyes gleamed as if
with a newly-horn hope.. 1le put his
hands on the chair arms and started to
risa, then, with a sigh, he sank bhack
again.
“You'll éxcuse me,"” he said. “T've not
been myself lately. It is an effort for
me to get up, but I am glad to see you,
Garth—very glagd.”
A stifled &ound behind Garth caused
him to turn swiftly. He was in time
to see the distortion of the woman's

less tears sparkle in her eyes and fa'l,

which, after she had covered her face,
shook her in freeing themselves.

this unforseen breakdown. He took Al-
den's hand, but the other appeared to
have forgotten his presence.

“Don't, Cora,” he mumbled. *“You
mustn't de that any more. We areée no
longer—alone:”

Garth glanced from one to the othear,

may, whi moment by moment pe-
came more unavoidable.

At last Mrs. Alden resumed her .
ltrol. She faced Garth azllsioh:)gu‘:t.lc:allg't.m

she said wistfully. “And he's sick. Any
body can see that.”

Then we'll go back to Néw York. [I've

afford to take chances with that.”

{ to tell me, Mr. Garth, if it's anything.”

only house for two miles. You see ho

features increase, to watch the resiet-

to be shamed by the laborious sobs

He advanged, at a loss, shocked by

answering to the atmosphere of dis.

HE GRA?M ASK % Hi.--THE P

“A week or twe more,” Alden said,
“until the works are running right.

had trouble replacing unsatisfactory
workmen, and I can't make the govern-
ment wait.”

“You've a doctor?”’ Garth asked.

“From the village,” Alden answered.
“I'm afraid he doesn't understand me."”
“Then,” Garth said firmly, "I should
let the works go to blazes until I'd
looked after myself."”

“*It's nothing—cold, maybe a touch of
the gout. I sometimes suffer, and my
nerves are a little unde Too much
involved here, My. Garth. You couldn’t

“1 couldnt''’' he answered captiously.
“I'm not so sure about you."”

Mrs. Alden approached him timidly.
“You'll forgive our welcome? You'll
try to understand? You see we've no
servants but old John. Shall I tell him
to get you something—a whiskey and
soda?”

Garth shook his head.

“I never drink when I'm at work.”
He glanced at his watch. Mrs, Alden
caught the gesture. She walked to a
cabinet and measured her husband’s
medicine.

“It's time.” she sald as she gave it
to him, “that we all were in bed. Shall
I ring for John?"

“1'll ring,”” Garth answered, “a little
later. 1 shou.d be glad of a word
with your husband.”

“‘See here,” Garth explofled at last.
“There's no point in your closing your
confidence to me, It only makes mat-
ters a thousand times more difficult.
You afraid. Of what?"

“Don’t think,” he managed- to ggt
out “that I''m a coward. I'll stay. My
contracts will be carried through.”

““No,” Garth answered, “you're not
that kind of a coward. but there's some
thing else. Don‘t deny, Mr. Alden,
You're more than sick. You're afraid.
What is it?"

“A—a coward.”

The words stumbled out of his mouth

“But I don't know what it is. You're

“This rot about the woods and the
gpirites of dead soldiers?"” Garth asked.
Alden stirred. He nodded in the di-
rection of the rear casement windows.

‘Just across the lawn.”

*“You haven't seen?" Garth asked
sharply. \

“But," Alden said, “the servants—'

“Nonsense, Mr. Alden. That's one of
the commonest superstitions the world
over, that soldiers come back to the
baitlefields where they have died, and
in time of war—"

“If there's nothing in {it," Alden
whiskered, “why is it 80 common? Why
did my servants swear they had seen?
And the fog! We've had too much fog
lately—every night for a week, My
man died in the fog.”

Garth whistled.

“‘Could they have mistaken him for
you?" - :

“There were no marks on tH® body."”

“We are talking too much. I—I want
you to etay and judge for yourself.”

“Why,” he asked himeelfi “won’t
these people talk? What do they ex-
pect me to find in this house?"

850 he pressed the eleciric bell and
walked to the hall. He met John there.

“Please show me to my room,” He
said. ‘Mr. Alden’'s asleep. Perhaps
vou'd better speak to His wife before
you disturb him."” -

John bowed and let him upstairs.

“Goodnight, &ir,”" he said, opening
the door. "My you sleep well. It's
a little hard here lately.”

Garth closed the door, shrugging his
shoulders. . Of what a deNecacy the
threat must be to require such scrupu-
lous handling! “If there is anything,”
Alden had said. Garth brought his
hands togetier.

“There is something,” he muttered,
“‘something as dangerous as the death
Alden is manufacturing back there.”

He went to bed, but restlessness re-
turned to him. He had lost adeount of
time. He had been, perhanps, on the
frontier of sleep, for, 45 he sprang up-
right, he could not be all £t once sure
what had aroused him. A man's groan

the dafkness, came the affirmation—a
feminine scream, full of térror, abruptly
ended.
He threw on his clothes, grasped his
revolver, dashed down the stors, _and
gurst infto the living-room.
“Tell me what's"happened,” Garth
commanded.
The woman's volce was scarcely in-
telligihle.
~“I let him sleep here. Just now he
groaned. T ran in. Somebody—some-
thing had attacked him. I ran in. I—
I saw it.”
“Where?"
She pointed to the rear window.
“l saw it going out there. It was
fogegy. It went in the fog. 1 couldn’t—"
Garth sprang to the window, It was,
in faet, haif open. Before he could get
tht:ough Mrs. Alden had caught his arm.
“Don't follow. It isn’t safe out therd.”
“l want that man,” he said.
She pointed &t her husband.

“It's because I can't get him away,”

he thought. Suddenly, tearing through |
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Mrs. Alden’s outstretched hand, he no-
ticed, did not waver.
- “What does this mean?’ he cried.
“It means,”” she answered in,a tired
volice, ‘‘that if you read what is on that
paper vou'll leave me no choice.
shall have to shoot.”
Alden whimpered again.
fluttered to the floor and rested, white
and uncommunicative,
His face set. He pointed ac-
eusingly towards the rear window.
The gesture was clear to Garth. He
knew what it meant before his eyes
followed its direction. Before he had
he appreciated almost palpably
the new presence in the room. At the
moment it seemed inevitable to him
that the tense group should be joined
by a stronger force,

' and defined the situation with a brutal

The paper

i wife stumbled across and knelt beside

'understand. Look at me. Yon have

inspiration,

that came through the window, It is

all fog out there. Don't leave me alone.”

He thrust the revolver impatiently in
her hand.

“Thén take this. Not much use out-
side on such a night.”

The moon, he knew, was at the full, |
but its golden rotundity was heavily
veiled tonight. Garth could hear noth-
ing, but he waited breathlessly, still
straining his ears. This, he mused, was
the place where many soldiers had died
in battle, the setting for ghostly legends,
the spot where the servants had fancied
a terrifying and bodiless reanimation,
the death-bed of Alden’'s valet,

Without warning he stumbled -and
pitched forward to his knees. Reaching
out to save himself, his {ingers touthed
something wet, cold, and possessed of a
revealing quality which In one breath-
less moment drove into his brain the
excuse for those at the house. It was
necessary to sirip the mask of night
from the fdace of the one who lay, de-
feated and beyond resistance, in the
path of the shadowy army,

He took his pocket lamp from his
coat anda pressed the control. The light
fought through the fog to the face of
the old servant who a few hours ago
had begged to get Mrs. Alden away,
whose lips had been incomprehensibly
seuled.

Garth sprang to his feet. He knew
his limitations. He must have - help,
and now Alden must be made to talk.
He ran back to the house and stepped
through the window. The lamp had
been lighted. It shone on Mrs. Alden
who bent over the writing-table, her
gaze directed hypotically towards the
huddled man in the chair, Garth, since
he came from the rear, could not see
Alden’s face at first.

“Mrs. Alden,” he said, “1 found your
man, out therge—" '

“Not de—"*

Garth nodded.

“l must have help. Where's the tele
phone?" he asked.

He started for the  hall.

“Lock that window,” he said. “I've
left it open.

Suddenly he paused and turned. A
sound, scarcely human, had come from
the chair—a holloW an meaningless
vocal attempt, as though there were
were no palate behind it, no tongue to
shape its intention.

From where he stood Garth could
see Alden distinctly enough. His head
was sunk forward on his chest, Fie
fingers clutched powerlessly at #$he
chair arms. His eyes flashed with 2
passionate purpose which drew Carth
magnetically until he was close and
had stooped and was staring into them
with a curiosity almost as pronounced
as their eagerness.

“What is it, Mr. Alden?"” he asked.

Alden's lips moved. His throat work-
;gé His face set in a grotesque grim

“There's danger for all of us,"” Garth
oah"”d. “The time for silence has pass.
ed.

Garth drew back. Now when it was
too late Alden wanted to talk.

“Mrs. Alden,” Garth whispered. “Ynu
know your husband can’'t speak! Look
at him!

S_&ehturged on him.

“Why did you come? It i
fault.” i MR

Garth pointed at the cabinet whers

mare whimpering did not cease.
. Get something,” Garth directad.

The doctor must have left you a nar-
cotie.”

She walked with a pronounced lurch
to the cabinet where Garth beard her
umbling among the bottles, but he dia
not turn away from Alden. The im.
becile sounds stopped, but the lips
worked ineffectively again. One of tkre
hands moved slowly with an apparent
eanity of purpose. Garth realized that
it was motioning him back. Alden
started to rise. Garth saw his veins
swell and the emaciated muscles strain

the chair and braced his elbows
against the writing-table. He Brasp-
ed a pencil and wrote rapidly on 2
Eiece of paper, Garth understood, and
€ reached out for the sheet on whigh
Alden had written the words—perhaps
& warning, perhaps the truth—which

“Don't touch that paper.”

voice Garth could not deny. There was
no more tinkling of glass at the cabi-
net. He found it difficult to credit Mrs.
Alden with that clear, authoritative
command. He turned warlly and look.

“Look at him. He saw it {n the foxg

“Deon't Touch That Paper.”
Credit Miss Alden with
Authoritative

of the mysteries
and that worked ahead, he
could not doubt, to a graver issue for
Alden and himself.

The newcomer glided from the shudl.
ows by the window and moved to Mrs.
Alden's side—huge, powerful.
drawn low over his eyes, awd the thick
growth about the mouth, robbed
face of expression and gave to his zc-
tions a mechanical precision not ligh:-
to be disturbed.
volver from the woman.
“I couldn’t,”
read. It won't be necessary?”

the man answered in a
voice with a German accent, -“*but yna
Not in that way. It leaves

He took the

“Necessar

were right.
toa much evidence.

“No more death,” she cried. ‘'There

é.c’ls'wd rtH C&I‘Hﬁ

death,” he answered. “What are one
or two here?”

The voice carried as little expression
as the face or the figure, but an accent,
which Garth knew, hindered its flow,

clearness.

He turned at a slipping hehind him,
a heavy fall. Alden lay on the fluor,
his hand stretched towards the futils
spot of white heneath the tahle. His

him, restlessly fingering his shoulders,
“Andrew!” she cried. “You don't

to understand. I love you. Nothing
changes that.”

The newecomer moved to her, and.
without ralaxing his vigilanecs, grasped
her arm.

“Trere's too much to be dane tenight
for tears. Keep your waich.”

He indicated Garth.- .

“I'll come back and atit:nd to him
later."

She continued 10 stare at ancr hus-
band’s closed eyes.

“He knows now, hut vouv shan’t kil
him. I tell you vou shan't kill him.”

“When the occasion arises you \uQ
follow your duty,” he said.

He turned to Garth pointing to the
oak door in the regf corncr.

“You will go in there.”

A flashing recollection of Nora de-
cided Garth. Resistance now, he knew,
as he studied the great figure, would
mean the end, whereas, .T Le waited
and obeyed, the knife, sc reted in his
belt, offered a possible vacape,

“Wait!” the man snapp3d.

He thrust the revolver In Mrs. Al-
den’'s hand while he ran quickly over
Garth’s clothing. The thicknesss of
the belt escaped him. He found on'y
the pocket lamp.

“The telephone is disconnected,”” he
said evidently to reassure the woman.
“Your husbhand is too weak to leave the
house, and no one will come near it
until daylight. We won't cress that
bridge before we reach it.”

She shuddered.

The other opened the oak door and
motioned Garth to enter, e went
through, simulating a profound q\ejec-
tion, but actually reaching out again to
confidence. For the man would come
back to visit him with the silzat, un-
demonstrative violence that had done
for the two men in the woods, but Garth
would be waiting for him, behind the
door, with his knife. Therefore. wnen
the door was locked, he commencced
hopefully to examjine his prison.

The arrangement, nevertheless, gave
him one advantage. A single door to
guard removed the threat of a surprise.

In the center of the floor he found
a considerable heap of wood, probably
the fittings of the place. He scarcely
dared pause to examine it. He hur-
ried back to his post at the doorway,
removed the knife from his belt, joint-
ed it, and tested the point against his
finger. He didn't know how long his
respite would last. He couldn't haz-
ard a guess ag to the nature of the big
man's occupation. He could only esti-
mate its importance by the fact that
it had prevented the other's dealing
summarily with him. "

He stiffened at a stealthy movement
of the key in the lock. Garth could
not doubt that the German was about
to enter, to annihilate in his subtle
manner an enemy he believed unarmed.

With his left hand he braced himself
against the door-frame for the strike,
while with his right hand he lifted the
knife. The necessity of striking with-
out warning rsickéned him. He had
no choice. There was too much eager
help within ear-shot of an alarm.

The door hinges responded to a pres-
sure. The lamp had evidently been ex

has been too much death.”

‘“These days the world ' certain radiance a thing, scarcely de-

tinguished again, for he saw in the un-

finable ag human, prone

threshold. veyond g
Unexpectedly a brilliant tiuyy o

in his eyes and went ou:. |y, 5.0

he sensed the presence of sype, . 28

the sill, and he struck .:.,._\-.1._.:.__1_'I-_Hz;; )

all his force. He reachl oy [ vk

ness. The one on the uij j,, Mot
through. From somewnera p . 5 005
Garth heard the pa ‘e, of |.q "U8
feet. IS ieing
He fought away the cffusy o |,

i

flash, striving to locate 1. M o
rag entered. There heside 11, o b0
rubbish knelt a forn dariue (o o0 of
white darkness. = than i
~He moved noisslossyy  gup,
reached down and g=agpagi .
cLoulder, and, as tire shauliip t
ficm his tough, so he “ecoilw ‘:_r".f‘l!tij
quality that revealed tie procon. 3
his presence of a“woman. e
Through his amaze.aent he peay,
door close, but he felt sure o K}
now, Mrs. Alden was his ppig, o
hostage, if he chose, {or qis gy, .
unless, indeed, she had final. .. "
and come to his aid. § et
“Get up,”.he sail rougzhiv
The woman's sigh cinv .4

. e
““:7 bﬂ'_w

Something scraped baneath L-L '.u"_l“:'.
A tiny flame was bocn and op: 1:d
the base of the rubbis, S

Then the woman turaed slawiy ...
in the light of the flaige. ';.'l-i_!“-_'l(_-_‘.!ll:.l

into Nora's excited eves unj
face.

Incredulous, he gras ha
lifted her to her feet, ?::'l.é’ 571_: ‘132}2&
growing flame strucz a ‘g, ..-,,,',1 k"f
knife, drove into his brein 4 ) .00
tion of the monstrous visnndersynein.
which had nearly invoived th m""'”"‘
speakable disaster.

"(_i'ﬂod God, Nora! [ ne1rly—ji |ijag
to— i

Her smile grew.

“I didn't know wha' T shog'1 vl m
here. T couldn’t afford to take chanops -

“But I left You in New York. ™ .l‘D
wen on uncertainly. “How i1 +.
come? Why are you here?” A

“No time for explanations now " <h.
answered quickly, “We must gat o
of here.” ' '

“The door has been shut.” ha aid
‘I'm afraid—locked. Why did voy ligh
that fire?"

She ran across, grasped the knoh
then commenced to beat with hsy fise
at the tin. -Suddenly she stopped. Hor
shoulders dropped. '

“No use,” she whispered. *'She mus
have come in. She won't open naw"

Garth hurried to her side.

*I don’t understand,” he said, “buy
it's evident we are caught here. apg
that fire has been fixed—a sigznal»

She nodded.

“Why did you light it?”

“Because,” she answered dully, "}
had to burn tonight."”

The crisis they faced was clear to
him.

“Nora! Tm a minute this room wil
be a furnace.”

He imagined from the excitement
still flashing in her eyec tha' she did
not quite realize, but =n: spo’i= wity
out regret and her words carried the
shocking fatality of the German's

“I'm sorry, Jim. but if I had known
we woulg be caught—"

The vapor cut her voice. He reached
blindly towards her through the smoke

“Nora."

His heart leaped as she swaved &
little, Then he heard the grating of
the key in the lock.

Nora turned the knob. Ha pushei
against the door. They stumbled into
the next room, breathing deeply the
fresh clean air.

Alden’s prostrate form lav just with
in. His wife stood across the room by
the hall door, the revolver held lis:
lessly in her hand.

Garth caught the meaning of th
tableau. -He glanced with admiratim
at the sick man, appreciating the bitle
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the medicine was kept. The night-

as he literally dragged himseelf out of

his tongue had been unable to form. |}

There was a new quality about the

" Donse BROTHERS.

. SEDAN

When comfort is complete
and cost of operation at the
minimum there is little more
to be desired in a closed car.

The Sedan adds to those qual-
ities real beauty of design
.and excellent good taste.

The gasoline consumption is unusually low g

The tire mileage is urrosnally high

Caldwell, Tredenick &

Lambeth, Inc.

8 W. First St.
CHARLOTTE, N. C.
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Phone 724

ed into the muzzle of -his own-revolver. ¢




