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The story which follows is a story of tha tri-
wrioh of o woman's humane impulse over the
halveds engendered by war. [IU is mot @ pure
compasmon that trinmpha—not an

1w patlse of
nel—as was the case

irreduciole femintne sl
Fduard Keyserling'a little master
piece, which appeared in The
Tribune Sunday Magazine of June 11 last.
The motive here is somewhat more personal
and self-interested. It ia the realization by a
rife and mother, with o husband at the front,
that he. too, may be standmg in direst need of
help within the enemy’s lines, whach prompts
her to go to the rescue of o French soldier
wonunded m the fighting in one of the cities of
Such eonsiderations

in Comnt
“Qimons,”

yithwrestern  Alsace,
hould have
right-minded personsa, even in war time. But
war too frequently barazhes reason, and in the
estraordimary vindiciivencss and ravagery of
‘he preseat war the rule “Do unto others as
I sthers do unfo you" has been

weinht with all reasonable and

gon wonld hare
hemored much more itn Lhe bHreach than in [he
obcervance.

The touch
el.ses and lays stress on—its sanity and whole-
rosmenese of fecling—are therefore all the more
ayreeable and commendable. The spirit of
husmanity still lives bemeath the surface of

war's ruthlessness and passion.

of malure which this story dis-

and the open spaces of the little town
had ceased.

The French were driven back in wild rout
throagh the wooded hills The thunder of the
cannon had died away, and only seattering
shots now and then from the border of the
woods told the inhabitants that the pursuit of
the enemy continued.

Frau Hanna Biidenkamp, who, with her
children at her side, had knelt long in ardent
prayer, raised her head now and then and
listened.

After the eandle had burned down and the
last ray of sunlight had vanished outside the
iron-barred cellar window one could hardly
see his hand before his fuce, But the children
no longer shrieked and wept. They merely
clung tight, still frightened and trembling, o
her skirt. The grandfather, who in the first
hours of the battle had prayed aloud or every
now and then spoken cheeringly and reassur-
ingly to his daughter, had now fallen asleep
and sat erumpled up in a corner, surrounded
by wine casks and bottles,

The young wife felt for him in the gloom
and shook his shoulder.

“Grandfather, there is no more firing in the
city. Wake up grandfather!”

But it was a long time before the old man
fully understood her. Drunk with sleep, he
stumbled up, opened the cellar door and listened
for signs of life or movement upstairs. As all
was still in the barred and bolted house, he
shuffled up the steps, looked into the kitchen
and the adjoining rooms and, finding nothing,
called his daughter and the grandehildren up
out of their hiding place.

Unsteadily the three stole up the creaking
stairs into the lighted sleeping room, where
Frau Hanna at once put the children in their
beds. In their exhaustion they had forgotten
hunger and thirst. Again and again she
kissed their round, tear-stained faces, That
night she said their evening prayer alone.
Only the grandfather, who sat breathing
heavily in his armchair, mumbled a few
words in accompaniment, his white head sunk
on his breast and his eyes half shut.

#And forgive us our trespasses as we
give those who trespass”

By that time he was again pound asleep

The young wife shook herzelf together with
4 violent effort, being also on the point of
yielding to her overpowering fatigue. She
took & few steps toward the bureau, where

rl'\ll}: fighting in the streets, the squares

for

i il

stood a picture of her husband, who for weeks
had been fighting somewhere at the front.
Sohbing, she gazed at the smiling face under
the glass.

“Franz!" she called, helplessly.

But her outstretched arms remained empty.
Her timid cry echoed back to her. She was
«1] alone in her great fear and need.

She had strength enough to open the door
which led back into the kitchen and to ghut it
agsin softly. Then she sank unconscious into
a chair which stood near by, striking her head
hard against its thick wooden back. How long
<he sat there she could not tell. A current of
enol night air came in from somewhere—and
the rustling noise of the trees in the garden,
which lay just beyond the kitchen.

The feeling that a door must have been left
open finally roused the young wife. And there
—there—what was that that forced her to
turn her head with a start? A groan, loud
sort which she was sure
It rose above the

and agonizing—of a
she had never heard before.
murmur of the wind, the rustling of the trees,
the far-off echo of footsteps and the dull noises
from the inner part of the town, from which
the French had been driven after hours of
fighting. .

Frau Hanna was suddenly herself again,
strong and fresh, Down there in the garden
somebody lay wounded—her neighbor, per-
haps, who had ventured out of his house too
soon—the neighbor's wife—or a friend—a
relative from the town, who knew that she had
stayed in the suburb alone with her children
and her old father, and wanted to look after
her and help her. And he had been struck by
those terrible missiles—perhaps shot down by
some retreating Frenchman whose path he had
crossed.

Oh, how she hated those enemies, with their
pale, black-bearded faces and their dark,
malicious eyes!

But now they were gone—driven roughly out
by the incoming German soldiers. The town
was German again—safely German., Good
GGod, it must remain German unless all that
was right and holy was a deception and a lie!

The young wife straightened up her tired
body and brushed the dishevelled blond hair
out of her face. A half an hour before she
had trembled in fear and horror of the French
invaders. Now as the groaning down below
grew stronger and stronger she no longer felt
any fear,

She stepped into the kitchen, crossed the
floor and loosened the bolts of the heavy house
door, which opened into the garden.

There everything was still, except for the
bleating of the two goats in the stable which
they had forgotten to milk. High up over the
trees the moon floated and the stars shone.

A smell of smoke was In the air. From over
there where the broad main street of the town
can came & sound like the rattle of wheels on
the pavement and the flash of scurrying lan-
terns, Then all was darkness again—pitchy
darkness on all sides.

The young wife lighted the stable lantern,
«till standing upright on the wheelbarrow in
which the grandfather had brought yesterday
from the meadow the last remnants of forage
for the goats. Her fingers trembled—for there

there came once more that fearful groaning.
It came from the midst of the old ditched-in
pea vine bed, on whose edge stood the tall sun-
flowers and the gay-colored, long-stemmed
asters, whose first blooms she had stuck as a
bouquet in the muzzle of Franz's rifle when he
woent away.

The little wooden gate which led into the
garden ¢tood open, Some palings of the side
fence were broken. The shrubbery was crushed
and the children’s little carefully tended flower
bed was trodden down,

With her body bent forwsrd the young wife
picked her way among the trees, clenching her

struck down by a French bullet, had bheen
slowly bleeding his life away.

Frau Hanna lifted the luntern higher as she
stood by the uprooted pea vine bed.

A dark body lay there, stretched out at full
length. Both hands clutched the damp earth.
The eyes were fixed—wide open—black, terri-
fying eyes. Dishevelled black hair under a
kepi of foreign make: the blue coat thrown
open; below the coat red, flaming red, trousers
—almost as red as the blood which showed on
the white shirt just over the heart,

Frau Hanna stared, terror-stricken, at the
waxen-colored, distorted face, Didn't the arm
raise itself? Didn't the hands move menacing-
ly and angrily?

With a ery of alarm she
ran through the garden and past the stable.
Now, thank God! she was in the house again,

No friend-
Frenchman was in her garden, one of the

gtumbled back,

no German—Ilay down there. A

enemy who had brought so much evil on her
and on all the others, who had only wisbed to
live in peace

What had she intended to do when ghe went
impulsively out into the
garden? To bring help? Yes, she would
gladly have given aid to a German. But to a
Frenchman—never! He might bleed to death?
But to move & hand to save him, so that Ger-
many would have one more enemy—Never!

so quickly and

>

still there.

“Yranz!" she pleaded, distractedly.

But he did not answer. She had heard
nothing of him for three long weeks, She did
not know whether he was hungry or well fed,
whether he had a bed to sleep on or was
lying stiff and cold in alien soil.

“Franz!"” sobbed the young wife.

What happened then all at once? What
vision was that which suddenly came to her?
By what weird, mysterious mental process
could it have heen evoked?

A dear, familiar figure, lying wounded unto
death. Darkness, terror and loneliness. Alien
soil, alien inhabitants, to whom he groaned
aloud in his suffering, and who did not hear
him—who would not hear him.

“Franz!" cried Frau Hanna for the third
time. She cried so loud that the old man in
the armchuir started up in spite of all his
drowsiness and weariness. Even the tired
children lifted their heads.

“Papa!"” said the smaller one, half dream-
ing.

The next minute Frau Hanna was standing
beside her father and shaking his arm.

“Grandfather, for God's sake, grandfather,
don't go to sleep again! There is some one
lying down there in our garden, wounded,
bleeding to death, He will die if you go to
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me to carry him into the house!”

The old man blinked a couple of times into
his daughter's troubled face. Then he hurried
with her, as fast as his old legs could ecarry
him. He said nothing and asked no questions.
He did not even feel the cold night wind blow-
ing on his haggard, emaciated breast, which
had been so often racked with violent spells of
coughing. He ran after his daughter to the
stable and into the garden, stumbling over
shrubbery and roots and rubbing hid eyes
again and again with his hand, so as to be
quite awake and useful. He followed her until
she pulled up with a start, gathering her forces
together so that she could stand firm, whatever
happened.

The wounded man now lay quite still. His
groaning had ceased, his eyves were closed.
One hand, which before had clutched the earth,
was now lifted and held in its stiffened fingers
an object which it had half drawn out of the
pocket of the opened coat.

#Is—is he—is he dead?” whispered the young
wife in alarm.

“Yes, he is dead, grandfather,” she cried
aloud.

The old man bent over, lowering the stable
lantern which he had taken from his daughter’s
trembling hands,

“Take hold,” he said. “The blood is still
flowing. No, not that way, Hanna. You must
take him by the legs.”

She obeyed. The flickering light of the lan-
tern confused her. She no longer saw an alien
face with coal black hair—an alien uniform.
She saw only blood, that trickled slowly across
the breast of a loved one, stained the white
skin and ran even to the heart, which seemed
suddenly to stop and never, never beat again.

“No,"” ghe sobbed; “Merciful God, no! Franz
lives. He must live for our sakes,”

So she helped her father carry the stranger
into the house. Slowly, carefully, step by step
through the garden and the paved stable yard.
Then up the stairs to the door of the room in
which for two nights past her bed had stood
unused by the side of her absent hushand's.

The grandfather looked up, breathing hard
under his heavy, almost lifeless burden. He
did not know whether his daughter would
permit this half-dead stranger to be carried
through that door into her own bedroom.

But she had already pushed the door open
with her elbow. Something drove her on,
fﬂ}‘ced her to forget all her antipathy to her
alien guest. She knew one thing only: “What
you do for this man here, may others do to
your husband over there in their country!”

Now the wounded man lay on the wide bed,
on which dropped and crumbled the black
»arth clods which had clung to the cloth of his
uniform.

But Frau Hanna did not notice that. Nor
did she notice the dust and dirt stains on the
body, from which her father had removed the
coat in order to look at the wound. The pulse
beat still; the heart throbbed weakly, He was
not dead yet, the French soldier, who, fleeing
and in suffering, had gought refuge in her
quiet, peaceful German garden.

Frau Hanna had brought water, bandages
and some antigeptics. The old father had
more than once bound up a wound and under-
stood thoroughly how to do it,

He washed the unconscious goldier, stemmed
the flow of the blood with wadding, speaking
no word which betrayed a consciousness that
it was an enemy for whom he was performing
this truly Good SBamaritan service. Had he
forgotten that only a few hours ago, down

‘here in the gloomy cellar, he had consigned
all Frenchmen to destruction—that he had
clcm:lmii in anger the hands with which he
was going to strangle every I
el s ik Wt ¥ Frenchman who

. The great excitement under which she.had

Hanna to do.

The father pulled the covers up over the
wounded man, laid compresses on his brow
and listened again to the beating of his heart,

Near by the children slept in their beds.
The night became darker and stiller. The
picture of the far-away father smiled under
its glass. -- 157

The young wife stole silently out of the

been laboring had quieted down. She bit ber
teeth togetber so as not to cry out in the md-
den fit of doubt and perplexity which pow
seized her, She had an enemy in her house!
She had perhaps saved his life so that lster be
might.take another's life, Had she done right!

The lantern, still burning, stood on the win-
dow case by the stairway, where her father
had placed it. And right in front of her,’on
the uppermost step, lay a strange, black object
—the same that the wounded man had held
fust in hig fingers dewn there in the gardes,
and which he had dropped when they carried
him upstairs. Frau Hanna bent over sod
picked it up. It was a pocketbook of scratehed,
dingy leather, with blood stains on it which
were still moist.

The young wife's fingers shook so that the
pocketbook fell again to the floor and lay there
opened. All sorts of papers slipped out, aad
at her feet she saw an upturned photograph of
two children, who seemed to be about the same
age &s the two children sleeping in their bels
across the way.

Quickly Frau Hanna enatched up the pict
ure. Something was written at the bottom'el
the white cardboard—quite awkwardly, just ¥
awkwardly as her little boy had scratched
“God keep you, dear papa,” on the p
of herself and the children which Frans b
smilingly stuck in the pocket of his field gray
uniform when he was called away to wan °

“Uertainly the good God will keep me, chik
dren, if I have your picture with me,” he had
said. I

This was also a children’s picture. AlS
child’s handwriting in big, stiff French letters

The young wife read, spelling it out and
sinking her head deeper and deeper over
she read:

“Que Dieu te protége, cher Papal” - ¢

For a while she stood there, unable to &8
prehend at once all that was passing 6%
fusedly through her mind. Then she bresthe
a deep breath of relief. A smile came in®
her stern, set face—the first smile in’ many
weeks, warm, motherly and full of love.

So she turned again, softly pushed ajat
door of the room where the old man stood ¥
the bedside of the wounded French soldier boié
ing the outstretched hand which had weskly
sought his own. 5

“He lives,” exclaimed Frau Hanps est¥
antly, “He must live, just as our own
fathers must live, for whose safety M."
dren tremble and pray.”

She stepped to the bed, looked into the wid
open, pleading eyes, saw & face haggard ir®

She raisd
‘ol

continued privations in the field.
the hand in which she held the strange ©
dren's photograph, with the mdn'iﬂ*
tion: “Que Dieu te protége, cher Pl"'"—
Quietly she laid the picture on the bed &
and saw how the two waxen-yellow M
grasped it. Then she heard two French
dren’s names weakly spoken. She
went out again—to her owa W"
smiling photograph of her husband.
There she sank on her knees. g
“Franz,” she cried out, half lsughiag.}
weeping, “you will live like this fathet,
I have kept safe for his children's
s0 wills,"
The face in the mu.aihd-'“"
but proudly and self-¢ccnfidently, 88 "
German fighters smile. !




