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THE SUPREME CHANCE

By H. M. Egbert
(Copyright by W. G. Chapman.)
"Of my brother Philippe, my dear

father, I have heard, nothing, though
family unhappiness cot him off from
our circle so many years I am sure
that he is fighting on the side of
Prance."

Capt Jean Janvier laid down his
pen and stared out into the gathering
darkness. It was his eight hours off
duty, but, exhausted though he was,
and longing for the repose of his
strawhed in the excavation under the
hill, he was"writing a letter home.

It was odd that he was thinking so
insistently of Philippe, his wayward
brother. The family came from Al-

sace. After the war of 1870, when
the Germans annexed that province,
they migrated to France, always hop-
ing to return when the despoiled ter-
ritory had lieen regained. Philippe
had visited Thann, where their ex-

tensive interests were, to carry on
the wine business. But, after a bit
ter quarrel, he had cut himself adrift;
for some years nobody knew what
had become of him.

Capt. Janvier felt tenderly toward
the brother whom he had not seen for
so long. His own life had gone hard-
ly. The girl to whom he had become
engaged, Celeste Paquin, had broken
off a few months earlier, acknowledg-
ing that she loved another. Capt
Janvier had gone to war in a spirit
of elation; having nothing more to
live for, he hoped to give his life for
his country.

He started; he had almost fallen
asleep. The sentries in the trenches
were exchanging fitful rifle shots
with the enemies. Some instinct,
which he could not analyze, impelled
the captain to make the tour of the
lines once more. It was now dark
and one could walk behind the
trenches, where the reserves were
posted, under canvas or in farm
Rouses, without fear of being fired J

upon. As the angle which the com-
pany held was an exposed one .and
always liable to a 'dangerous assault,
Janvier scrambled out of the excava-
tion and began to cross the plowed
field which lay between the lines and
the road where the supports lay.

The field seemed entirely deserted.
No pickets were stationed here be-

cause the telephone lines, which
crossed it in all directions, sufficed
to call up the reserves when they

The Tall Figure Deliberately Severed
the Telephone Line

were needed. As Capt. Janvier
reached the road, however, a tall fig-

ure in a French officer's cloak, came
up at a stride. A little distance away
Janvier saw the insulated telephone
wire cross the white road like a low
worm traversing the interval between
field and field.

Stooping down, the tall figure de


