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she asked. "1 thought you were to de
pend on them for scouting.”

“We shall use them, but they are
the least tried of all the new re
sources.” ha sald. “A Gray aeroplane
may cut a Brown aeroplane down be-
fore it returns with the news we want.
At most, when the aviator may descend
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low enough for accurale observation
he can see only what s actually belng
done. Feller would know Westerling's
plans before they were gven in the
first steps of execution. This"—play-
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S8YNOPSIS.

At their homs on the frontier between
Browns and Grays Marts Gailand and
mother, entertaining Colonel Wester-
of the Grays, e taln Lanstron,

intalligoncs officer of the Browns,
ured by a fall in his aeroplane. Ten
later. Westarling, nominal vice but
chief of staff, reinforces Bouth La

r, meditates on war, and speculates on

the comparative ages of himaslf and Mar-
who is visiting in the Gray eapital
seterling omlls on Marta Bhe talls him
of her teaching children the follles of war
and martial patriotism, hof! him to pre-
vent war while he is chief of staff, and
fots that If he makes war
rowns hoe will not win. On the march
with the 534 of ths Browna Private Btran-
. mnarchist, decries war and played-
g patriotism and s placed under arrest
lonel Lanstron everhearing, begs him

. Lanstron calls on Marta &t har homs.

s talks with Feller, the glnrdmr. Marta

la Lanstron that she bslleves Faller to

a spy. Lanstron oonfesses it s true

CHAPTER VI—Continued.

“Oh, it's you, Lanny—Colonel Lan
@#tron!” he exclalmed thickly. “1 saw
4hat some one had come in here and
paturally 1 was alarmed, as nobody
®ut myselt ever enters. And Miss Gal-
fand!” He removed his hat deferential-
By and bowed; his stoop returned and
4o lines of his face drooped. 1 was
#o stupld; it did not occur to me that
you might be showing the tower to
Solonel Lanstron.”

*We are sorry to have given you &
fright!” sald Marta very gently.

“Eh? Eh!" querled Feller, again
dea!. “Fright! Oh, no, no fright. It
might have been some boys from the
town marauding.”

He was about to withdraw, in keep-
ing with his circumspect adherence
to his part, which he played with a

cerity that half-convinced even him-
?t at times that he was really deal,

hen the fire fiickered back suddenly
fo his eyes and he glanced from Lan-
stron to the siairway in desperate in-

quiry.

"Walt, Feller! Three of us share
the secret now. These are Miss Gal-
fand's premises. 1 thought best that
she should know everything” sald Lan-

“BEyverything!” exclalmed Feller.
*Byerything—" the word caught in his
throat. “You mean my story, too?" He
was neither young nor old now. “She
fnows who I am?” he asked.

“His story!" exclaimed Marta, with
& puszied look to Lanstron before she
turned to Feller with a look of warm
sympathy. “Why, there is no storyl
You came with excellent recommenda-
tlons. You are our very efficlent gar
dener. ‘That is all we need to KDow.
fan't that the way you wish it, Mr.
Feller?”

*Yes, just that!” he sald softly, rals-
fog his eyes to her, “Thank you, Miss
Galland!™

He was golng after another “Thank
you!" and & bow; golng with the slow
wtep and stoop of his part, when Lan-
stron, with a masculine roughness of
fmpulse which may be sublime gentle-
t:-,‘:wuu bim around and seized his

in & firm caress.
. "Forglve me, Gustave!” he begged.
#Forgive the most brutal of all in-
guries—that which wounds a friend's
pensibilities.”

*“Why, there is nothing I could ever
Bave to forgive you, Lanny,” he sald,
peturning Lanstron’s pressurs while
for an Instant his quickening muscles
gave him a soldlerly erectness. Then
thuund-muodmmormn
»And you found out that

"Mllhwmhpmcdto
the whole story? Tell me, hon-
astly!”

“Yea."

*You nwn-ndmdmum
ﬁulm.mo.llnl."huldmu
.mm.'udmmnqw
o observe. 1 am sorry”—he paused
head down for an Instant—"very
to have
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disappeared around a turn
and they listened without
til the sound of hia slow,
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ing the thought happily—"this would
be the ideal arrangement, while our
planes and dirigibles were kept over
our lines to strike down theirs, And,
Marta, that e all,” he concluded.

“If there is war, the moment that
Feller's ruse is discovered be will ba
ghot as a spy? sha asked.

*] warned him of that' saild Lan-
stron. “He is & soldler, with & sol-
dler's fatalism. He sees no more dan-
der in thie than in commanding & bat-
tery In a crisis.”

“Suppose that the Grays win? Bup-
pose that La Tir is permanently
thelrs 7

“They shall not win!

“And yet, 1 don't know your plans
for him, Lanny. There s another thing
to consider,” she replied, with an ab
rupt change of tone. “But first lot us
leave Feller's quarters, We are in-
truders here.”

“A man playing deaf; a secret tels-
phone installed on our premises with-
out our consent—this is all I know s0
far,' sald Marta, geated opposite
Lanstron at one end of the ¢ircular
goat In the arbor of Mercury.

“Of oourse, with our 3,000,000
against thelr 5,000,000, the Grays will
take the offensive,” he sald. “For us,
the defensive, La Tir is In an angle.
It does not belong in the permanent
tactical line of our defenses. Never
theless, there will be bard fighting
here. The Browns will fall back step
by etep, and we mean, with relatively
small cost to ourselves, to make the
Grays pay a heavy price for each step
—just as heavy as we can.”

“You need not use euphonlous
terms,” she sald without lifting her
lashes or any movement except A
quick, nervous gesture of her free
hand. “What you mean is that you
will kill as many as possible of the
Grays, len't 187 And if you ocould kill
five for every man you lost, that would
be splendid, wouldn't 1t1”

“] don't think of it as splendid. There
{s nothing splendid about war," he ob-
jected; “not to me, Marta."

“And after you have made them pay
five to one or ten to ons in human
lives for the tangent, what then? Go
on! 1 want to look at war face to face,
tree of the willo'-the-wisp glamour that
draws on soldiers.”

"We fall back to our first line of de-
dense, fighting all the time. The Graya
occupy La Tir, which will be out of the
reach of our guns. Your house will
no longer be in danger, and we happen
to know that Westerling means to
make it his headquarters.”

“Our house Westerling's headquanr
ters!” she repeated. With & start that
brought her up erect, alert, challeng-
ing, her lashes fiickering, she recalled
that Westerling bad sald at parting
that be should see her If war came.
This corroborated Lanstron’s informa-
tlon. One side wanted a spy in the
garden; the other a general in the
house. Was she expected to make &
cholce? He had ceased to be Launny.

rigld as Westerling's toward her sec-
ond prophecy.

ling finds that I have been party to
I am in the secret, think of the poal-

continued, *“Has that occurred to you,
& friend, in making our property, our

only defense, a factor In one of your
plans without our permission?”

Her eyes, blueblack in appeal and
reproach, revealsd the depths of &
wound as they had on the terrace steps
pefore luncheon, when he bad been

it dead under his blow. Tha logie of

was, Indeed, more saored than patriotic
passion,
what he had done now that he Was
fres of professional influences.

“You are right, Martal” he replied.
“[t was beastly of me—there Is no ex-
cuse."

He looked around to ses an orderly
trom the nearest military wirelese sta-
tion.

“] was told It was urgent, sir,” sald
the orderly, In excuse for his {ntrusion,
as he passed a telegram to Lanstron.

Immediately Lanstron felt the touch
of the paper his features seemed to
take on a mask that concealed his
thought as he read:

trom statlon to me. Partow."

pected at Partow's office at eight the
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He personified war. Westerling per- = MK

sonified war. "1 suppose you have @W" f ,f {
sples under his very nose—in his very 7 , . -/
gtafl offices?” she asked = AL e

“And probably he has in ours,” sald
Lanstron, “though we do our best L
prevent it."

“What & pretty example of trust
among civilized nations!” she ex-
claimed. “You say that Westerling,
who commands the killing on his side,
will be in no danger. And, Lanny, are
you & person of such distinetion in the
business of killing that you also will
be out of danger?”

She did not see, as her eyes poured
her hot indignation into his, that hie
maimed hand was twitching or how
be bit his lips and flushed before he re-
plied:

“Each one goes where he Ia sent,
Iink by link, down from the chief of
staff. Only in this way can you have
that solidarity, that harmonious effl-
clency which means vietory.”

“An autocracy, A tyranny over the
lives of all the adult males in countries
that boast of the ballot and self-gov-
erning institutions!™ she put in.

“But 1 hope,” he went on, with the
quickening pulse and eager smile that
used to greet a call from Feller to “set
things golng” In thelir cadet days, “that
1 may take out a squadron of dirigibles.
After all this spy business, that would
be to my taste.”

“And If you caught s regiment in

“They Shall Not Winl They
Notl®

pext morning. He

;
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They must
pot!” Lanstron exclaimed, his tone &8

this treachery, as 1 shall bs now that

garden, our neutrality, which is our

apprised of a feeling for him by seeing

the chief of intelligence withered, He
understood how a friendship to her

He realized the shame of

“Take night express. Come direct

This meant that he would be ex-

z
H

T “ant that my affair?™ she asked.
“Aren’'t you willing to leave even that
to me after all you have been telling
how you are to make a redoubt of our
lawn, inviting the shells of the enemy
into our drawing-room ™

What could he say? «Only call up
from the depths the two passions of
his life in an outburst, with all the
torce of his nature in play.

*I love this soil, my country’'s soll,
ours by right—and I love you! I would
be true to both!"™

“love! What mockery to meation
that now!" she cried chokingly. “It's
monstrous!”

“l—]—" He was making an effort
to keep his nerves under control

This time the atiffening elbow falled.
With & lurching abruptness he swung
his right hand around and seized the
wrist of that trembling, injured hand
that would not be still. She could not
tail to nolce the movement, and the
sight was a magic that struck anger
out of her.

“Lanny, | am hurting you!" she cried
miserably.

“A little,” he sald, will finally domi-
nant over its servant, and he was
smiling ae when, half stunned and in
agony—and ashamed of the fact—he
had risen from the debris of cloth and

“Yet if thay should win and Wesater- twisted braces. “t's all ﬂ‘hl." he con-

cluded.
She threw back her arms, her head
ralsed, with a certaln abandon as it

tion of my mother and myself!” she | .ha would bare her heart,

“Lanny, thers have been moments
when I would have liked to fly to
your arms. There have been moments
when I have had the call that comes to
every woman in answer to & deslire,
Yet 1| was not ready. When I really
go it muet be in a fame, in answer to
your flame!"

“You mean—I—"

But if the flame weare about to burst
torth she smathered it in the spark.

“Apd all this has upset me,” she
went on incoherently. “We've both
been cruel without meaning to be, and
we're in the shadow of a nightmare;
and next time you come peérhaps all
the war talk will be over and—oh,
this 18 enough for today!"

She turned qulckly (n veritable fiight
and hurried toward the house,

*It 1t ever comes,” she called, “Tn
let you know! I'll fly to you in &
chariot of fire bearing my flame—I am
that bold, that brazen, that reckless!
For 1 am not an old mald, yet. They've
moved the age lmit up to thirty. But
you can't drill love into ma as you
drill dlecipline Into armiss—no, no
more than I can argue peace into
armles!”

For a whils, motionless, Lanstron
watched the polot where she had dis-
appeared.

CHAPTER VIl

e ~

Making a War.

Hedworth Westerling would bave
sald twenty to one if he had been asked
the odds agalnst war when he Waa
parting from Marta QGalland In the
hotel reception room. Before he
reached home he would have changed
them to ten to one. A BCAre bulletin
sbout the Bodlapoo affalr compelling
attention as his car halted to let the
trafic of a cross street paes, he bought
a newspaper thrust in at the car win-
dow that contained the answer of the
government of the Browns to a dis-
patch of the Grays about the dispute
that had arisen in the distant African
jungle. This he had already read two
days previously, by courtesy of the
premier. It was moderate in tone, as
becamse a power that had 8,000,000 sol-
diers against its opponent’s 5,000,000;
nevertheless, it firmly pointed out that
the territory of fhe Browns had been
overtly invaded, on the pretext of se-
curlng a deserter who had eacaped
across the line, by Gray colonial
troops who had raised the Gray flag In
place of the Brown flag and remained
defiantly in occupation of the outpost
they had taken,

As yet, the Browns had not attempt-
od to repel the aggressor by arms for
tear of complications, but were relying
on the Gray government to order a
withdrawal of the Gray force and the
repudiation of a commander who bad
been gullty of so grave an international
affront. The surprising and Illuminat-
ing thing to Westerling was the Iin-
spired

mmm-m-rdmmmummumu- Gray torelgn office, adroitly appealing
bombs, that would be positively heav- mmm;nd&uulmd to Gray chauvinism and justifying the
enly, wouldn't 1t1* mmzmmammmmmwu'dmammn
to him, ber eyes flaming demand and some men wipe thelr pens when lay- in response to so-called “pin-pricking”
satire. mmmum-mm
‘Nolww—m.mmm-ummmmumm. At the door of his apartment, Fran-
ishi* he replled. muwmmumwmu cols, his valet and factotum, gave Wes-
mmm-mmmuu-umuwmmmwhcsm.

she had asked for in place of suphoni- | away. Marta imagined what he would “Important, sir,” sald Francols.
ous terms. be like with the havoo of war raging Westerling knew by a glance that it
wWhen 1 became chiet of Intelligence | around him—all selt-possession and was, for it was addressed and marked
I found that an underground wire had | mastery; but sctually he was trying to “Personal” in the premier's own hand-
been lald to the castle from the Eighth reassure himself that he ought mot to | writing. A conference for tem that

division headquarters, which will be
mmmmum
of war. The purpose was the same as
m-.unamm-.mm
that wae necessary was to install the
{nstrument, ‘which Feller did. 1, too,
mwuuﬂnumkmum
a chance—the one out of & thousand.
It it should happen to succeed we
should play with our cards concealed
and theirs on the table.

had died away.
serving those of his
tion 1 can ses how It
for him not to have
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“The rest of Feller's part you hava
guessed already,” he concluded “You
can see bow s deaf, Inoffensive old

war begins™

“Hut instantly war begins you must

younger men’s elbows. Fonder even
of power, which had become a hablt,
than in his twenties, he saw It slipping

[ «yes and 1 am glad that I had been
careful to send & spirited commander
to that reglon,” Westerling replied,

“So you guess my intention, 1 sea”
The premier smiled. He picked up &
long, thin ivory paper-knife and softly
patted the palm of his hand with IL

“Certainly!” Westerling replled In
his ready, confident manner.

“We hear a great deal about the pre-
cislon and power of modern arms as
favoring the defensive,” sald the pre-
mier. “1 have read somewhere that it
will enable the Browns to bold us back,
despite our advantage of numbers,
Also, that they can completely man
every part of thelr frontier and that
thelr ability to move thelr reserves
rapldly, thanks to modern tacilities,
makes a powerful flanking attack in
gurprise out of the question.”

“Some half-truths In that” an
Westerling. “One axiom, that must
hold good through all time, I8 that the
aggressive which keeps at it always
wins. We take the aggressive. In the
gpace where Napoleon deployed a dl-
vislon, we deploy a battalion today.
The precision and power of modern
arms require this, With such {immense
forces and present-day tactics, the line
of battle will practically cover the
length of the frontler. Along their
range the Browns have & series of
fortresses commanding natural open-
ings for our attack, These are almost
{mpregnable. But there are pregunable
points between them. Hers, our
method will be the same that the Japa
ness followed and that they learned
trom European armies. We shall con-
centrate In masses and throw in wave
after wave of attack until we have
galoed the positions we desire. Once
ws have a tenable foothold on the
crest of the range the Brown army
must fall back and the rest will be &
matter of skilltul pursuit.”

The premier, as he listened, rolled
the paper knife over and over, regard-
ing Its polished sidas, which were iike
Westerling's manner of faclle state
ment of a program certain of tulfill-
ment,

“How long will It take to mobilize?”

4 Marta “Sensitive, ‘ gardener would hardly seem to know
intense—" and a look of | a Gray soldler from a Brown; how it
appeared in her eyes. “As Mimllht no more occur to Westerling to
eame across the room his face was send him sway than the family dog or
transformed. ] imagine it was llke | cat; how he might retain his quarters
that of a man giving no quarter in a | in the tower; how he could judge the
Payonet charge!” | atmosphere of the staff, whetber elated
Peller had won the day for himself | or depressed, pick up scraps of conver
where & friend’s pleas might bave | sation, and, ss & tralned officer, know
This was a8 ft should be, Las- | the value of what he heard and report
|1t over the phone to Purtow's head-

“The right view—ihe view that you quarters.”
l *But what about the seroplanesl”

s
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go!” he declared urgently. from bis grasp at an age when the

“yYou forget a precedent,” Ehe re- downfall of his government meant that
minded him., “The Galland women he should never hold the reins again.
have never deserted the Galland He had been called an ambitious dem-
house!™ agogue and a makeshift opportunist by
“#] know the precedent But this his enemies, but the crowd liked him
time the house will be in the thick of for his ready strategy, his genlus for
the fighting." appealing phrases, and for the gam-

It has been In the thick of the fight- | bler's virtue which hitherto had made
ing before,” she sald, with & gesture of | him a good loser.

impatience. You saw our communique tonight
“NMarta, you will promise not to re-| that went with the publieation of the
mala 1™ he urged, Browns' dispatch?” bhe remarked,

"Less than & week after the rall
roads are put entirely at our gorvice,
with three preceding days of scattered
movements,” answered Westerling.
"Deliberate mobllizations are all right
for a diplomatic threat that creates 8
furore in the newspapers and a de
pression In the stoeck market, but
which 1s not to be carried out. When
you mean war, all speed and the war
fever at white heat.”

“You would have made a good poll-
tlclan, Westerling,” the premier re-
marked, with a twitching uplift of the
brows and & knowing gleam in his
shrewd old eyes.

“Thank you,” replied Westerling, “a
man who 18 able to lead In anything
must be something of & politiclan.”

“Very true, indeed. Perhaps I had
that partly in mind in making you
vice-chief of staft,” responded the pre
mier.

“Then it all goes back to the publio
—to that enormous body of human-
ity out there!” He swung the paper
kuife around with outstretched arm
toward the walls of the room. “To
public opinlon—as does everything
else In this age—to the people—our
masters, your and mine! For no man
can stand against them when they say
no or yes.™

“You know the keys to play on,
though,” remarked Westerling with a
complimentary smile. ‘“No one knows
quite so well”

“And you are sure—sure we can
win?" the premier asked with a long,
tense look at Westerling, who was
steady under the scrutiny.

“Absolutely!” he answered. “Five
millions agalnst three! It's mathe-
matics, or our courage and skill are
not equal to thelrs. Absolutely! Wa
have the power, why not use it? We
do pot llve in & dream age!"

From a sudden, unwitting exertion
of his strength the knife which had
been the recipient of his emotions
snapped In two. Rather carefully the
premier lald the pleces on the table
before he rose and turned to Wester
ling, his decision made.

“If the people respond with the war
fever, then it is war” he Bald. |

he proves himself clear of rables the
man bitten need give the malter no
turther conslderation from that side,
and if it prove that he be rabld, there

take the proper remedies. If a dog
bites you, save the dog.

Qualified Rebuke.

Fiveyearold Marie likes to see the
funny pictures. She had the paper
|pmdutonthenoorlmllu at 1t
when her father turned out the light
Mary was angry at this, and sald
“you've got your perve” but as she
realized !mmediately whom ghe was

wow your righta”
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The
Best Objective,
Salvation

——_——— e

By REV. ]. H. RALSTON
yol C 4 Dqlf“
Meody Bible losstute, Chicage

PPEPIIPEVPDEIIEVDE
TEXT-1 press towhrd the mark for the

prize of the high caliing of God in Christ
Jesun~Phil 514

In seeking an objective, the prin-
ciple that mothing should be accepted
but the best,
ghould be adopt-
ed. When men
were thinking
deeply, and the
great doctrines of
thea Protestant
faith were being
put into creedal
form, It was de
clared that the
chief end of man
was the glory of
God, and nothing
has transpired
gince to show
that this was an
error, but every-
thing has shown most conclusively
that the statement Was fustified. A
man who lives with the glory of God
in view will not, cannot fall.

The Thoughtless Multitudes,

Nothing |8 much more disheartening
than to watch the multitudes, especial-
ly in our crowded cities, who seem Lo
have no goal in view. They seem to
exist for the moment—butterflies that
fiit before you for an instant and then
are gone. If other companies of peo-
ple are considered, the fact still con-
fronts one. If bread and butter can
be secured, there is no more concern;
but the swine get to that point Young
people in the schools may have &
somewhat larger appreciation of their
misslon or goal, but must go forward
with nothing in view.

In a emall volume recently fssued
there s this quotation: “The world
stops to let the man PAss who knows
whither he 18 going” That man has
an objective, a goal, commands unk
versal respect, and the world glves
him passage. If this sermon falls Into
the hands of some Yyoung pers™1,
whether he is a Christian or not, let
him know that he must have a goal in
view or he will fail in life, and if the
goul {8 not one that relates him to
God the failure will be the greater and
more deplorable, And, if a person has
a goal and resolutely keeps his eye on
it, he will not be diverted by anything.
If the goal ia that set before him in
Paul's “fullness of the stature of
Christ,” he will not be diverted by any
of the many religions now seeking the
attention of people throughout the
world. To him, the religlon of Paul,
Luther, Calvin and Wesley will be
accepted as rellable and worthy of fol
lowing until the goal Is reached.

Paul's Objective.

In the text, Paul, who was a man
doing only one thing at a time, sald
that he pressed toward the mark for
the prize of the high calling fu Christ
Jesus. Without considering the strict-
ly theological bearing of these words,
let us note the source of the call. He
who calls is God, who knows man, his
capacities and possibilities, and sets
before him ‘s best, and hu calls to
him to make the attempt (o reach it
Every person, old or young, should re-
member thau it's God that is calling
—not man, nor the greatest of men—
and when God calls who dare be fndif
ferent?

To what 18 the call and what is the
goal? It is to the realizatiom of Jesus
Christ in all bis fulness. Paul spenks.
in & certaln plac of “the measure of
the stature of the fullness of Christ,”
which 18 to say, Christ, in all that he
{s and may be to us. Presuming that
{hat fullness applies to all that Christ
offers, let us know that to attaln this
two things at least must be kept In

mmmum This
m-mwmmam
Turitans, who saw

honor,

This will paturally lead to the reall-
ration of man's ;od—mmuniomhlp
and partmership with
The realization of Psul's prayer can
anly partially be secured on this earth,
but the perfect realization will be
shen we are with him #here he I8
rhis should be the ultimate goal—to
o with Christ

Tha goals of life which aeem attrac-

ve and in some senses worthy soon
ass like the chaplet on the brow of
he ancient athlete, but there {3 a goal
or everyone which, U reached, will
weure & crown, 8 golden crown, that
s precious and durable.

Have a goal; bave & vision, eecure

| an objective; keep your €y.8 steadily

on It and you will reach it, ana, b¥Y
all means, let the objective of all be—
the sttzinment of the stature of the
fullness of Christ,

pere is no gcellence without e

talking tv she hastlly added, “But you | 0 - Wirt
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