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SYNOPSIS,

At thelr home on the frontler between
e Browns and Grays Marta Galland and
E:Ir mother, sntertaining Colonel Wester-
& of the Grays, see Captain Lanstron
of the Browns Injured by a fall in his
Asroplans, Ten years later. Westerling,
nominal vice but real chlef of staff, re-en-
orces South La Tir and meditates on war,
ta tells him of her teaching childran
the follles of war and martial patriotism,
And begs him to prevent war while ha ls
chief of staff. Lanstron calls on Marea
&t hier home. Bhe tells Lanatron that she
belleves Feller, the gardener, to be & spy.
tron contam“ is true and shows
or n telephone which Feller has con-
rnlmi in a secret passage under the tower
or use to benefit the Browns In war
smergoncies. Lanstron declares his love
for Marta. Westerling and the Gray pre-
mier plan to use & trivial International
affair to foment warllke patriotlsm and
rike Dbefore declaring war. Partow,
rown chief of staff, reveals his plans to
#tron, made vice chlef. The Gray
Army crosses the border line and attacks,
@ Browns cheek them. Artillery, In-
try, aeroplanes and dirigibles enfnr.
arta has her first glimpse of war In ity
odern, cold acltnﬁﬂc, murderous bru-
ity, The Browns fall back to the Gal-
nd houss. Marta sees a night attack.
o Grays attack in force. Fuller leaves
In secret telephons and goes back to his
gn-, Hand to hand fighting. The Browna
1 back again, Marta asks Lanstron over
the phone to ?peaj to Partow to stop the
ting. Vandallsm in the Gulland house.
asterling and his staff occupy the Gal-
d house and he begins to woo Marta,
who apparently throws her fortunes with
g’ Grays and offers valuable Information.
e calls up Lanstron on the secret tele-
ona and plany to give Westerling infor-
tion that will trup the Gray army.

CHAPTER XV—Continued.

“Yesa?' the monosyllable was de-
tached, dismal, labored. “A woman
can be that!” she exclalmed in an un-
oertaln tone, which grew into the dls-
tion of clipped words and broken
tences, "A woman play-acting—a
woman acting the most revolting hy-
pocrisy—influences the issue between
two nations! Her decelt deals In the
Nves of mons precloue to fathers and
mothers, the fate of frontiers, of insti-
tutions! Think of it! Think of ma-
kchines costing countless millions—ma-
chines of flesh and blood, with thelr
destinies shaped by one little bit of
lying information! Think of the folly
of any civilization that stakes Ite tri-

umphs on such a gamble! Am I not
right? Isn't it true? Isn't ft?"
“Yes, yes, Marta! But—I-=" It

ghe were weakening it was not his
place to try to strengthen her purpose.

“It will the sooner end fghting,
won't It, Lanny?” she asked in a
small, tense volce.

“Yes."

“And the only real end that means
real peace s to prove that the weak
can hold back the strong from their
threshold?”

“Yes."

Even now Westerling might be on
the veranda, perhaps walting for news
that would enable him to crush the
weak; to prove that the law of five
pounds of human flesh agalnst three,
and five bayonets against three, Is the
law of civilization,

“Yes, yes, yea!" The constriction
was gone from her throat; there was
a drum-beat In her soul. “"Depeénd on
me, Lanny!” It was Feller's favorite
phrase spoken by the one who was to
take his place. “Yes, I'm ready to
make any sacrifice now. For what am

1! What is one woman compared to ||

such a purpose? 1 don't care what la
sald of me or what becomes of me If
we can win! Good-by, Lanny, till 1
call you up again! And God with us!”
“God with us!" as Partow had sald,
over and over. The saying had come
to be repeated by hurd-headed, agnos-
tic staff-officers, who belleved that the
delty had no relation to the efficlency
of gun-fire. The Brown Infantrymen
even were begioning to mutter it In
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“That is your prayer and
mfne and the prayer of all lovers of

Browns' defense, she noted no change
in his steady look; but with the men-
tion of Engadir in the main line she
detected a gleam In his eyes that had
the merciless delight of a cutting
edge of steal. “1 have mads my sac-
rifice to some purpose?! The Infor
mation 18 worth something to yout”
she asked wistfully.

“Yea, yes! Yes, It promlses that
way,” he replied thoughtfully,

Quietly he began a considerate cate-
chism. Soon she was subtly under
standing that her answers lacked the
convincing detalls that he sought,
She longed to avert her eyes from his
for an instant, but she knew that this
would be fatal, She felt the force of
him directed in professional channels,
free of all personal relations, beat-
Ing as a strong light on her bare state-
ments. How could a woman ever
have learned two such vital secreta?
How could 1t happen that two such
critical points as Bordir and Engadir
should go undefended? No tacticlan,
no engineer but would have realized
their strategic importance. Did she
know what she was saying? How did
she get her knowledge? These, she
understood, were the real questions
that underlay Westerfing's polits In.
direction,

“But 1 have not told you the sources
of my Information! Isn't that like a
woman!” she exclaimed., “You ses,
it ®d not concern me at all at the
time I heard it. I didn't even realize
Its importance and 1 didn't hear
much,” she proceeded, her Introdue-
tion glving time for Improvization.
“You see, Partow was Inspecting the
premises with Colonel Lanstron. My
mother had known Partow In her
younger days when my grandfather
was premier, We had them both to
luncheon.”

“Yes?" put in Westerling, betraying
his eagerness, Partow and Lanstron!
Then her source wae one of authority,
not the gosslp of subalterns!

“And It occurs to me now that, even
while he was our guest” she Inter
jected In sudden Indignation—"that
even while he was our guest Partow
was planning to make our grounds a
redoubt!”

“After luncheon I remember Partow
saying, "We are golng to have a look
at the crops,” and they went for a
walk out to the knoll where the fight-
ing began."

When was this?" Westerling
asked keenly.

“Only about six weeks ago,” an-
swered Marta.

“Later, I came upon them unexpect-
edly after they had returned,” she
went ont “They were sitting there on
that seat concealed by the shrubbery.
I was on the terrace steps unobserved

“I'm Going on My Experience as a
Soldler.”

and I couldn't help overhearing them.
Thelr voloes grew louder with the in-
terest of thelr discussion. I caught
eomething about appropriations and
aeroplanes and Bordir and Engadir,
and saw that Lanstron was pleading
with his chief. He wanted a sum ap-
propriated for fortifications to be ap
plled to bullding planes and dirigibles.
Finally, Partow consented, and | re
call his exact words: “They're shock-
ingly archalcally defended, especially
Engadir,” bhe sald, ‘but they can walt
until we get further appropriations in
the fall!'™ She was so far under the
gpell of her own Invention that she
belleved the reality of her words, re-
flected in her wideopen eyes which
seemed to have nothing to hide.

“That is all” she exclaimed with a
shudder—"all my eavesdropping all
my breach of confidence! If—if it"—
and her volce trembled with the in-
tensity of the one purpose that was
shining with the light of truth through

the murk of ber decaption—"k wil

only help to end the slaughter!™ Bhe
held out her hand convulsively in
parting as if she would leave the rest
with him.

“l think it wil.” he sald soberly.
“] think it will prove that you have
done a great eervice,” he repeated as
he caught both her hande, which were
cold from her ordeal. Hls own were
warm with the strong beating of his
heart stirred by the promise of what
he had just Leard. But he did not
prolong the grasp. He was as eager
to be away to his work as she to be
alone. *I think It will. You will know
in the morning," he added.

His steps were sturdler than ever
In the power of five against thres as
he started back to the house. When
he reached the veranda, Bouchard, the
saturnine chle! of Intelligence, ap-
peared In the doorway of the dining-
room; or, rather, reappeared, for he
had been standing there throughout
the interview of Westerling and Marta,
whose heads were just visible, above
the terrace wall, to his hawk eyes.

“A little promenade in the opeu and
my mind made up,” sald Westerling,
clapping Bouchard on the shoulder.

"Something about an attack to-
night?’ asked Bouchard.

“¥You guess right. Call the others”

Five minutes later he waa seated
at the head of the dining-room table
with hie chiefs around him walting for
thelr chalrman to speak. He asked
some categorical questions almost per-
functorily, and the answer to each
was, “Ready!” with, In some Instances,
a qualification—the qualification made
by regimental and brigades command-
ers that, though they could take the
position In front of them, the cost
would be heavy. Yes, all were willing
and ready for the first general assault
of the war, but they wanted to state
the costs as a matter of professional
self-defense.

Waesterling could pose when It
served hls purpose. Now he rose and,
golng to one of the wall maps, indl
cated a point with his forefinger.

“It we get that we have the most
vital position, haven't we?"

Some uttered a word of mnssent;
some only nodded. A glance or two
of curiosity was exchanged. Why
should the chief of staff ask so ele
mentary a question? Westerling was
not unconsclous of the glances or of
thelr meaning. They gave dramatio
value to his next remark.

“We are golng to mass for our main
attack in front at Bordir!"

“But,” exclaimed four or flve offi-
cers at once, “that 1s the heart of
the position! That is—"

“I belleva It I8 weak—that It will
fall, and tonightl"

“You have Information, then, Infor-
~mation that I have not? asked Bou-
chard.

“No more than you,” replied Wester
ling. *“Not as much If you have any-
thing new."

“Nothing!” admitted Bouchard wryly.
He lowered hie head under Wester
ling’s penetrating look In the con:
sclousness of fallure.

“l1 am golng on a conviction—on
putting two and two together!"” Wes-
terling announced. “I am going on my
experience as a soldler, as a chiet of
staff. If I am wrong, I take the re
sponsibility, If I am right Bordir will
be ours before morning. It s settled!"

“If you are right, then,” exclaimed
Turcas—"well, then It's genius or—"
He did not finish the sentence, He
bad been about to say colncidence;
while Westerling knew that If he were
right all the rising skepticlsm In cer-
fAln quarters, owing to tha delay in
his program, would be silenced. His
prestige would be unassailable.

CHAPTER XVI,

Marking Time,
Soon after dark the attack began.
Flashea from gun mouths and glow-
Ing sheets of flame from rifles made

that Bordir was taken without having
to ask Lanstron or walt for confirma-
tion from Westerling.

She was seated In the recess of the
arbor the next morning, when ehe

(] d house were the congratula-
tions of the premler to Westerling,
who had come from the atmosphere of

gpire confidence in further success.
“You were right,” he sald to Marta
easlly, pleasantly. “"We dld it—we did
it—we took Bordir with a loss of only
twenty thousand men!"
Only twenty thousand!
slon at the bald statement was re-
lieved by the memory of Lanny's word
over the telephone after breakfast that
the Browmns had lost ouly five thou-

. | earnestness was painting her deceit

sand. Four to one was & wide ratlo,
she was thinking,

“Then the end—then pence Is so | clock strikes for hm But who could

much nearer®™ ghe asked. ‘
“Very much nearer!” he answered
earnestly, as he dropped on the bench
beside ber. |
He stretched his arms out on the

been hitherto eblivious. The com
queror had become slmply a compan-
lonable man, Though he was not eit-
ting close to her, yet, as his eyes met
hers, she had a desire to move away
which she knew would be unwise to
gratify. Bhe was consclous of a cer
taln softening charm, a magnetism
that she had sometimes felt in the
days when she firet knew him. B8he
realized, too, that then the charm had
not been mixed with the indescribable,
intimate quality that It held now,

“In the midst of congratulations
after the position was taken last
nlght,” bhe declared, “1 confess that 1
was thinking less of success than of
its source.” He bent on her a look
that was warm with gratitude.

8he lowered her lashes before It;
before gratitude that made her part
appear in a fresh angle of misery.

“There seems to be a kind of fa
tality about our relations,” he went on.
"l lay awake pondering it last night.”

= =

“I'm Not a Human Belng."”

Hla tone held more than gratitude. It
bad the elation of discovery.

“He I8 golng to make it harder than
I ever guessed!" echoed her own
thought, In a flutter of confusion.

“Yes, it was strange our meeting on |
the frontier in peace and then tn war!” |
she exclaimed at random. The sound |
of the remark struck her as too eub- |
dued; as expectant, when her purpose
was one of careless deprecation,

“l have met a great many women,
a8 you may have imagined," he pro-
ceeded. “They have passed in review.
They were simply women, witty and
frall or dull and beautiful, and one
meant no more to me than another.
Nothing meant anything to me except
my profession. But I never forgot you.
You planted something in mind: &
memory of real companionship.”

“Yes, 1 made the prophecy that
came true!™ she put in. This ought
to bring him back to himself and his
ambitions, she thought.

“Yes!" he exclalmed, his body stif-
féning free of the back of the seat
“You realized what was In ma You
foresaw the power which was to be
mine, The fate that first brought us
together made me look you up in the
capital. Now it brings us together
here on this bench after all that has
passed In the last twenty-four hours."

She realized that he had drawn per-
ceptibly nearer. She wanted to rise
and cory out: “Don't do this! Be the
chief of staff, the conqueror, crushing
the earth with the tread of five against
three!™ It was the conqueror whom
she wanted to trick, not & man whose

blacker. Far from rising, she made no
movement at all; only looked at her
hands and allowed him to go on, con-
sclous of the force of a personality
that mastered men and armies now
warm and appealing o the full tide of
another purpose,

“The victory that I was thinking of
Iast night was not the taking of Bor
dir. It was finer than any victory in
war. It was selfish—not for army
and country, but born of a human
weakness triumphant; a human weak-
ness of which my career had robbed
me,” he continued. "It gave me a
joy that even the occupation of the
Browns' capital could not give. I had
come as an invader and | had won
your confldence.”

“In & cause!™ she Imterrupted hur-
riedly, wildly, to etop him from going
further, only to find that her intona-
tion was such Phat it was drawing him

on,

“That fatality seemed to be working
itself out to the soldier so much older
than yoursell In remewed youth, In
another form of ambition. I hoped
that there was more than the cause
that led you to trust me. I hoped—"

Was he testing her? Was he play-
ing & part of his own to make certain
that she was not playing one? She
looked up swiftly for answer. There
was no galnsaying what she saw In
his eyes. It was beating into hers
with the power of an overwhelming
masculine passion and & maturity of
intellect as his egoism admitied & com-
rade to its throne, Such Is ever the |
way of a man in the forties when the |

know belter the craft of courtship
than one of Westerling's experience?

He was fighting for victory; to gratify |
a geslre |
“I dd not expect this—I—" the

she felt his breath on her check burne
ing hot, and she was gickenlngly com.
sclous that he was looking her over
in that point-by-point maanner which
she had felt across the tea-table at
the hotel. Thia horrible thing in his
glance she had sometimes seen In
strangers on her travels, and It had
made her think that she was wise to

carry a little revolver. She wanted
to strike him,
“Confess! Confess!” called all her

own self-respect.
your abasement!”™

“Confession, after the Browns have
glven up Bordir! Confesslon that
makes Lanny, not Westerling, your
dupe!" came the reply, which might
have been telegraphed Into her mind
from the high, white forehead of Par
tow bending over hls maps. “Confes-
slon, betraylng the cause of the right
against the wrong; the three to the
conquering five! No! You are In
the thing. You may not retreat now.™

For a few seconds only the duel
of argument thundered In her temples
—seconds In which her lips were part:
ad and quivering and her eyes dilated
with an agitation which the man at
her slde could interpret as he pleased.

“Make an end to

\ A prompting devil—a devil roused by

that thing in his eyes—urglng a
finesse In double-dealing which only
devils underetand, made her lips hyp-
notically turn in a emlls, her eyea
soften, and eent her hand out to Wes-
terling in a trancellke gesture. For an
instant it rested on his arm with tell-
ing pressure, though she felt it burn
with shame at the point of contact.

“We must not think of that now,”
she sald. “We must think of nothing
personal; of nothing but your work
until your work {8 done!"

The prompting devil had not permit-
ted a false note in her volce. Her
very pallor, In fixity of ldea, served
her purposs, Westerling drew a deep
breath that seemed to expand his
whole belng with greater appreciation
of her. Yet that harrled hunger, the
hunger of a beast, was stlll in his
glance,

(TO BB CONTINUED)

SAVING THE VENUS OF MILO

Extraordinary Precautions Taken to
Guard Art Treasurs Impos-
sible to Replace.

When, during the war of 1870, the
German army drew near the French
capital, one of the first measures the
Parlslans took was to place the art
treasures of the Louvre in safety. The
paintings of Raphael, Titian, Paolo,
Veronese, Rembrandt and Rubens
were oarefully packed and shipped to
Brest. There they could, If necessary,
be put on shipboard and taken from
the country,

It was not so easy to save the pleces
of marble statuary, for their welight
and fragility made them difficult to
handle; but the French determined
that the famous Venus of Milo, st
least, should not fall into the hands
of the Prussians.

8o they took her down from her ped-
estal and lald her In a casket carefully
padded and wrapped, At night the
caskot was taken out through a secret
door and hidden secretly in the cellar
of the pollce prefecture, at the end
of a certain paseageway.

They walled in the casket and clev-
erly gave the wall an appearance of
great age and dilapidation. In front
of this wall they laid a number of val-
uable public documents, so that if they
should happen to be found their im-
portance would lead the discoverers
to think there was nothing else hid-
den there, In front of the papers they
bullt another wall, Here the Venus
of Milo remained, much to the distresas
of those patriotic Parisians who did
not know where she was and supposed
that she had been stolen, through the
slege of the city by the Germans and
through the disorders of the commune,

One day the prefecture caught fire
and was preity completely destroyed.
The distress of those who knew that
the Venus was concealed there can
be Imagined. As soon as the fire wae
extinguished they hastened to the sink-
ing ruins and after some digging
found the casket, buried in heaps of
dirt and stones, but uninjured,

It is understood that the Venus has
gone Into hiding again this year, not
to reappear untll peace is restored and
Paris & free from danger of the in
vader.—Youth's Companion.

Activities of Women,

Fifteen women are seeking seats in
the Washington legislature

The formeér sultan of Zanzibar is
stranded in Paris with his 15 wives.

Baku, Caucasus, has a population
of 317,863, of whom £3.983 are women.

Under the provislons of the will of
Mrs. Emily Zoller of New York city,

To avold the use of the name of a
German town a Paris magazine has
openied & competition asking French
girls to find & new pame for Cologne

Helping the Youngsters,

One of the Chicago municipal court
judges has established a Mbrary for
forelgn boys In the boys' court. Ar
rangements have been made by him
with the public library to furnish
books written In the native tongues
of the nationalities most frequently
represented in the court.—The Living
Church.

Interrupted Communication.
“You dom't mean to say that this
is the first you've heard of R
“Absolutely.” .
“Why, it's the talk of the neighbor

back of the seat and the relaxed atth | words escaped tumuituously and chok- | hood "

tude, unusual with him, brought Into |

rellef A Dew tralt of which ahe bad |

ngly,
He was bending so close to her that

“Yes, but my wife Is avey om o
wislL™

THE SOUL'S TRIBUTE

Testimony of the Christian Who
Recognizes the Goodness
of His Maker.

How weak human words appear
when | try to tell what my Lord is to
me, what he has done for me and
what I owe to him.

He brought me into belng and hia
love has surrounded me and upheld
me since first my eyes beheld the
light.

He gave me large liberty, the power
to choose In accord with inclination
and desire; yet it seems to me at
times as If irresistible forces had
shaped the main course of my life

Through the tender years of child
hood and the uncertaln, eruclal years
of youth he did not forsake me. He
walked with me and talked with ma
and yearned over me with more than
a mother's love,

When I forgot him, he did not for-
gel me, When I wandered away fool-
ishly into forbldden paths and com-
mitted sins for which there is no ex-
cuse, he did not forsake me. I know
the meaning of the poet's line, “O
Love that will not let me go."

I know what it means to suffer
from his rebuke. How unerringly and
completely hls eye searches the soul
of man! How like a sharp two-cdged
sword I8 his word of condemnation
for wrongdoing! My Master hates sin,
though he has & wondrous compassion
for the sinner.

I thank him for the chastening that
has awakened me out of the dullness
of spiritual indifference, that has con-
vieted me of &ln and led me to re-
pentance, that has weaned me away
from lfe tendencies and hablts that
were hurtful, that bhas taught me to
distrust self and trust the Savior and
that has drawn me close to his side.

His Infinite Mercy.

What a wonderful Redeemer {8 my
Master! He bought me with the prics
of his most preclous blood. Under
the shadow of his cross I found peace
He was infinitely merciful to me, a
ginner. He looked upon me and In his
eyes thers was a compassion wider
and deeper than the sea.

And when he drew me to himself
1 became consclous of a growing
hatred toward the things that he hates
and of an increasing love for tha
things he loves. At hls feet I learned
the truths that reveal the deeper
meanings of life, Under the guldance
of the sanctifylng power of his Holy
Spirit 1 galned victory after victory
and from helght after height 1 was
blessed with new vislons of the glory
of God.

There have been days ol rrouble,
of deep perplexity, of heartbreaking
sorrow, In these testingtimes I have
found In him a frlend unfalling. 1
have told him my griefs and he has
touched my wounded spirit with a
marvelous reviving power. He has
taught me the blessedness of submis-
slon to the all-wise will and he has
made the future bright with hope.

He has given me work to do In this
world. O I thank him for that! He
has honored me by calling me to be &
colaborer with himself. How tre
mendously attractive Is the task! The
petty vexations, the small disappoint-
ments and trials are easlly forgotten
in the thought that T am tolling with
him and with those that love him and
that the day Is comIng when the king-
doms of this world shall be the king-
doms of our Lord.

Through the years there has been
an ever Inereasing consclousness of
the presence of the Master. More and
more have I come to know him as
companion, to realize the exceeding
great and preclous promise, ‘Lo, T am
with you always."” And the more I
gee him and know him, the more do
1 desire to be like him and to do his
will.

1 cannot think lightly of the final
hour of the earthly life. It Is a most
golemn thing to dle. But I shall hold
to his hand. 1 shall commit mysell,
a sinner saved by grace, to his keep-
fng. And 1 shall not fear, for my
Master is the conqueror of death and
the Lord of life.—United Presbytarian

Cultivate Gentleness,

Lat our temper be under the rule
of the love of Jesus, He cannot alone
curb it, he can make us gentle and
patient. Let the vow, that not an un-
kind word of others shall ever be
heard from our lips, be lald trusting-
Iy at his feet. Let the gentleness that
refuses to take offense, that is always
ready to excuse, to think and hope the
best, mark our Intercourse with all. Let
our life be one of self-sacrifice, always
studying the welfare of others, finding
our highest joy in blessing others. And
let us, in studying the divine art of
doing good, yield ourselves as obe-
dient learners to the guldance of the
Holy Spirft By his grace, the most
commonplace life can be transfigured
with the brightness of a heavenly
beauty, as the Infinita love of the di-
vine nature shines out through ow
frall humanity.—Andrew Murray.

The Garments We Wear.

The future is but the unwoven
threads upon the loam of time. Un-
ceasingly does the web move on, for
the loom never stops. We must be
alert. and with clear vision and steady
hand endeavor to follow the Divine
pattern, as with the swiftlyfiying
shuttle we weave these varicolored
strands Into the fabric of today to be-
come the finished garment of our yes-
terdays, whether beautiful and adding
to our Joy, or marred and increasing
our regret will depend tpon the wear.
Ing of today.—George C Elvin
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