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been hitherto oblivious. The cos
queror had become simply a compan-
ionable man. Though he was not sit-

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. She was conscious of a cer
tain 6oftenlng charm, a magnetism
that ehe had sometimes felt In the
days when she first knew him. She
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
night" he declared, "I confess that I
was thinking less of success than of
its source." He bent on ber a look
that was warm with gratitude.

She lowered her laches 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.
"I lay awake pondering It last night"
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Browns' defense, she noted no change

he felt his breath on her cheek tarn
ing hot and she was sickenlngly con-

scious that he was looking her over
In that polnt-by-pol- manner which
she had felt across the tea-tabl- e at
the hotel. This horrible thing in his
glance Bhe 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-respe- "Make an end to
your abasement!"

"Confession, after the Browns have
given up Bordir! Confession that
makes Lanny, not Westerllng, your
dupe!" came the reply, which might
have been telegraphed into her mind
from the high, white forehead of Par
tow bending over his maps. "Confes-
sion, betraying 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 Hps were part-
ed and quivering and her eyes dilated
with an agitation which the man at
her side could interpret as he pleased.
A prompting devil a devil roused by
that thing in his eyes urging a
finesse in double-dealin- g which only
devils understand, made her Hps hyp-

notically turn in a smile, her eyes
soften, and eent her hand out to Wes-

terllng in a trancelike 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 said. "We must think of nothing
personal; of nothing but your work
until your work is done!"

The prompting devil had not permit-
ted a false note In her voice. Her
very pallor, in fixity of idea, served
her purpose. Westerllng drew a deep
breath that seemed to expand his
whole being with greater appreciation
of her. Yet that harried hunger, the
hunger of a beast, was still in his

'
glance.

(TO BH CONTINUED.)

held out her hand convulsively in
parting as If she would leave the rest
with him.

T think it will," he said soberly.
"I think it will prove that you have
done a great eervlce," he repeated as
he caught both her hands, which were
cold from her ordeal. His own were
warm with the strong beating of his
heart stirred by the promise of what
he bad Just heard. 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 sturdier than ever
in the power of five against three as
he started back to the house. When
he reached the veranda, Bouchard, the
saturnine chief of intelligence, ap-

peared in the doorway of the dining-roo-

or, rather, reappeared, for he
had been standing there throughout
the interview of Westerllng and Marta,
whose heads were Just visible, above
the terrace wall, to his hawk eyes.

"A little promenade in the open and
my mind made up," said Westerllng,
clapping Bouchard on the shoulder.

"Something about an attack to-

night?" asked Bouchard.
"You guess right Call the others."
Fire minutes later he was seatod

at the head of the dining-roo- table
with hie chiefs around him waiting for
their chairman 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 brigade 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 coets as a matter of professional
self-defens-

Westerllng could pose when it
served his purpose. Now he rose and,
going to one of the wall maps, indi-
cated a point with his forefinger.

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

Some uttered a word of assent;
some only nodded. A glance or two
of curiosity was exchanged. Why
should the chief of staff ask so ele-

mentary a question? Westerllng was
not unconscious cf the glances or of
their meaning. They gave dramatio
value to his next remark.

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

"But," exclaimed four or five off-
icers at once, "that is the heart of
the position! That is"

"I believe it is weak that it will
fall, and tonight!"

"You have Information, then, infor--matio- n

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 his head under Wester
ling's penetrating look In the con-

sciousness of failure.
"I am going on a conviction on

putting two and two together!" Wes-

terllng announced. "I am going on my
experience as a soldier, as a chief of
staff. If I am wrong, I take the re-

sponsibility. If I am right Bordir will
be ours before morning. It Is settled!"

"If you are right, then," exclaimed
Turcas "well, then it's genius or"
He did not finish the sentence. He
had been about to say coincidence;
while Westerllng knew that if he were
right all the rising skepticism in cer
tain quarters, owing to the delay in
his program, would be silenced. His
prestige would be unassailable.

CHAPTER XVI.

Marking Time.
Soon after dark the attack began.

Flashes from gun mouths and glow-
ing sheets of flame from rifles made
ugly revelry, while the beams of
search-light- s swept hither and thither.
This kept up till shortly after mid-

night, when it died down and, where
hell's concert had raged, silent dark-
ness shrouded the hills. Marta knew
that Bordir was taken without having
to ask Lanstron or wait for confirma-
tion from Westerllng.

She was seated in the recess of the
arbor the next morning, when ehe
heard the approach of those regular,
powerful steps whose character had
become as distinct to her as those
of a member of her own family. Fire
against three! fire against three! they
were saying to her; while down the
pass road and the castle road ran the
stream of wounded from last night's
slaughter.

Posted in the drawing-roo- of the
Oalland house were the congratula-
tions of . the premier to Westerllng,
who had come from the atmosphere of
a staff that accorded to him a mili-

tary Insight far above the analysis of
ordinary standards. But he was too
clever a man to vaunt his triumph.
He knew how to carry his honors.
He accepted success as his due, In a
matter-of-cours-e manner that must in-

spire confidence in further success.
"You were right" he said to Marta

easily, pleasantly. "We did It we did
it we took Bordir with a loss of only
twenty thousand men!"

Only twenty thousand! Her revul-
sion at the bald statement was re-

lieved by the memory of Lanny's word
over the telephone after breakfast that
the Browns had lost only five thou-
sand. Four to one was a wide ratio,
he was thinking.
"Then the end then peace is so

much nearer?" she asked.
"Very much nearer!" he answered

earnestly, as he dropped on the bench
beside her.

He stretched his arms out on the
back of the aeat and the relaxed atti-
tude, unusual with him, brought Into
relief cow trait of which she had

How weak human words appear
when I 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 being and his
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 uncertain, crucial years
of youth he did not forsake me. He
walked with me and talked with me
and yearned over me with more than
a mother's love.

When I forgot him, he did not for-

get me. When I wandered away fool-

ishly into forbidden 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 his eye searches the soul
of man! How like a sharp two-edge- d

sword Is his word of condemnation
for wrongdoing! My Master hates sin,
though he has a 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-

victed me of sin and led me to re-

pentance, that has weaned me away
from life tendencies and habits that
were hurtful, that has 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 is my

Master! He bought me with the price
of his most precious blood. Under
the shadow of his cross I found peace.
He was Infinitely merciful to me, a
sinner. He looked upon me and In his
eyes there was a compassion wider
and deeper than the sea.
, And when he drew me to himself
I became conscious of a growing
hatred toward the things that he hates
and of an Increasing love for the
things he loves. At his feet I learned
the truths that reveal the deeper
meanings of life. Under the guidance
of the sanctifying power of his Holy
Spirit I gained victory after rlctory
and from height after height I was
blessed with new visions of the glory
of God.

There have been days ot trouble,
of deep perplexity, of heartbreaking
Borrow. In these testing-time- s I have
found in him a friend unfailing. I
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-
sion to the all-wis- e 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 a

with himself. How tre-

mendously attractive Is the task! The
petty vexations, the small disappoint-
ments and trials are easily forgotten
In the thought that I 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 Increasing consciousness of
the presence of the Master. More and
more have I come to know him as

companion, to realize the exceeding
great and precious promise, "Lo, I am
with you always." And the more I
see him and know him, the more do
I desire to be like htm and to do his
will.

I cannot think lightly of the final
hour of the earthly life. It Is a most
solemn thing to die. But I shall hold
to his hand. I shall commit myself,
a sinner saved by grace, to his keep-

ing. And I shall not fear, for my
Master Is the conqueror of death and
the Lord of life. United Presbyterian

Cultivate Gentleness.
Let our temper be under the rule

of the love of Jesus. He cannot alone
curb It be 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 laid trusting-
ly at his reet 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 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 guidance of the
Holy Spirit By his grace, the most

commonplace life can be transfigured
with the brightness of a heavenly
beauty, as the infinite love of the di-

vine nature shines out through out
frail humanity. Andrew Murray.

The Garments We Wear.
The future is but the unwoven

threads upon the loom 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 swiftly-flyin- g

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 wiU depend upon the wear-

ing of today. George C Elvin.

SYNOPSIS.

At their bom on the frontier between
the Browns and Grays Marta Oalland and
per mother, entertaining Colonel Wester-lin- g

of the Grays, see Captain Lanstron
or the Browns Injured by a fall In his
Mroplane. Ten year later. Westerllng.nominal vice but real chief of staff,

South La Tlr and meditates on war.
Marta tells him of her teaching children
the follies of war and martial patriotism,and begs him to prevent war while he Is
chief of staff. Lanstron calls on Marta
at her home. She tells Lanstron that sh
believes Feller, the gardener, to be a spy.
Lanstron confesses It la true and shows
ber a telephone which Feller has con-
cealed tn a secret passage under the tower
for use to benefit th Browns In war
emergencies. Lanstron declares his love
for Marta, Westerllng and th Gray pre-
mier plan to us a trivial International
affair to foment warlike patriotism and
trlk befor declaring war. Partow,

Brown chief of staff, reveals bis plans to
Lanstron, mads vice chief. Th Gray
army crosses th border line and attacks.
The Browns check them. Artillery,
J aeroplanes and dirigibles ngag.larta has her first glimpse of war In its
Jnodern, cold, scientific, murderous bru-
tality. Th Browns fall back to the Gal-lan- d

house. Marta sees a night attack.
The Grays attack In force. Feller leaves
Bla secret telephone and goes back to his
guns. Hand to hand fighting. The Browns
fall back again. Marta asks Lanstron over
the phone to appeal to Partow to stop the
fighting. Vandalism In th Oalland house.
Westerllng and his staff occupy the Gal-lan- d,

house and he begins to woo Marta,
who apparently throws her fortunes with
th Grays and offers valuable Information.
Bh calls up Lanstron on th secret tele-
phone and plans to give Westerllng Infor-
mation that will trap th Gray army.

CHAPTER XV Continued.

"Yes?" tho monosyllable wag de-

tached, dismal, labored. "A woman
can be that!" she exclaimed In an un-

certain tone, which grew into the dls- -

action of clipped words and brokenKntences. "A woman play-actin- g a
woman acting the most revolting hy-

pocrisyInfluences the issue between
two nations! Her deceit deals in the
lives of sons precious to fathers and
(mothers, the fate of frontiers, of Insti-
tutions! Think of it! Think of ma-

chines costing countless millions ma-

chines of flesh and blood, with their
destinies shaped by one little bit of

lying information! Think of the folly
of any civilization that stakes its tri-

umphs on such a gamble! Am I not
right? Jsn't it true? Isn't it?"

"Yes, yes, Marta! But I" If
she were weakening it was not his
place to try to strengthen her purpose.

"It will the sooner end fighting,
won't it, Lanny?" she asked in a
mall, tense voice.
"Yes."
"And the only real end that means

real peace Is to prove that the weak
can hold back the strong from their
threshold?"

"Yes."
Even now Westerllng might be on

the veranda, perhaps waiting for news
that would enable him to crush the
weak; to prove that the law of five

pounds of human flesh against three,
and five bayonets against three, is the
law of civilization.

"Yes, yes, yes!" The constriction
was gone from her throat; there was
a drum-bea- t in her souL "Depend 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
I? What is one woman compared to
such a purpose? I don't care what is
aid of me or what becomes of me if

we can win! Good-by- , Lanny, till I
call you up again! And God with us!"

"God with us!" as Partow had said,
over and over. The saying had come
to be repeated by hard-heade- agnos-
tic staff-officer- who believed that the
deity bad no relation to the efficiency
of gun-fir- The Brown infantrymen
even were beginning to mutter It In

the midst of action.
Waiting on the path of the second

terrace for Westerllng to come, Marta
realized the full meaning of her task.
Day la and day out she waa to have
suspense at her elbow and the horror
of hypocrisy on her conscience, the
while keeping her wits nicely bal
anced. When she saw Westerllng ap
pear on the veranda and start over the
lawn she felt dluy and uncertain of
ber capabilities.

"I have considered all that you have
aid for my guidance and I have de

eded." she began.
She heard her own voice with the

relief of a singer in a debut who, with
knees shaking, finds that her notes
axe true. She was looking directly

. at Westerllng in profound seriousness.
Though knees shook, lips and chin
could aid eyes In revealing the pain
ful fatigue of a battle that had raged
In the mind of a woman who went
away for half an hour to think for
herself.

"I have concluded, sne went on,
"that It Is an occasion for the sac-

rifice of private ethics to a great pur
nose, the sooner to end the slaugh
ter."

"All true!" whispered an Inner
roles. Its tone was Lanny'a, in the
old days of their comradeship. It gave
ber strength. All true!

"Yes. an end a speedy end!" eald
Westerllng with a fine. Inflexible em
abasia, "That is your prayer and
mfne and the prayer of all lovers of
humanity."

"It is little that I know, but such
as it Is you shall bare It." she began.

' conscious of his guarded scrutiny.
When sue told him of Bordir, the
araak poUt la tie first line of the

in his steady look; but with the men-

tion of Engadlr in the main line she
detected a gleam in his eyes that bad
the merciless delight of a, cutting
edge of steeL "I have made my sac-

rifice to some purpose? The Infor-
mation is worth something to you?"
she asked wistfully.

"Yes, yes! Yes, it promises that
way," he replied thoughtfully.

Quietly he began a considerate cate
chism. Soon she was subtly under
standing that her answers lacked the
convincing details 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 secrets?
How could It happen that two such
critical points as Bordir and Engadlr
should go undefended? No tactician,
no engineer but would have realized
their strateglo importance. Did she
know what she was saying? How did
she get her knowledge? These, she
understood, were the real questions
that underlay Westerflng's polite In
direction.

"But I have not told you the sources
of my information! Isn't that like a
woman!" she exclaimed. "You see,
it did not concern me at all at the
time I heard It. I didn't even realize
its Importance and I didn't hear
much," she proceeded, her introduc-
tion giving time for improvlzation.
"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 Westerllng, betraying
his eagerness. Partow and Lanstron!
Then her source wao one of authority,
not the gossip 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 going to have a look
at the crops," and they went for a
walk out to the knoll where the fight-
ing began."

"Yes! When was this?" Westerllng
asked keenly.

"Only about six weeks ago," an-

swered Marta.
"Later, I came upon them unexpect-

edly after they had returned," she
went on. "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
Soldier."

and I couldnt help overhearing them.
Their voices grew louder with the In-

terest of their discussion. I caught
something about appropriations and
aeroplanes and Bordir and Engadlr,
and saw that Lanstron was pleading
with his chief. He wanted a sum ap-

propriated for fortifications to be ap
plied to building planes and dirigibles.
Finally, Partow consented, and I re
call his exact words: They're shock
lngly archaically defended, especially
Engadlr,' he said, 'but they can wait
until we get further appropriations la
the fall!' " She was so far under the
spell of her own invention that she
believed the reality of her words, re
flected In her wide-ope- n eyes which
seemed to have nothing to hide. -

Tnat is ail, sne exclaimed with a
shudder "all my eavesdropping, all
my breach of confidence! If If If
and her voice trembled with the In
tensity of the one purpose that was
shining with the light of truth through
the murk of her decanUoa "U will

SAVING THE VENUS OF MILO

Extraordinary Precautions Taken to
Guard Art Treasure Impos-

sible to Replace.

When, during the war of 1870, the
German army drew near the French
capital, one of the first measures the
Parisians took was to place the art
treasures of the Louvre In safety. The

paintings of Raphael, Titian, Paolo,
Veronese, Rembrandt and Rubens
were carefully 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 pieces
of marble statuary, for their weight
and fragility made them difficult to
handle; but the French determined
that the famous Venus of Milo, at
least, should not fall Into the bands
of the Prussians.

So they took her down from her ped-

estal and laid her In a casket carefully
padded and wrapped. At night the
casket was taken out through a secret
door and hidden secretly in the cellar
of the police prefecture, at the end
of a certain passageway.

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
built another wall Here the Venus
of Mllo remained, much to the distress
of those patriotic Parisians who did
not know where she was and supposed
that she had been stolen, through the
siege of the city by the Germans and
through the disorders of the commune.

One day the prefecture caught fire
and was pretty completely destroyed.
The distress of those who knew that
the Venus was concealed there can
be Imagined. As soon as the fire was
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 until peace Is restored and
Paris Vs free from danger of the In-

vader. Youth's Companion.

Activities of Women.
Fifteen women are seeking seats 1

the Washington legislature.
The former sultan of Zanzibar la

stranded in Paris with his IS wives.
Baku, Caucasus, has a population

of 117,853, of whom 93,983 are women.
Under the provisions of the will of

Mrs. Emily Zoller of New York city,
her pet dog is left $200 for his keep
during the rest of hie life.

Textile workers in Japan threaten
to go on a strike unless the 33 women
who were discharged from one of the
mills are reinstated.

To avoid the use of the name of a
German town a Paris magazine has
opened a competition asking French
girls to find a new name for Cologne,

Helping the Youngsters.
One of the Chicago municipal court

Judges has established a library for
foreign 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 don't mean to say that this

is the first you've heard ef itf
"Absolutely."
"Why, It's the talk of the neighbor-

hood". .

'Yes, hut my wife la a ay era a
viali."

"I'm Not a Human Being."

His tone held more than gratitude. It
had the elation of discovery, i

"He Is going to make it harder than
I ever guessed!" echoed her own
thought in a flutter cf confusion.

"Yes, It was strange our meeting on
the frontier in peace and then in war!"
Bhe exclaimed at random. The sound
of the remark struck her as too sub-

dued; as expectant, when her purpose
was one of careless deprecation,

"I have met a great many women,
as you may have imagined," he pro-
ceeded. "They have passed In review.
They were simply women, witty and
frail 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: a
memory of real companionship."
. "Yes, I made the prophecy that
came true!" she put In. This ought
to bring him back to himself and hie
ambitions, she thought

"Yes I" he exclaimed, his body stif-

fening free of the back of the seat
"You realized what was In me. 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-fou- r hours."

She realized that he had drawn per
ceptlbly nearer. She wanted to rise
and cry 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 a man whose
earnestness was painting her deceit
blacker. Far from rising, she made no
movement at all; only looked at her
hands and allowed him to go on, con-

scious of the force of a personality
that mastered men and armies now
warm and appealing In the full tide of
another purpose.

"The victory that I was thinking of
last night was not the taking of Dor
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 I had won
your confidence."

"In a cause!" she Interrupted hur
rledly, wildly, to stop him from going
further, only to find that her intona-
tion was such that it was drawing him
on.

"That fatality seemed to be working
itself out to the soldier so much older
than yourself In renewed 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 a part of his own to make certain
that she was not playing one? She
looked up swiftly for answer. There
was no gainsaying what she saw in
his eyes. It was beating Into hers
with the power of an overwhelming
masculine passion and a maturity of
Intellect as his egoism admitted a com-

rade to Us throne. Such Is ever the
way of a man in the forties when the
clock strikes for him. But who could
know better the craft of courtship
than one of Westerling's experience?
He was fighting for victory; to gratify
a desire.

"I did not expect this I" the
words escaped tumultuously and chok-

ingly.
He was bending so close to h-- r that


