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c¢lam of an immortal event In popular | —and aeroplanes and dirlgibles!" sald
Imagination in hearing of the old man | the manufacturer's son.
as he llved over that Intoxicated rush “To the death, too!"
of horees and men into a battery of “And not for glory! We of the 634
the Grays. who live on the frontier will be fight-
“Well, didn't you find what 1 sald | {ng for our homes
was true about the lowlanders?” asked |  “If we loge them we'll never get
grandfather after he had finished the | them back. Better die than be beaten!”
charge, referring to the people of the Herbert  Stransky, with deep-set
¢outhern frontier of the Browns, where leyes, wlightly eguinting Inward, and o

FREDERICK PALMER

the 62d had just been garrisoned,

(Copyright, 1914, by Charlea Scribner's Sona)
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SYNOPSIS.

At _thelr home on jhe frontler between
the Browns and Giray Martae Cialiand and
her mather, entertinining Colonel Wester-
ng of the Graye, see Captaln Lanstron,

stafll intelligence oMoer of the lh’l:\?"".
Injured by & fall In his aeroplune.  'Ten

yeours later, Westerling, nominal vies bul
renl chiof of wtaf, relnforces South La
Tir, meditates on war, and speculntes on

the comparative nges of himself and Mar-

ta, who I8 vigiting In the Gray capital,

W'euu»rlinl calls on Marta, Bhe tells him

of her tenching ehilidron the follles of wir

and martial patriotism, begs him to pre-

vent war while he Is chlef of ataff, and
redicts that If he makes wur ngainst the
rowns he will not win,

CHAPTER IlI—Continued.

“You think 1 am joking?' she asked,

“Why, yes!"

“Butgl am not! No, no, not about
such a ghastly subject as a war to-
day!” She was leaning toward him,
hands on knee and eyes burning like
coals without a spark, “1"—she paused
as she had before she broke out with
the first prophecy—*“l will quote part
of our children's oath: ‘I will not be
a coward. It {8 a coward who strikes
first. A brave man even after he re-
celves a blow tries to reason with his
assallant, and does not strike back un-
tll he recelves u second blow. I shall
not let a burglar drive me from my
house. If an enemy tries to take my
land I shall appeal to his sense of jus-
tice and reason with him, but If he
then persists 1 shall fight for my
home. If I am victorious 1 shall not
try to take his land but to make the
most of my own. [ shall never cross a
frontier to kill my fellowmen.'"

Very Impressive she made the oath.
Her dellberate recital of it had the
quality which justifies every word
with an urgent faith,

“You see, with that teaching there
can be no war,"” she proceeded, "and
those who strike will be weak; those
who defend will be strong.”

“Parhaps.” he sald.

“You would not like to see thou-
sands, hundreds of thousands, of men
killed and maimed, would you?" ghe
demanded, and her eyes held the hor.
ror of the sight In reallty. “You can
prevent it—you can!" Her heart was
In the appeal.

“The old argument! No, I should
not llke to see that,” he replled. *“I
only do my duty as a soldler to my
country.”

*“The old answer! The more reason
why you should tell the premier you
can't! But there Is still another reason
for telling him,” she urged gently.

Now he saw her not at twentyseven
but at seventeen, girlish, the subject
of no processes of reason but in the
spell of an Intuition, and he knew that
something out of the blue In a fash
was coming.

“For you will not win!" she declared.

This struck fire. Square Jaw and
sturdy body, in mascullue energy, reso-
lute and trained, were set indomitably
against feminine vitality.

“Yes, we shall win! We shall win!"
he said without even the physical dem-
onstration of a gesture and in a hard,
even volce which was like that of the
machinery of modern war itself, a
voice which the aristocratic sniff, the
Loula XV1 curls, or any of the old gal-
lery-display heroes would have thought
utterly lacking In histrionics suitable
to the occasion. He remained rigid
after he had spoken, handsome, self-
possessed,

There was no use of beating feml:
nine fists against such a stone wall.
The force of the male was supreme.
Bhe smiled with a etrange, quivering
loosening of the lips. She spread out
her hands with fingers apart, as If to
let something run free from them into
the air, and the flamo of appeal that
had been In her oyes broke into many
lights that seemed to scatter into
space, yet ready to return at her com-
mand., She glanced at the clock and
rose, almost abruptly.

“l was very strenuous riding my
Lobby agalnst yours, wasn't 17" she ex-
clalmed In a flutter of distraction that
made It easy for him to descend from
his own steed. "I stated a feeling. |
made a guess, a threat about your
winning—and all in the alr. That's a
woman's privilege; one men grant,
isn't 1L7"

“"We enjoy doing s0,” he replied, all
urbanity.

“Thank you!" she sald simply. *“I
must be at home In time for the chil-
dren's lesson on Sunday. My sleeper
Is engaged, and If I am not to miss the
train I must go immediately.”

With an undeniable shock of regret
he realized that the Interview was
over. Really, he had bad a very good
time; not only that, but—

“Will it be ten years before we meet
again?” he asked,

“Perhaps, unless you change the
rules about officers crossing the fron-
tier to take tea,” she replied.

“Hven If I did, the vice-chlef of staff
might Lardly go."

“Then perhape you must walt,” she
warned bhim, “untll the teachers of
peace bhave done away with all fron-
m'!

“Or, If there were war, 1 should
come!” he answered In kind. He half
wished that this might start another
argument and she would mliss her
train. But she made no reply. “And
you may come to the Gray capital

very progressive”
“Kh, eh? You're joking'"

people of the Grays,

¥ "
agaln, You are not through traveling! You didn't see deep under

he added. ‘

This aroused her afresh; the flame
was back In her eyes.

“Yes., 1 have all the memories of my
Journeys to enjoy, all thelr lessons to
study,” she sald. "There Is the big
world, and you want to have had the
breath of all its climates In your lungs,
the vislons of all its peoples yours,
Then the other thing is three acres
and 4 cow, If you could only have the
solidarity of the Japanese, their pub-
lic spirit, with the old Chinese love of
family and peace, and a cathedral
nearby on a hill! Patriotlem? Why,
it is In the soll of your three acres. 1
love to feel the warm, rich earth of our
own garden in my hands! Hereafter 1
shall be a stay-at-home; and if my chil-
dren win,” she held out her hand in
parting with the same frank, earnest
grip of her greeting, “why, you will
find that tea Is, as usual, at four
thirty.”

He had found the women of his high
officlal world—a narrower world than
he realized--much allke. Striking cer-
taln keys, certaln chords responded.
He could probe the depths of thelr
minds, he thought, in a single evening.
Then he passed on, unless it was in
the Interest of pleasure or of his ca-
reer to linger, This meeting had left
his curiosity baMed. He understood
how Marta's vitality demanded action,
which exerted itself in a feminine way
for a feminine cause. The cure for
such a fad was most clear to his mas-
culine perception. What If all the
power she bad shown In her appeal for
peace could be made to serve another
ambition? He knew that he was a |
great man. More than once he had
wondered what would happen If he
were to meet a great woman., And he
should not see Marta Gallaud again |

at Volmer—"

Tom.

“And the way they cook tripe! |
couldn’t stomach it, could you? And
if there's anything I am partial to it'a
n good dish of tripe! And thelr light
beer-—Ilike drinking froth!
bread—why, It ain’t bread! It's chips!
"Taint fit for civilized folks!"

“But I sort of got used to thelr
ways,” sald Tom.

“Eh, eh?” Grandfather looked at

grandson quizzically, seeking the cause
of such heterodoxy in a northern man.

“So you've always sald,” Interrupted

And thelr

| heavy jaw, an enormous man who was

“No, I kind of llked them. | made a | the best ghot in the company when
lot of friends,” admitted Tom. “They're | he cared to ba, had listened in sllence

| to the othérs, his rather thick but ex-

To like | presalve lips eurving with eynlelsm,
the IK‘H‘)D!I‘! of the southern frontier was | Hin (“]],ﬂ gpeech all the morning had
only less concefvable than liking the | been in the midst of the reception in
“That's beeause | the public square of the town when he
them. | said:

They're all on the outslde—a flighty |
lot! Why, If they'd done thelr part ' much to me
in that last war we'd have licked the
Grays untll they cried for mercy! If
thelr army corps had stood its ground

“Thie homecoming doesn’t mean
Home? Hell! The
hedgerows of the world are my home!"

He appeared older than his years,
and hard and bitter, except when his
eyes would lHght with a feverish sort
of fire which shone as he broke Into
a lull In the talk.

“"Comrades," he beggn.

“Let us hear from the Soclalist!™ a
Tory exclalmed.

“No, the anarchist!" shouted a So-
clalist,

“There won't be any war!" sald
Stransky, his volce gradually rising to
the pltch of an agitator relishing the
sensation of his own words. “Patriot-
ism I8 the played-out trick of the ruling
classes to keep down the proletariat,
There won't be any war! Why? Be-
cause there are too many enlightened
men on both sldes who do the world's
work. We of the 53d are a pro-
vinelal lot, but throughout ‘our army
, there are thousands upon thousands
' llke me. They march, they drill, but
| when battle comes they will refuse
| to fight—my comrades In heart, to

whom the flag of this country means
no more than that of any other coun-

try!"

"Hold on' The flag
tried the banker's son.
“Yes, that will do!"

| “Shut up!”

Other volcen formed a chorus of
angry protest.

*l knew you thought it; now I've
caught you!" This from the sergeant,
who had seen hard fighting against
a savage foe In Africa and there-
fora was particularly bitter about
the Bodlapoo affair. The welt of a
scar on the gaunt, fever-yellowed
cheek turned a deeper red as he selzed

Is eacred!”

unless war came.

i
CHAPTER IV. 1

Times Have Changed.

The 63d of the Browns had started
for La Tir on the same day that the
128th of the Graye had started for
South La Tir. While the 128th’ was
golng to new scenes, the 63d was re-
turning to familiar ground. It had de-
trained In the capital of the province
from which Its ranks had been recruit-
ed. After a steep incline, there was n
welcome bugle note and with shouts
of delight the centipede’s legs broke
apart! Bankers', laborers’, doctors’,
valels', butchers’, manufacturers' and
Judges’ sons threw themselves down
on the greensward of the embankment
to rest. With thelr talk of home, of
relatives whom they had met at the
station, and of the changes in the town
was mingled talk of the crisls,

Meanwnile, an aged man was ap- |
proaching, At times he would break
Into a kind of trot that ended, after o |
few steps, in shortness of breath. He |
wns quite withered, his bright eyeal
twinkling out of an area of maoth |
pitches, and he wore a frayed uniform
coat with a medal on the breast. |

“Is this the 53d?" he quavered to |
the nearest soldier, v |

It eertuinly 18! some one answered.
“Come and join us, veteran!”

“Is Tom—Tom Fragini hera?"

The answer came from a big soldler,
who sprang to his feet and leaped to-
ward the old man.

“It's grandfather, as 1 live!" he
called out, kigsing the veteran on both
cheeks. "1 saw sister In town, and
she sald you'd be at the gate as we
marched by."

“Didn't walt at no gate! Marched
right up to you!" sald graudtulhur,:
“Marched up with my uniform and
medal on! Stand off there, Tom, so
I can see you, My word! You're big-
ger'n your father, but not biggern 1
was! No, sir, not bigger'n | was In
my day before that wound sort o' bent
me over. They say it's the lead in the
blood, [I've still got the bullet!"

The old man's trousers were thread-
bare But well darned, and the holes in
the uppers of his shoes were carefully
patched. He had a merry air of op-
timlsm, which his grandson had in-
herited,

“Well, Tom, how much longer you
got to serve?' asked grandfather.

“Six months,”" answered Tom.

“One, two, three, four—* grandfa-
ther counted the numbers off on his
fingere, “That's good. Youll be in
time for the spring ploughing. My,
how you have filled out! But, some-
how, 1 can’'t get used to this kind of
uniform. Why, 1 don't see how a girl'd
be attracted to you fellows, at alll”

“They have to, for we're the only
kind of soldlers there are nowadays.
Not as gay as In your day, that's sure,
when you were in the Hussars, eh?”

“Yes, | was In the Hussars—In the
Hussars! 1 tell you with our sabres
a-gleaming, our horsea' bits a-jingling,
our pennons a-flying, and all the color
of our uniform—I tell you, the girls
used to open their eyes at us. And we
went into the charge llke that—yes,
sir, just that gay and grand. Colonel
QGalland leading!"

Military history sald that it had
been & rather foollsh charge, a fine
example of the valnglory of unreason-
ing bravery that accomplishes nothing,

but no one would suggest such skepti-
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*“But | Won't Fight for Youl"

“Say, you ain't been falling In love?"
he hazarded. "“You—you ain’t going to
bring one of them southern girls
home?"

“No!" sald Tom, laughing.

“Well, I'm glad you ain't, for they're
naturally light-minded 1 remember
‘em well,” He wandered on with his
questions and comments, "Is it a fact,
Tom, or was you just joking when you
wrote home that the soldiers took so
many baths?"

“Yes, they do.”

“Well, that beats me! It's a wonder
you didn't all die of pneumonia!™ He
paused to absorb the phenomenon.
Then hig half-childish mind, prompted
iy a rendom recollection, fiitted to an-
other subjoct which set him to gig-
gling.
they bother you much, the little crawl-
erg?"

“The little crawlers?" repeated Tom,
my=tified.

“"Yes, Everybody used to get ‘em
just from lving close together. Had
to comb 'em out and pick 'em out of
your clothes. The chase we used to
call 1t."”

“No, grandfather,
gone out of fashlon.
demies of typhold
either,” sald Tom,

“Times have certainly changed!"
grumbled Grandfather Fragini.

Interested in their own reunion, they
had paid no attentlon to a group of
Tom's comrades pearby, sprawled
around a newspaper contalning the
latest dispatches from both caplitals.

“Five million soldiers to our three
million!”

“Eighty mlillion people to our fifty
milllon!™

“Hecause of the odds, they think we
are bound to yleld, no matter If we are
in the right!"

“Let them come!" sald the butcher's
son, “"If we have to go, it will be on a
wave of blood."

“And they will come some time,"”
sald the judge's son. "They want our
land.”

“We galn nothing If we beat them
back. War will be the ruin of busi-
ness,” sald the banker's son,

"Yes, we are prosperous now, Let
well enough alone!* sald the manufac:
turer's son,

“Some say it makes wages higher,”
rald the laborer's son, "but I am think-
ing it's & poor way of ralsing your
Dl,’."

“Thers won't be any war,” sald the
banker's son. "“There can’t be without
credit. The banking Interests will
not permit it."

“There can always be war,” sald the
judge's son, “always when one people
determines to strike at another people
—aven if it brings bankruptey,"

“It would be & war that would make
all others in history & mere exchange
of skirmishes. Every able-bodled man
in line—automatics a hundred shots a
minute—guns & dozen shots a minute

crawlers have
And no more epl-
and dysentery
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“And the little crawlers—did !

Stransky by the collar of the blouse,

Stransky, raiged his free hand as If
to strike, but paused as he faced the
company’s boyish captain, slender of
figure, aristocratic of feature. His In-
dignation was as evident as the ser-
geant's, but he was biting his lips to
keep It under control.

“You heard what he said, sir?"

“The latter part—enough!*

“It's Incitation to mutiny!
ample!"™

“Yer, put him under arrest.”

The sergeant still held fast to the
collar of Stransky's blouse. Stransky
could have shaken himself free, as a
mastiff frees himself from a puppy,
but this wae resistance to arrest and
he had not yet made up his mind to

AD ex-

! go that far. His muscles were weaving

under the sergeant's grip, his eyes
glowing as with volecanic fire walting
on the madness of impulse for erup-
tion.

“I wonder if it ia really worth while
to put him under arrest?’ sald some
one at the edge of the group in amiable
Inquiry.

The volee came from an officer of

' nbout thirty-five, who apparently had

strolled over from a near-by acroplane
station to look at the regiment. From
his shoulder hung the gold cords of
the staff. 1t was Col. Arthur Lanstron,
whose plane had skimmed the Gal-
lands' garden wall for the “easy
bump" ten years ago. There was some-
thing more than mere titular respect
in the way the young captain saluted
—admiration and the diffident, boylsh
glance of recognition which does not
presume to take the lead in recalling
a slight acquaintance with a man of
distinetion.

“Dellarme! It's all of two years
since we met at Miss Galland’s, (sn't
1t?" Lanstron sald, shaking hands with
the captain.

“Yes, just before we were ordered
south,” sald Dellarme, obviously
pleaged to be remembered.

“1 overheard your speech,” Lanstron
continued, nodding toward Straneky.
"It was very Informing.”

A crowd of soldlers was now press-
ing around Stransky, and In the front
rank was Grandfather Fraginl.

“Sald our flag was no better'n any
other flag, did he?" plped the old man.
“Heat him to a pulp! That's what the
Hussarg would have done."

“If you don't mind telling It In pub-
lle, Stransky, 1 should like to know
your origin,” sald Lanstron, prepared
to be as considerate of an anarchist's
private feelings as of anybody's,

Stransky squinted his eyes down the
bony bridge of his nose and grinned
sardonically.

“That won't take long,"” he answered.
“My father, so far as 1 could ldentify
him, died in jall and my mother of
drink."”

“That was hardly to the purple!"” ob-
served Lanstron thoughtfully,

“No, to the red!"” answered Stransky
savagely,

“] mean that it was hardly inclined
to make you take a roseate view of life
g8 a beautiful thing In a well-ordered
world where favors of fortune are
evenly distributed,” continued Lan-
stron.

“Rather to make me rejoice in the
hope of a new order of things—the
recrention of soclety!™ Stransky ut-
tered the sentiment with the trium-
phant pride of a pupll who knows his
text-book thoroughly.

By this time the colonel command-

Ing the *egiment, who had notliced the
excltement from & distance, nppeared,
forcing a gap for his passage through
the crowd with sharp words, He, too,
recognized Lapstron, After they had
shaken hunds, the colonel scowled as
he heard the sltuation explained, with
the old sergeant, still holding fast to
Straneky's collar, & capable and in-
alstent witness for the prosecution;
while Stransky, the fire In his evea
dying to conls, stared straight shead

“It Is only n suggestion, of course,”
fald Lanstron, speaking quite us a
spectator to avold the least Indieation |
of Interference with the colonel's au- |
thority. “but it seems possible that
Stransky has clothed his wrongs in &
garb that could never set well on his
nature if he tried to wear it In prac-
tice. He ls really an Individualist, En-
raged. ho would fight well. I should |
like nothing better than a force of
Stranskys {f 1 had to defend a redoubt
In a last stand.”

“Yes, he might fight." The colonel
looked hard at Stransky's rigid profile,
with Its tight lips and chin as firm as
If cut out of stone. “You never know
who will fight In the pinch, they say.
But that's speculation. It's the ex-
ample that I have to deal with.”

“He 18 not of the insidious, plotting
type. He spoke his mind openly,” sug-
gested Lanstron. “If you glve him the
limit of the law, why, e becomes &
martyr to persecution., [ should say
that his remarks might pass for bar-
rack-room gassing.”

“Very well,” sald the colonel, taking
the shortest way out of the difficulty.
“Wea wlll excuse the first offense.”

“Yes, sir!” sald the sergeant me-
chanically as he released his grip of
the offender. “We had two anarchista
in my company In Africa,” he observed |
In loyal agreement with orders. “They |
fought Alke devils, The only trouble
was to keep them from shooting inno- |
cent natives for sport," !

Stransky's collar was still erumpled |
on the nape of his neck. He remained |
stock-still, staring down the bridge of |
his nose. For a full minute he did not |
vouchsafe so much as a glance upward |
over the change In his fortunes. Then
he looked around at Lanstron glower-
ingly. ’

“I know who you are!” he said. |
“You were born in the purple. You
have had education, opportunity, posi- |
tion—everything that you and your
kind want to keep for your kind. You |
are smarter than the others. You |
would hang a man with spider webs
instead of hemp. But I won't fight for
you! No, I won't!"

He threw back his head with a de- l

termination In his deflance so intense

that freed it of theatrical affectation.

“Yes, | was fortunate; but perhaps |

nature was not altogether unkind to
you," sald Lanstron. “In Napoleonie
times, Stransky, 1 think you might
even have carried a marghal's baton in
your knapsack."

“You—what rot!"” A sort of triumph
played around Stransky’s full lips and
hie jaw shot out challengingly. *“No.
never against my comrades on the oth-
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PRECEDENT HAD BEEN SET

Youthful Logician Could Not Ses
Why He Should Not Follow His
Father's Course.

Who can tell the working of chil-
dren's minds, or how, all unwittingly,
we may make ourgelves appear un-
Just in our dealings toward them?

This was brought home to Mr, Hee-
wit the other day as he took his young
hopeful, aged six, for a constitutional.
The youngster was evidently thinking
hard, for he was silent—which was
unusual.

“Daddy,” he sald, looking up sudden:

that it had a certain kind of dignity ' ly, “1 think I want to get married!"

| "Do you, my son?

And who to,
\ may I ask?" answered the proud par
ent, looking at him,

“*I want to marry granny."”

“Do you, indeed? And do you think
1 would let you marry my mother—
eh?"

“Well, why shouldn't 17" retorted
the tender logiclan. "“You married
mine, didn't you!"—Dallas News,

Youthful Son's Gratitude.

er side of the border!" he concluded,
his dogged stare returning.

Now the colonel gave the order to
fall in; the bugle sounded and the cen-
tipede’'s legs began to assemble on the |
rond. But Stransky remained a statue, |
his rifle untouched on the sward. He
seemed of a mind to let the regiment
go on without him.

“Stransky, fall in!" called the ser |
Eeant, |

Still Stransky did not move. A com-
rade picked up the rifle and fairly
thrust It into his hands.

“Come on, Bert, and knead dough
with the rest of us!" he whispered.
“Come on! Cheer up!” Evidently his |
comrades llked Stransky. ;

“No!" roared Stransky, bringing the
rifle down on the ground with a heavy
blow,

(TO BE CONTINUED)

TOOK AWAY HIS APPETITE

Lover of Mince Ple Had Decided Ob ‘
Jection to Sharing the Delicacy
With Restaurant Cat.

Untll recently Detective Sergeant
Tim Balley was a lover of mince ple,
Today If anyone offered him a bakery
full of mince ples he would turn on
his heel and do a quick countermarch.
Figuratively he has had his fill of the
good old pastry.

At dinner time one day not long
ago Balley went into a little restaurant
near the Hall of Justice. “Three
bolled eggs, & cup of Java and a 12 by

14 wedge of mince ple,” he told thef

wilter, |

Balley polished off the eggs and
coffea In great shape, and then at- |
tacked the ple. He had just begun
when a big black cat that had been
reposing on the counter a few [eet
away awoke, stretched, struck at a
vagrant fly with a chubby paw, and
then leaped Into the display window
of the place. The window was laden
with dellcacles to allure the hungry
passerby. |

The first thing that Tabby made for
was the remains of the ple that bhad
been cut for Balley. Kitty's first blte
was Halley's last. He dropped his
fork with a bang, reached for his hat
and rushed up to the counter,

“Sa-ay,” he cried, “what are you
running here, a restaurant or a ken-
nel elub?" He pald his bill, and was
away down the street before ths
dazed keeper of the place could catch
his breath.—New York Times.

Sharpens tha Appetite.
Jokeleigh (visiting Subbubs)—"And
you have a grindstone, too. Will it
put an edge on a dull appetite?’ Sub-
bubs—"Certalnly! If you turn the
handle long enough.”

The Martins were on a trip covering
a period of three or four weeks. They
left at home Master Edward Martin,
aged elght years, to whom hls father
wrote nearly every day. In each let-
ter was enclosed a shining silver dime.
Five or six of these dimes had been
sent to Master Edward without any -ac-
knowledgment of the generosity, Thep
eame this brief and to-the-point miyg
slve:;

“Dear Father: Every time you have
wrote to me since you went away yox
put a dime in your letter. Pleasa
write oftener to Your loving son,

“Edward.”

Extravagant.
Clerk—NMr, Goldbug, as | am to mar
ry, 1 would llke more salary.
DBoss-—How much more do you want?
Clerk—Ten dollars a week.
Boss—My gracious! How many
women are you golng to marry?

Many things are well done that aras
not worth doing.

To Build
Strong
Children

Supply their growing bodies
with II')igl'll food, so that Brain,
and Muscle, and Bone devel-
opment may evenly balance.

Grape-Nuts

FOOD

was originated to supply, in
proper proportion, the very
elements required by the
human body for gro

repair,

To supply children a dish
of Grape-Nuts and cream

for breakfast larly, is to
wat them oo the roed 1o
sturdy health,

“There’s a Reason”
for

Grape-Nuts
Sold by grogers.




