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CHAPTER XXll—Continued.

“1 think we have practicnlly agreed
that the two Individunls who were In
valuable to our canse were Partow and
Miss Galland,” Lanstron remarked ten-
tatively, He walted for a reply. It
wias apparent that he was laylng a
foundantion before he went any fur-
ther

“Certalnly!" said the vicechief

“And you!" put in another officer,
which brought a chorus of assent

“No, not l—only these two!’ Lan-
stron roplied.  “Or, 1, too, if you prée-
fer. It little matters. The thing Is
that 1 am under a promise to both,
which 1 shall respect,  He organized
and lubored for the same purpose that
she played thé spy. When wa sent
the troops forward In a counterattiae [
and pursuit to elear our soll of the
(rays; when [ stopped them ot the
frontler—hoth were according to Par
tow's plan. He had a plan and a
dream, this wonderful old man who
made us all seem primary pupils In
the art of war."”

Could it be that terrible Partow, a
stroke of whose pencil had made the
Galland house an Inferno?  Marta
wondered as Lanstron read his mes-
sago—(the message out of the real
heart of the mun, throbbing with the
power of his great brain.  His plan
was to hold the Gravs to stalemate;
to foree them to desist after they had
battered thelr battallons to pleces
against the Brown fortifications. His
dream was the thing that had hap-
pened—that an  opportunity  would
come to pursue a broken machine In
a bold stroke of the offensive.

"I would want to be a hero of our
people for only one alm, to be able
to stop our army at the frontler,” he
had written, “Then they might drive
me forth heaped with obloquy, if they
chose. I should llke to see the Grays
demoralized, beaten, ready to sue for
peace, the better to prove my polnt
that we should ask only for what is
ours and that our strength was only
for the purpose of holding what (s
ours, Then we should lay up no leg-
ucy of revenge in their hearts. They
could never have cause to attack
again. Clvilization would have ad-
vanced another step.”

Lanstron continued to read to the
amazed staff, for Partow's message
had looked far Into the future. Then

ere was a P, 8, written after the
war had begun, on the evening of the
day that Marta had gone from tea on
the vernnda with Westerling to the
telephone, in the Impulse of her new
purpose,

“I begin to belleve In that dream,”
he wrote, “I begin to belleve that the
chance for the offensive will come,
now that my colleague, Mlss Galland,
in the name of peace has turned pruc-
tical. There I8 nothing like mixing a
little practice In your dreams while
the world {e still well this side of
Utopia, as the head on my old behe-
moth of a body well knows. She had
the right fdea with her school. The

(Copyright, 1914, by Charles Scribner's Sona)

oath s0 completely exprossed my
fdeas—the result of all my thinking—
that 1 hnd a twinge of literary jeal
ousy. My boy, If you do reach the
frontler, in pursuit of a broken army,
and you do not keep faith with my
dream and with her i{deals, then you
will get a lesson that will last you for-
ever at the foot of the Gray range.
But 1 do not think so bad!y as that of
you or of my judgment of men,"

“Lanny! Lanny!"

The dignity of a stall council could
not restrain Marta. Her emotion must
have action. She sprang to his side
and selzed bis hand, her exultation
mixed with penitence over the way
ghe had wronged him and Partow
Thelir self.contained purpose hoad been
the same as hers and they had worked
with a soldler's fortiiade, while she
had worked with whims and fmpulses
she bent over him with gratitude and
praige and a plea for forgiveness In
hor eyes, submerging the thing which
he sought in them He flushed boy-
Ishly in happy embarrassment, Inca
pable of words for an instaut: and
sllently the staff looked on

“And | agree with Partow,” Lanstron
went on, “that we cannot take the
range, The Grays still have numbers
equal to ours. It is they, now, who
will be singing ‘God with us!" with
thelr backs against the wall,  With
Partow’s goes my own appeal to the
army and the natlon; and | shall keep
faith with Partow, with Miss Galland,
and with my own Ideas, If the govern-
ment orders the army to advance, by
resigning as chlef of staff—my work
inlghed."”

Westerling and his alde and valet,
inguiring thelr way as strangers, found
the new staff headquarters of the
Grays established in an army buliding,
where Bouchard had been assigned to
trivial dutles, back of the Gray range
As their former chief entered & room
in the disorder of maps and packing-
cases, the staff.oflicers rose from their
work to stand at salute like stone im-
ages, In regpect to a fleld-marshal's
rank. Thoere was no word of greeting
but a telling silence before Turens

mont erinkle and become natural. The
blue veins on his bulging temples were
a little more pronounced, his thin fea-
turea a little more pinched, but other-
wlse hoe was unchanged and he seemed
equal to another etrain as heavy as
the one he had undergone.

“"We have a new government, a new
premier,” he sald, “The old premler
was killed by a shot from a erowd that
he wus addressing from the baleony of
the palace. After this, the capital be-
came quieter, As we get in touch with
the divislons, we find the army In bet-
ter shape than we had feared It would
be, There Is a recovery of spirit,
owlng to our being on our own soll.”
"Yes." replied Westerling, drowning
in their stares and graeping at a straw,
“Only a panie, as 1 sald. 1f—" his
volee rising hoarsely and catching in
rage,

“"We have a new government, a new
premier!” Tureas repeated, with firm,
methodienl  politeness. Westerling
looking from one fact to another with
filmy eyes, lowered them before Bou-
chard. “There’s & room ready for
Your Excellency upstairs,” Turcas con-
tinued. "The orderly will show you
the way,"

Now Westerling grasped the fact
that he was no longer chief of staff.
He drew himself up In a desperate
attempt at dignity; the staff saluted
agadn, and, uncertainly, he followed
the orderly, with the alde and valet
still in loyal attendance, .

Two flgures were In the doorwny:
a heavy-set market woman with a
fringe of down on her lip and a cadav.
erous, tidily dressed old man, who
might have been a superannuated
schoolmaster, with a bronze cross won
in the war of forty years ago on his
breast and his eyes burning with the
youthful fire of Grandfather Fragini's,
“They got the premier in the capl-
tal. We've come for Westerling! We
want to know what he did with our
sons! We want to know why he was
beaten!"™ erled the market woman.
“Yes," said the veteran. “We want
him to explain his lies. Why did he
keep the truth from us? We were
ready to fight, but not to be treated
llke bables. This Is the twentleth
century!" ‘
“We want Westerling! Tell Wes-
terling to come out!" rose Impatlent
shouts behind the two figures in the
doorway.

“You are sure that he has one?"
whispered Turcas to Westerling's alde.
“Yes,"” was the choking answer—
“yes. It is better than that"—with a
glance toward the mob. *“1 left my
own on the table"
“We can't save him!
to let them—"
Turcag’s volce was drowned by a
great roar of eries, with no word ex-
cept  “Westerling” distinguishable,
that plerced evepy crack of the house.
A wave of movement starting from
the rear drove the veteran and the
market woman and a dozen others
through the doorway toward the

LS

We shall have

o

"We've Come for Westerling.”

stalrs, Then the sound of a shot was
heard overhead,

“The man you seek 18 dead!" sald
Turcas, stepping o front of the crowd,
hia features unrelenting in authority.
“Now, go back to your work and leave
usd to ours."

*1 understand, glr,"” sald the veteran
“We've no argument with you."

we shall have one, 8o, you stay!*

veteran's faded coat, the staff saluted;

“present arms’ by sentries.
. . L] . .

posal.

snpoke. His volece hnd lost Its parch-

“Yes!" agreed the market woman,
“But If you ever leave this range allve

Looking at the bronze cross on the

for the cross, though it were hung on
rags, wherever it went was entitled
by custom to the salute of officers and

After Lanstron’s announcement to

crogs the frontier, there was & rest-
less movement In the chalrs around
the tuble, aud the grimaces on most | crowds in the streets were still shout-
ing hoarscly and sometimes drunken-
Moth-
The premler

of the faces were those with which a
practical man regards a Utoplan pro-
The vicechief was drumming | Ing ean stop us now!"
ou the table edge and looking steadily | tried to lmagine what & sea of faces

at a point In front of his fingers. 1f

Lanstron resigned he became chief
“Partow might have this dream bee

fors he won, but would he pow?”

asked the vicechlef. “No, He would
go on!"
“Yes,” sald another officer. “The

world will ridicule the suggestion; our
people will overwhelm us with their
anger. The Grays will take It for n
slgn of weakness,"

“Not If we put the situation rightly
to them,” answered Lanstron. ““Not
[ If we go to them as brave adversary
to brave adversary, in a falr spirit.”

“We can—we shall take the range!"
the vice-chlef went on in a burst of
rigid conviction when he saw thal
opinion was with him. “Nothing can
stop this army now!" He struck the
table edge with his fist, his shoulders
stiffening.
“Please—please,
Marta softly.
terling!"
The vicechief started as If he had
recelved a sharp pin-prick. His shoul-
dors unconselously relaxed. He began
a fresh study of a certaln point on the
table top. anstron, looking first at
one and then at another, spoke again,
his words as measured as they ever
had been in military discussion and
eloquent. He began outlining his own
mesgage which would go with Partow's
to the premier, to the natlon, to every
regiment of the Browns, to the Grays.
to the world. He get forth why the
Browns, after tasting the courage of
the Grays, should realize that they
could not take thelr range., Partow
had not taught him to put himself in
other men’s places In valn. The boy
who had kept up his friendship with
engine drivers after he was an officer
know how to sink the plummet into
human emotions, He reminded the
Brown soldlers that there had been n
providential angwer to the call of
“God with us!" he reminded the pec-
ple of the lives that would be lost to
no end but to engender hatred; he
begged the army and the people not
to brenk falth with that principle of
“Not for theirs, but for ours,” which
had been thelr strength.

“I should like you all to sign It—to
make It simply the old form of ‘the
-staff has the honor to report,’" he said
finally.

There wans a hush as he finlshed—
the hush of a deep Impression when
one man waits for another to speak.
All were looking at him except the
vice-chief, who was still starlng at the
table as If he had heard nothing. Yet
every word was etched on his mind
The man whose name was the symbol
of victory to the soldlers, who would
be mora than ever a hero as the news
of his charge with the African Bravea
traveled along the lines, would go on
record to his soldiers as saylng that
they could not take the Gray range.
This was a bandicap that the vice
chlef did not care to accept; and he
knew how to turn a phrase as well as
to make a soldlerly declsion. He
looked up smilingly to Marta.

“l have decided that I had rather
not be a Westerling, Miss Galland.”
he sald. "We'll make it unanimous.
And yoy," he burst out to Lanstron—
“you legatee of old Partow: I've al-
ways sald that he was the biggest man
of our time. He has proved it by
catching the spirit of our time and io-
carnating {t.*

Vaguely, in the whirl of her joy,
Marta heard the chorus of assent as
the officers sprang to their feet in the
¢lation of being at one with their chief
again, Lanstron caught her arm, fear-
ing that she was golng to fall, but a
burning question rose In her mind to
steady her,

“Then my shame—my sending men
to slaughter—my sacrifice was not In
vain?' she exclalmed.

. L] L] L] L] L] L]

The sea of people packed In the
grent square of the Brown capital
mude a roar like the thunder of waves
against a breakwater at sight of a
white spot on a background of gray
stone, which was the head of an emi-
nent statesman.

“It looks as If our government
would last the week out,” the premier
chuckled as he turned to his colleagues

don't!™ Implored
“It sounds so ke Wes-

g | al the cabinet table,

As yet only the brief bulleting whose
publication in the newspapers had
aroused the publie to a frenzy had
been received. The eabinet, as eager
| for details ns the press, had remained
up, awaiting a fuller official account.

“We have n long communication In
preparation,” the staff had telegraphed,
“Meanwhlle, the following is submit-
ted."”

“Good heavens! It's not from the
army! It's from the grave!"™ ex-
claimed the premier as he read the
first paragraphs of Partow's message.
“Of all the concealed dynumite ever!"
he gasped as he grasped the full mean-
ing of the document, that piece of

self, that had laln In the staff vaults
for years.
out to the preses; at least, not until

of Partow's appeal.

him another sheet.

say to the nation—*

when this dlspateh

and dirisilon commanders.

ly: "On to the Gray capital!

news, ns stageering as the victory it-
“Well, we needn't give It

after mature consideration,” he de-
clared when they had reached the end
“Now we'll hear
what the staff has to say for itself
after gratifying the wish of a dead
man,” he added a8 A& messenger gave

“The staff, In loyalty to its dead
leader who made victory possible, and
in loyalty to the principles of defense
for which the army fought, begs to

It was four o'clock In the morning
concluded with
“We heartlly agree with the forego-
the Brown staff of his declsion not to ! Ing,” and the cabinet read the names

of all the general staff and the corps
] Coursing

in the great square would look ke
in a rage. He was between the peo
ple In a passion for retribution and a
headless army that was supposed to
charge across the frontier at dawn.

“The thing 1a sheer madness!” he
eried. "It's insubordination! 1'll have
it suppressed! The army must go on
to gratify public demand. [1'll show
the staff that they are not in the
saddle. Theyll obey orders!”

He tried to get Lanstron un the long
distance.

“Sorry, but the chief has retired.”
answered the officer on duty sleepily.
“In fact, all the rest of the staffl have,
with orders that they are not to be
disturbed before ten.”

“Tell them that the premier, the
head of the government, their com-
mander, Is speaking!™

“Yes, air, The orders not to disturb
them are quite positive, and as a ju-
nior 1 could not do so except by their
orders as superiors, The chief, before
retiring, however, repeated to me, in
case any Inquiry came from you, sir,
that there was nothing he could add
to the stafl's message to the nation
and the army,. It {8 to be given to the

“Good Heavensl
Army.

it's Not From the
It's From the Gravel”

soldiers the first thing In the morn-
ing, and he will let you know how they
regard It."

“Confound these machine minds that
spring their surprises as fully execut-
ed plans!"” exclaimed the premier.
“It's true—Partow and the staff have
covered everything—met every argu-
ment. There {8 nothing more for
them to say,” sald the foreign minister.
“But what about the Iindemnity?”
demanded the finance minister. He
was thinking of victory In the form
of piles of gold In the treasury.

This question, too, was answered,

“War has never brought prosperity,”
Partow had written. “Its purpose Is
to destroy, and destruction can never
be construction. The conclusion of a
war las often assured a period of
peace; and peace gave the impetus of
prosperity attributed to war. A man
ia strong in what he achleves, not
through the gifts he recelves or the
goods he steals. Indemnity will not
raise another blade of wheat In our
land. To take it from a beaten man
will foster in him the desire to beat
his adversary in turn and recover the
amount and more. Then we shall have
the apprehension of war always in the
alr, and soon another war and more
destruction. Remove the danger of a
European cataclysm, and any sum ex-
torted from the Graye becomes paltry
beslde the wealth that peace will cre-
ate, An Indemnity makes the purpose
of the courage of the Graye in their
assaultg and of the Browns In their re-
slstance that of the burglar and the
looter. There Is no money value to a
human life when it is vour own; and
our s¢oldiers gave thelr lives. Do not
cheapen their service."

“Congldering the part that we played
at The Hague,” observed the foreign
minister, it would be rather incon-
sistent for us not to—"

“There is only one thing to do, Lan-
stron has got us!™ replied the premier.
“We must jump in at the head of the
procession and receive the mud or the
bouquets, as it happens.”

With Partow's and the staff's ap-
peals went an equally earnest one
from the premier and his eabinet. Nat-
urally, the nolsy element of the cities
wns the first to find words, It
ghouted in rigsing anger that Lanstron
had betrayed the natlon. Army oM
cers whom Partow had retired for lels-
urely habits said that he and Lanstron
had struck at thelr own calling, But
the average man and woman, In a
daze from the shock of the appeals
after a night's celebration, were read-
ing and wondering and asking thelr
neighbors' opinfons. If not in Par-
tow's then in the stafl’s message they
found the mirror that set their own
ethical professlons staring at them.

Defore they had made up their
minds the correspondents at the front
had set the wires singing to the even-
ing editions; for Lanstron had direct.
ed that they be given the run of the
army's lines at dayvbreak, They told
of soldlersa awakening after the de-
bauch of yesterday's fighting, normal
and rested, glowing with the security
of possesslon of the frontler and re-
sponding to their leaders’ sentiment;
of offloers of the type favored by Par
tow who would bring the lndustry that

commands respect 16 any GAl(Ing, (ax-

ing Lanstron's views as worthy of

their profesgion; of that Irrepressi-
ble poet laureate of the soldiers, Cap-
tain Straneky, 1. C. (Iron cross), break-
ing forth In a new song to an old
tune, expressing his brotherhood ideas
Ina “We-have - ours - let - them - keep +
theira” chorus that was spreading fromw
regiment to regiment

This left the retired officers to grum:
ble In their corners that war was no
longer a gentleman's voeation, and sl
lenced the protests of their natural al-
Iy in the business of making Wwar,
the nolsy element, which promptly
udapted itself to a new fashion in the
relation of nations. Again the great
gquare was packed and agaln a wave-
like roar of cheers greeted the white
speck of an eminent statesman’s head.
All the Ideas that had been fomenting
In the minde of a people for a genera-
tion became a lving force of action to
break through the precedents born
of provinelal passion with a new pre-
cedent; for the power of public opin-
ion ean be as swift In Its revolutions
as decisive victoriea at arms. The
world at large, after rubbing Ita fore-
head and readjusting its eyeglasses
und clearing its throat, exclaimed:

“Why not! lsn't that what we have
all been thinking and desiring? Only
nobody knew how or where to be-
gin"

The premier of the Browns found

himself talking over the long distanca,

to the premier of the Grays In as
neighborly a fashion as If they had
adjoining estates and were arranging
a matter of community interest,

“You have been go fine in waiving
an Indemnity.” said the premier of the
Grays, “that Turcas suggests we pay
for all the damage done to property
on your side by our invasion. I'm
sure our people will rise to the sug-
gestion., Thelr mood has overwhelmed
every preconcelved notlon of mine. In
place of the old suspicion that a
Brown could do nothing except with
a selfish motive is the desire to be as
falr as the Drowns. And the practi
cal way the people look at it makes
me think that it will be enduring.

“l think so, for the same reason,”
responded the premier of the Browns
“They say it is good business. It means
prosperity and progress for both
countries.”

“After all, a soldier comes out the
hero of the great peace movement,"
concluded the premier of the Graye
“A soldier took the tricks with our
own cards. Old Partow was the great:
est statesman of us all.”

“No doubt of that!" agreed the
premier of the Browns, “It's a senti
ment to which every premier of ours
who ever tried to down him would
bave readily subscribed!"

The every-day statesman smiles
when he sees the people smile and
grows angry when they grow angry.
Now and then appears an inscrutable

genius who finds out what is brewing |

in their brains and brings it to a head.
He is the epoch maker. Such an one
was that little Corsican, who gave a
stagnant pool the storm it needed, un
til he became overfed and mistook hiy
ambition for a continuation of hk
youthful presclence.
L ] . L] 2 . [ ]

Marta had yet to bear the shock of
Westerling's death. After learning the
manner of it she went to her room,

where she spent a haunted, sleepless |

night The morning found her still
tortured by her visualization of the
picture of him, irresolute as the mob
pressed around the Gray headquar-
ters.

“It is as if I had murdered him'"
sghe said. *l let him make love to me
—I let my hand remain in his once—
but that was all, Lanny. I—I couldn't
have borne any more. Yet that was
enough—enough!"

“But we know now, Marta,” Lan-
stron pleaded, “that the premler of
the Grays held Westerling to a com-
pact that he should not return aliva
if he lost. He could not have won,
even though you had not helped us
against him. He would only have lost
more lives and brought still greater
indignation on his head. His fate was
inevitable—and he was a soldier.”

But hig reasoning only racked her
with a shudder.

“If he had only died fighting!"” Mar-
tar replied. “He died like a rat in a
trap anc 1—1 set the trap!"™ '

“No, destiny set {t!" put in Mrs.
Galland.

Lanstron dropped down beslde Mar
ta's chair,

“Yes, destiny set it.,” he sald, im. |

ploringly.

“Just as it set your pardt for you.

And, Marta,” Mrs. Galland went on
gently, with what Marta had once
called the wisdom of mothers, “Lanny
lives and llves for you. Your destiny

ls life and to make the most of lifte, as |

you always have. Isn't it, Marta?"

“Yes," she breathed after a pause,
in gonviction, as she pressed her moth-
er's hands. "“Yes, you have a gift of
making things simple and clear.”

Then she looked up to Lanstron and
the flame In her eyes, whose leaping,
spontaneous passion he already knew,
held something of the eternal, as her
arms crept around his neck.

“You are life, Lanny! You are the
destiny of today and tomorrow!"”

(THE END.)

As to Age of Gunpowder,
Comparison of the terms used by
Sir Francls Bacon to describe the ef-
fects of explosive powder in thres
different places shows that he was
writing of the same powder. Now

his letter on the “Secret Works of Na- |
ture” would appear to have been writ )

ten to Willlam of Auvergne, arch-
bishop of Paris, who died in 1248 or
1249. It seems, then, that the explo-
sive properties of black puwder were
known In France and England before
the middle of the thirteenth gentury,

WOMAN WOULD

Though Sickand Suffering; At
Last Found Help in Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Ve;eta-
ble Compound.

Richmond, Pa. — ** When I started
taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
q Compound Iwasina
dreadfully rundown
state of health,
| had inteinal trou-
bles, and was so ex-
tremely nervous and
Frostrated thatif 1
ad given in to my

‘l}'m

it feelings I would

“T 1558} | have been in bed.
ol & | As it was I had
H i ! hardly strength at

times to be on my
feet and what I did do was by a great
effort. I could not sleep at night and
| of course felt very bad in the morning,
| and had a steady headache.

| ““After taking the second bottle I no-
| ticed that the headache was not so bad,
I rested better, and my nerves were
stronger. I continued its use until it
made a new woman of me, and now I
can hardly realize that 1 am able to do

#o much as [do. Whenever I know any
woman in need of a medicine 1
] highly praise Lydia E. Pinkham's Veg-

etable Compound.' — Mrs, FRANK
CLARK, 3146 N. Tulip St., Richmond, Pa.

Women Have Been Telling Women

for forty years how Lydia E.Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound has restored their
health when suffering with female illa.
This accounts for the enormous demand
for it from coast to coast. If you are
troubled with any ailment peculiar to
women why don’t you try Lydia E.
Pinkham’s* Vegetable Compound? It
will pay you to do so. Lydia E. Pink-
bam Medicine Co., Lynn, Masa.

'The Army of 3
Constipation

Is Growing Smaller Every Day.
CARTER’S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS are

responsible — they
notonly give relief

—a

| lio

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE'
Genuine must bear Signature

S Hotn Fomnl

A Difference.
“l thought they didn't allow walit-
| ers to take tips in this restaurant?”

sald the lawyer at the table.

“We don't, sir,” replied the walter.
| 1 saw that man at the next table
glve you a tip just now.”

“No, sir, that was not a tip, sir;
l ‘that was a retainer.”

I Quite So.

“What are the best fruits of court-
ship?™
| "I should say dates and palrs.”

The aviator who Is taken up by a
| soclety leader can always return the
| compliment.
|
| 1t would help some if we did more
| praying on Sunday and less preying
on the other six days.

NOT GIVE UP,

For Young and Old

The acute agonizing pain of
rheumatism is soothed at once
by Sloan's Liniment. Do not
rub—it penetrates to the sore
z);?l. bringing a comfort not

samed of until tried. Get a
bottle today.

RHEUMATISM

Here What Others Say:
“T highly recommend your Linlment
an the best remedy for rheumatiom [ ever
Bofore using it I spent lnrge sums
of money trying to get relief of the i
and paion in limba and body, so I
your Liniment both interual and external
and I found quick relief, now am
well and strong again.' 885
N, 16th 8t., Springfleld, T
Here's Proof
“1 wish to write and tell you about
fall T had down fourteen steps, and
my neck snd hip very bad. I could not
sleep at all. 1 sent my wife for a 25 mE

l

bottle of your Liniment and io two
tima I was on my foet min."—Cl&
Hyile, 13255 Prairie Ave., 8t. Louis, Mo,

SLOAN'S
LINIMENI

for neuralgia, sciatics, spraios and
bruises,

All Druggists, 28¢,
Send four cents in stam
TRIAL BOTT

Dr. Earl S. Sloan, Inc,
Dept. B. Philadelphia, Pa,

for a

|
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