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BYNOPSIS.

Helr home on the frontier bhetween
vl nnd CGirmys Morta Galland aml
bt ot lier, snteriaining Colonel Wesiey -
bing of the Crays, see Captiln Lanxtron
aof the Hrownms injured by a fall in hiy
nevoplnne,  Ten years bdler Wenterling,
noniins) vice but real ohilef of saff, re-on-
forces Bouth La Tir and meditates on war
He calls on Marta, who s vislting in the
Ciray cnpltul, Bhe tells him of Her taneh
fng children the follles of war sl mar
tinl patriotism, and begs hip to prevent
war while he s chief of staff, Ou the
march with the B34 of the Prowns Pri-
vale Biraneky, anarching Is phaced nnder
arreast Colonel Lanstron begs him ol
Panstron calls on Marta at her home, Hao
talks with Feller, the gardeper. Maorto
ol Lansiron that she belteves Faoller to
B n By Lanstron confesses It Is true
Lavsiron shows Marta 4 telephone which
Feller hns convealed tn o secrat pnasage
tmnder the tower for uss to benefit e
Browne in war emargencies. Lanstton de
clures hin love for Martn, Westerling and
the Gray premive plan to ase w trivind In
ternationnl afMalr to foment warllke pa
triotium In nrmy and peraple and strike -
fure declaring war aviow, Brown chilef
of staff, nnd Lanstron, made viee, discinm

the trouble, and the Brown defenases. Par
Row reveuls His pluns to Lanstron, The
Gray army orosiss the bopder Hine and at-
tacks., The Hrowns chenk them Arthl
vy, dnfuntey, aeropinnes and dirigihlons
LT Biransky, rising to make the
anurchist apench of his life, draws tho

Gray arvtiliery fire. Nicked by n shrapnel
oplinter he goes Berserk and ghts—"all
a man™  Marts lins her Orst glimpse of
wir in ite modern, cold, polentifle, mur-
Serous brutality. The Browns fall back
Lo the Galland houst,  Htratsky forages
Maria sites o night atlack. The Cirnys
nrtack in fores,

CHAPTER Xll—conuinuad.

But ghe hurried on, lmpelled by she
knew not what,, through the dinlng-
room, and, coming to the wveranda,
stopped short, with dilating eyes and
A ory of grievous shock. Two of hia
men were carrying Dellarme back
from the breastwork, where they had
caught him In thelr arms as he fell.
They Iald him gently on the sward
with a knapsack under his head, His
face grew whiter with the flow of
blood from the red hole in the right
breast of his blouse. Then he opened
his lps and whispered to the doctor:
“How I8 It?" Something in his eyes,
in the tone of that falnt question, re-
quired the grace of a soldler's truth
iIn answer,

“Had!"” sald the doctor.

“Then, good-by!" And his head fell
to one slde, his lips set In Lile cheary
emile. .

His company was a company with
his smile out of Ity heart and Iu its
place blank despair. Many of the men
Some had even
run back to look at him and stood,
caps off, backs to the enemsy, miver-
abis in their grief. Others leaned
against the paramet, rifles out of hand,
siaring and dazed

“They have killed our eaptuin!”

“They've killed our captain!"-—still
& caplain to them, A genernl's stars
could not have ralsed him a cubit in
thelr estimation.

“And oncp we called him ‘Baby Del
larme, he was 80 young and bashful!
Him a baby? He was a king!”

“Men, get to your places!” eried the
surviving lleutenant rather hopelessly,
with no Dellarme to show him what
to do; and Marta saw that few paid
any attention to him.

In that minute of demorallzation the
Grays had thelr chance, but only for a
minute, A volce that seemed to spenk
some uncontrolluble thought of her
owny broke In, and it rang with the au-
thority and leadership of & muture of-
flcer's command, even though coming
from a gardener In blue blouse and
orownless straw hat

“Your rifles, your rifles, qulek!"
called Fellor, “Wa're only beginning
to tight!”

And then another veice in a bull
Toar, Stransky's:

“Avonge hix death! They've got to
kil the last man of us for killing him!
Revenge! Revenge!"™

That ery brought back to the com-
pany all the fighting spirit of the
oheery smile and with it another spirit
=for Dellarme’s sake!—which he had
never taught them.

Biransky pleked up one of several
oylindrical objects that were Iving at
hin fest

“He wouldn't use this—he was too
soft-hearted—but 1 will!" he erled, and
flung » hand-grenade, and then o sse-
ond, over the breastwork. The explo-
slons  were followed by agonised
groans from the Grays hugging the
lowar slde of the terrace. For this
they had crawled acrose the road 1o
‘the night—to find themselves unable
to move sither way and directly under
the fiashes of the Browns' riftes.

Feller's and Stvansky's shouts rose
together in a pecullar unity of diree-
tion and full of the fellowship they
had found In thelr first exchunge of
glancoens,

“You engineers, muke ready!"

“Hand-grenades to the men under
the tree! That's where they're golng
o try for it—no wall to ¢llmb over
there!"

“You engilnesrs, take your rifles—
and bayonet into snything that wears
m"lo

et back, you men by the tree, to
Form up
bebind them, everybody !

“No matter if they do gel In at frst!
Back, you men, from under the tree!”
"~ There was not a single rifleshot. In

und the more readily obeved because
Dellarme’s forenight had Impressed
their sense upon the men in his quiet
waYy

The sand-bags by
blown up by the Grays. Then, befora
the dust had hardly settled, came a
hailf score of hand-grenades thrown by
the first men of a Gray wadge, seram-

the tres ware

bling as they were pushed through
the breach by the pressure of the
mass behind., In that final struggle

of one set of men to galn and another
to hold & position, guns or automatics
or long-ravge bullets played no part.
It was the grapple of cold steal with
cold steel and muscle with muscle, in
the billowing, twisting mob of wrea-
tlers, with no sound from throats but
straining breaths; with no quarter, no
distinetlon of person, and bloodshot
eyos and faces hot with the effort of
brute strength striving, In primitive
dasperation, to kil In ofder not to be
kllled. The cloud of rocking, writhing
arma and shoulders was neither go-
Ing forward nor backward. Its move-
ment was that of n vortex, while the
gray stream lkept on pouring through
the breach as If It were only the first
flood from eome gray lake on the
aother side of the breastwork.

Marta had come to the edge of the
varanda, at once drawn and repelled,
feeling the rfearful suspense of the
combat, the savage horror of it, and
herself uttering scunds like the straln-
ing breaths of the men. What a place
for her to be! But she did not think
of that. She was there. The dreadful
alchemy of war had made her a

“I wan vory fond of him! He was at
school when | was teaching there.
But a good death-—a soldier's death!"
he sald, “I'll write to hia mother my-
solf.” Then the volee of the machine
spoke., “Who I8 In command?”

“I am, sir!" aald the callow lleuten-
ant, coming up. But the men of the
company spoke.

“Bert Stransky!" they roarad

It was not according to military etl-
quéatte, but military etiquette meant
nothing to them now. They ware
above It In veteran superiority.

“Wherae's Stransky?" demanded the
siaMofficer,

“You'rs looking at him!"™
Htransky with a benign grin.

Seelng that Stransky was only a pri
vate, the officer frowned at the anom-
aly when a Heutenant was present,
then eamlled in @ way that accorded
the company parllamentary rights,
which he thought that they had fully
earned,

“Yesn, and he gets one of those lron
crogses!” put in Tom Fraginl

“Yes—the first cross for Bert of the
Reds!™

“And we'll let him make a dozen
anarchist gpecches a day!”

“Yes, yes!"” roared the company.

"The ayes have it!" the officer an.
nounced cheerfully, He lifted his cap
to Marta With tender ragard and
grave reverence for that company, he
took extreme care with his next re-
mark lest a set of men of such dy-
namic spirit might repulse him as an
invader. "The leutenant s in com-
mand for the present, according to
regulations” he proceeded, “You will
retire Immediately to positions 48 and
49 A—J by the castle road. You have
done your part. Tonlght you sleep
and tomorrow vou rest'

Sleep! Rest! Vhere had they
heard those words before? Oh, ves,
in a distant day before they went to
war! Slesp and rest! Better far than
an iron cross for every man in the
company! They could go now with
something warmer in their hearts
than consclousness of duty well done;
but this time they nesd not go until
their dead as well as their wounded
were removed

Feller started to pass around the

replied

stranger to herself. She was mad; |
they were mad; all the world wusl
mad!

One minute — two, perhaps — not ‘
thréee—and the thing was over, She
saw the Grays belng crushed back and
reallzed that the Browns had won,
while the last detalls of the lessening
tumult fixed her atiention with their
gladiatorial simplicity. Here, indeed,
It was a case of man to man with the
wenpoiis nature gave him.

“l thought so!" eried Feiler. *At-
tacks on frontal positions by daylight
ars golng out of fashion!"”

It was he who mercifully arrested
the ahower of hand-grenades that fol-
lowed the exit of the enemy. Two of
the guus of the castle batteries. hav-
ing chunged their position, were mak
ing havoe enough at nn?nrhlnnk riange,
with a cholece of turgets between
the Grays huddled on the other side
of the breastwork nnd those in retreat

One of the Grays, his cheek bearing
the mark of a boot hee), ralsed him-
self, and, in deflance and the satisfac-

corner of the house: he was confront-
ed by Marta, who had come to the end
of the veranda. There, within hearing
of the soldiers, the dialogue that fol-
lowed was low-toned, and it was swift
und palpitant with repressed emotion.
“Mr. -Feller, I #saw you at the guto-
matic. 1 heard what the wounded pri-
vate of the Grays sald to you and
realized how true it was."
“He is a prisoner. He cannot tell.”
“l fesl that I have no right to let
you go to your death by a firing
fquad,”"” she Interrupted hurriedly,
“and 1 shall not! For | decide now
not to allow the telephone to remain!™
“1"—he looked around nt the auto.

beforas the Grays arrive. 1 shall tell
Lanny why you took charge of Lhe
Bun."-

“I've changed my mind! Exit gar
dener! Enter gunner! I'm going
with you!" he eried in a Jubilant volce
that .arrested the attention of every
one on the grounds.

CHAPTER X1,
From Brown to Gray.

“You, Marta-—you are still there!”
Lanstron exclalmed in alarm when he
heard her volece over the tunnel tele-
phone. “BHut safe!” he added In re.
lief, *“Thank God for that! It's a
mighty load off my mind, Apnd your
mother?"

“Bafe, too."

“"Well, you're through the worst of
it. There won't he any more fighting
around the house, and certalnly West-
orling will be courteous, But where
Is Gustave?”

“Gone! ™

“Gone!" he repeated dlamally

“Walt until you hear how he went,"
Marta sanld. With all the vividness of
her impressions, a partisan for the mo-

As he Hstened, Lanstron's apirit was
twenty again.

"I can gee him,” he sald, "It was o
full breath of fresh alr to the lungs
of a suffocating man, 1—"

Marta was off in Interruption In the
full tide of an appesl

"You must—I1 promised—you must

“You, There, In Your Straw Hat and
Blue Blouge.”

tion of the thought 1o his brulses and
humillation, pointing his Nuger at Fel
ler, Marta heard him say

“You there, in your straw hat and
blue blouse, they've seen you-—a man
fighting and not In uniform!
catch you {t will be a drumhead and a
firlng squad at dawn!’

"That's so!™ replivd Feller gravely,
“But they'll have o muke & better
Job of It than yvou fellows did If they're
Roing to

He turned away abruptly but did not
move far. Hls shoulders relaxed Into
the gurdener’'s stoop, and he pulivd
his hat down over his eyes and low-
erad his head as if to hide his fuce
He wus thus standing, Inert, when n
division staff-oMcer galloped into the
grounds,

“Where Is Major Dellarme?”

When he saw Dellarme's still body
he dismounted and in & tide of feel
lug which, for the moment, submerged
all thought of the machine, stood,
head bowed and cap off, looking down

& shence ke that before the word to
:,_' in & duel, wll orders were heard

at Dullarme’s face,

let him have the uniform again!”
Il.a-ggud You must let him keep hls
automatic. To iake it away would
{ ba like separating mother and child
llke separating Miuna
Elleen,"”

“Better thai Automatiec—a bat
tery of guns!" replled Laustron. “This
I8 where 1 will uge any Influence |
have with Partow for all it {8 worth
Yes, and he shall have the lron eross

wlie

from Clerissa

bt [

If they | 1t 18 for euch deods as his that the
fron cross was meant”
“Thank you,” she wald, "It's worth

t(ﬂ[u-"lh“ll:ktl mike a man as happy ns
yvou will make hilm Yes, you are real
flesh and blood to do this, Lanny,”
Her point won with surprising ease
when she bad feared that military
form and law could not be clrcum
vented, she leaned agalnst the wall
in reaction Faor twenty-four hours
she had been without sleep. The in
terest of her appeal for Feller

ment of the Aght for the redoubt was

over, Now there scemed nothing left
to do.

“That's fine of you, Lanny!" she
sald, “You've taken i llke a gnod
stole, this loss of your thousandth |
| chunce,

dlduY yout"

“Forgotten already, llke the many
other thousandth chuances that have
falled,” he replied cheerfully. “One
of the virtues of Partow's steel au-
tomatons Ia that, belng tearless an
well as passlonless, they never cry
over aplit milk. And now.,” he went
on soberly, “wa must be saying good
by."

“GGood-by,
you mean?"

Lanny? Why, what do
She was startled.

“Till the war is over,” he said, “and
longer than that, perhaps,~if La Tir
remuins Iin Gray territory.”

“You speak as If you thought you
were going to lose!"

"Not while many of our soldiers are
alive, If they continue to show the
spirit that they have shown so far;
not unless two men can crush one
man in the automaticgun-recoil age,
But La Tir Is In a tangent and already
in the Grays® possession, while we act
on the defensive. So 1 should hardly
be fiving over your garden again.”

“"Hut there's the telephone, Lanny.
and here we are talking over it this

very minute!™ sghe expostulaled.
“You must remove it,” he sald. “If
the Grays should discover It they

might form a suspicion that would put
you in an unpleasant” position.”

The telephone had become almost a
familiar institution In her thoughta,
Its secret had something of the fascl-
nation for her of magie. *

"Nousensal!" she exclulmed. “T am
going to be very lonely. I want to
learn how Feller is doing—1 want to
chat with you, 8o I decide not to let
It be tnken out. And, you see, I have
the tactical situation, as you soldiers
call it, all in my favor. The work
of removal must be done at my end
of the line. You're quite helpless to
enforce your wishes. And, Lanny, {if
I ring the bell you'll answer, won'l
yvou?

“T couldn't help it!" he replied.

“Untll then! You've been fine about
everyvihing today!”

“Uptil then!*™

When Marta left the towershe knew
only that she was weary with the
mind-weariness, the body-weariness,
the nerve-weariness of a spectator who
has shared the emotion of every actor
in & drama of death and finds the ex-
citement that has kept her tensge no
longer a sustaining force

As she went along the path, steps
uncertain from sheer fatigue, her sen
sibilities lvened again at the eight of
A picture, War, personal war, In the
form of the glant Stransky, was knock-
Ing at the kitchen door. His two-dnys-
old beard was matted with dust and
there were dried red spatters on his
cheek. War's furnace fiamee seemed
to have tanned him; war seemed to
be breathing from his deep chest: his
big noge was war's promontory. But
the unexposed space of his forehead
seemed singularly white when he took
off his cap as Minna came In unswer
to his knock. Her yielding lips were

matic ravenously and fearsomely — | ,,r0d, her eyes were bright with in-
iy | | quiry and euspicion, her chin was
“It I8 all simply arranged. There

I8 time for me to usg the telephone |

ment of him and Dellarme, she |
sketched Feller's part with the auto
matic.

| yvou!*

| exelamations of mals

had |
kept up her strength after the exelte. |

| head of the fight

firmly set,

"I came to gee If you would let me
kiss your hand again,” said Stransky,
squinting through his brows wistfully.

"I see your nose nns been hroken
once. You don't want it broken a gec-
ond tlme. I'm stronger than you
think!” Minna retorted, and held out
her hand carelessly ws if it pleased
her to humor bim,

He was rather graceful, despite his
slze, as he touched his lips to her fin-
gers. Just as he raised his head a
buret of cheering rose from the vard

“So you've found that we have gone,
vou brilllant intellects!™ he shouted,
and glared at the wall of the house in
the direction of the cheers.

“Quick!  You have no time to lose!"
Minna warned him.

"Quick! quick!" erled Marta.
Stransky pald no attention to the
urgings. He had something more to

say to Minna,

“I'm golng to keep thinking of vou
and seeing your face—the fuee of a
good woman—while 1 Aght. And when
the war Is over, may | come to call?”
he aaked

His feet were so resolutely planted
on the flags that apparently the only
way to move them was to consent.

“Yes, ves!" sald Minna. “Now,
hurry !’
“Say. but you make me happy!

Witeh me poke it into the Grays for
he erled and bolted.

Within the kitchen Mrs. Galland
was already slumbering soundly in
her chalr. Overhead Marta heard the
voices and the
tread of what was lHierally the heel
of the conqueror—guests that had
come without asking! Intruders that
had entered without any process of
law! Would they overrun the house,
her mother's room, her own room?

Indignation brought
ne ahe started up

fresh girength

the slairs The
Bave on o a dark
part of the hall. There she paused.
held by the scene that a score or
more Gray soldiers, who had rlotously

But hers was a house—a houso of
the Browns, a blg, flne house! They
would see what they had won—thils
waa the privilewe of baMed victory.
What they had won was thelrs! To
the victor the apolls! Pellmell they
crowded into the dining-room, Hugo
with the reat, feeling himself a atraw
on the crest of a wave, and Pllzer,
most bfter, most ugly of all, his short,
strong teeth and gums showing and
hiz liver patch red, lumpy, and trem-
bling. In crossing the threshold of
privacy they committed the act that
leaves the deepest wound of war's in-
heritance, to go on from generation
o generation In the history of fami
lles,

“A swell dining-room! 1 llke the
chandellers!” roared Pllzer.

With his bayonet he smashed the
only globe left Intact by the shall fire.
There was a laugh as a shower of
glasa fell on the floor. Even the
Judge's son, the son of the tribune of

1

iy
,/.),r/‘
They Saw Plizer Go Down.

law, joined In. Pilzer then ripped up
the leather seat of a chair. This In-
troductory havoe whetted his appetite
for other worlds of conquest, as the
self-chosen leader of the Increasing
crowd that poured through the door-
way.

“Mavhe there's food!”
“Maybe there's wine!"

“Food and wine!”

“Yes, wine! We're thirsty!"

“And maybe women! I'd like to kiss
a pretly mald servant!” Pllzer added,
starting toward theshall.

“Stop!" eried Hugo, foreing his way
in front of Pilzer.

He was llke no one of the Hugos of
the many parts that his comrades had
geen him play. Hig blue eyes had be
come an inflexible grav, He was stand-
ing half on tiptoe, his quivering
musgeles in tune with the guivering
plteh of his volee:

“We have no right in here!
a private house!"”

“Out of the way, you whitelivered
little rat!” eried Pilzer, "or I'll prick
the tummy of mamma's darling!"”

What happened then wae so sudden
and unexpected that all were vague
about detalls. They saw Hugo In a
catapultie lunge. mesmeric In its swift-
ness, and they saw Pllzer go down, his
leg twisted under him and his head
banging the floor, Hugo stood, half
ashamed, half frightened, yet ready
for another encounter,

Fracasse, entering at this moment,
was too intent on his mission to con-
slder the rights of a persanal differ
ence betweaen two of his company.

“There's work to do! ©Out of here,
qulck! We are losing valuablé time!"
he announced, rounding bhis men to-
wird the door with commanding ges-
tures, “"We are going In pursult!”

Marta, who had observed the latter
part of the scene from the shadows of
the hall, knew that she should never
forget Hugo's face as he turned on Pil-
tger, while his volee of protest struck
& singing chord in her jangling nerves.
It was the volce of clvilisation, of one
who could think out of the orbit of a
whirlpool of passionate barbarism.
She could see that he wag about to
apring and her praver went with hls
leap, She gloried in the Impact that
felled the great brute with the livar
pateh on his cheek, which was like a
birthmark of war

fro BE CONTINUED)

he shouted.

This 18

Seeing vs. Photographing.

The relative sensitiveness of the
photographic plate and the human eye

crowded into the dining-room, were
enpeting They were members of
i'racasse’s company of the Grays |

whom Marta had seen from her win
dow the night bafore
the road into the

When, fually,
redoubt aner i
Hrowns had gone,

rushing across
Rarden,
thes

Wias

burst into the
found that the |
all, even the judgn's
won the war The
veneer had been warped and twisted
and burned off down to the raw an
mul flesh, Their brains had the fever
tch of callouses forming, Not u sigu
of brown there In the vard: not a sign
of any tribute after all they had en
| dured! They had not been able to lay ‘
| hands on the murdercus throwers of |
hand grenades Far away now '
barrack-room genlality; in

were demon’s own

was

I churchy

| Nutting, of Rochestier,

| af

| Junt
oblivion | grapie plate after an expopure of one
wern the ethics of an inheritod efvill- |
You really belleved io It | vation taught by mothers, teachers and

bas been the subject of recent inter-
esting experiments by Professor P. G
An extra rapid
plate was used for the tests. A source
light that could be “dimmed” at
will and to any degree was placed
twenty feet away from the plate and
from the eye The professor found
that s lght so dim that it required
three hours (o produce a just percep
tible Image on the extremely senstive
plate was easlly vislble to the human
eye after resting the 'atter for three
minutes in total darkness In other
words,”" adds Professor Nuttlpng, "an
image on the retina just visible after
partinl adaptation to darkness would
produce an lmage on a photo

hour. The retina fully
darkness 18 stlll a thousand
wore sensitive than this.”

adapted w
times

Better

Biscuits

Baked
Wit

You never tasted .
daintier, lighter, flufier \
biscuits than those W\
baked with Calumet.
They*re always
good — delicions.
For Calumet in-
sures perfect
baking.

HIGHEST AWARDS

orid’s Pare Food
Fepoion, Chlen

it Puzzied Him.

Silas—I hear your son left that
gmall town and went to the city to
have a larger field for his efforts.

Hiram—Yes; and that's what gets
me. When Hank was home a two-
acre potato patch was too blg a fleld
for him.—Judge.

When Your Eyes Need Care

Use Murine Eye Medicine. NoSmarting—Feely
Filoe—Acis Quickiy. Try it for KHed, Weak,
Sore Eyes and Granulated Eyellds, Murine in
rompounded by our Ocullsté—pol n “Patent
Medicine—but used In succesaful Physicians'
Practice for mauny years, Now dedieated W
the Public and sold by cruggists at Mo per
Bottle: Murine Eye Salve in Aseptic Tubes,
Be and be. Write for Book of the Ey  Free
Murine Eye Remedy Company, Chicago. Adv

To work on, serve on, love on, un
noticed and unpralsed, Is perhaps the
finest heroism earth can show.—Q, H.
Morrison.

—a hot cup of Van
Houten's Rona
Cocoa,makesrefresh-
ing sleep. Big red
can, half-pound—

e nasnad
varielion of
HARDY Foster
Apple (hrafis make
iy arlog. henvily
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B Pog B Gondus (rooded ) Tor besbing. i
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and malling rspense. They will hear
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Ve, Dwbnbiane io/ling 4 be boam Wilinws
Badt Braben, LY EMMEAN] HTRAWRL
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Thebiardanr harseipin, v A0 vage fe

Sudan and Billion $ Grass

Drope in W0 Anys from weeding | Producos enormogsly
Positive sure for hay shortage. Bio CATALOG Vikke

lohn A, Salzer Sead Co., Box 704, La Crosse, Wis.
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