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CHAPTER XX-—Continued.

In the luner room, whose opening
door gave glimpses of Lanstron and
the division chiefs, & magic of secret
wouncil which the juniors could not
quite understand had wronght the won-
ider. Lanstron had not forgotten the
idead. He could see them; he could
oo everything that happened. Had
mot Partow said to him: *“Don’t just
pead reporis. Visualize men and
wvents. Be the artillery, be the In-
fantry, be the wounded—live and think
dn their places. In this way oaly can
you really know your work!™

His elation when he saw his plans
golng right was that of the Instrument
of Partow’s tralning and Marta’s serv-
Soe. He pressed the hands of the men
wround him; his voice caught in his
gratitude and his breaths were very
short at time, like those of a spent,
bappy runner at the goal. Feeding on
victory and growing greedy of more,
ais division chiefs were discussing how
to press the war till the Graye sued for
peace; and he was silent In the midst
of their talk, which was Interrupted
ringing of the tunnel telephone.
he came out of his bedroom,
Lanstron’s distress waas so evident that

chief of staff, the head of the machine,
who had left the room had returned an
individual.

“The connection was brokem while
we were speaking!™ he sald blankly.
“That means it must have been cut
by the enemy—that the enemy knows
of Its existance!™

“Perhaps not. Perhaps an accident
~a chanoe shot,” sald the vice-chlef.

“No, I'm sure not,” Lanstron replied.
“1 am sure that it was cut deliberately
and not by her.”

634 Regiment is golng forward
direction—the same regiment
the house—and It can't
faster that it s golng.” the

I.l'l.lll-;dmil
intimate of their hopes and

“She la helpless—Iin thelr power!™
Lanstron sald. “There I8 no talling
what thay might do to her in the rage
discovery. | must go to her!
1 am going to the froat!™

L ] - - - - - -
of the Orays who
signal-corpes sectiom, try-
brigade headquarters In
stafl during the retreat,
two or three miles from the Calland
seen what looked like an in-
ted telephone wire at the bottom
cratar in the sarth made by the
heary ashell. The In

2
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Who had |

was Lanny? He walt
heard enough to know
other than Lanstron,
chief of staff of the Browns, and
& woman must be a spy. An orderiy
#ispatohed to the chief of intaelliganes
with the news returned with the or-
der

“Drop everything and report to me
in parsom at omece.” .

L
e
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“For this 1 have made my sacrifica!”
Marta thought “The killing goes on
by Lanay’s orders, not by Westarling’s,
this timea ™

Leaving her mother to emjoy the

‘prospect, a slow-moving figure, trance-
lika, she went along the first terrace

41| the hour's demand.

lrinr bed. Like specks on the labor-

disorder for the cover of the town.

arrived only a minute befors. The sub-
altern was dustcovered. He seemed

her to speak. She met Westerling's

“the war goes on ™

claimed the subaitern id an explosion
of reeognition.

| from Beilini; the langh of ome whose
suspiefons are confirmed In the mix-

Martn

came & thing of disconneoted parts,
each part working out its own salva-
tion. Authority ceased to be that of
the bureau and army lists. It was that
of units racked by hardship, acting on

Gorgéd was the pass road, over
flowing with the struggling tumult of
men and vehicles. Self-preservation
breaking the bonds of discipline was
in the ascendant, and it sought the
highway, even as water keeps to the

ing tide was the white of bandages. An
ambulance trying to cut out to one
Blde was overturned. The frantic
ochauffeur and hospital-corps orderly
were working to extricate the wound-
ed from their painful position. A gun
was overturned against the ambulance.
A meles of horses and men was form-
ing at the foot of the garden gate in
front of the narrowing bounds of the
road into the town, as a.stream banks
up before m jam of driftwood. The
struggle for right of way became in-

An Insulated Telephone Wire at the
Bottom of a Crater.

creasingly wild; the dam of men,
horses, adfd wagons grew. A Brown
dirigible was descending toward the
great target; but on closhr view Its
commander forbore, the hamane Im-
pulse outweighing the dealre for retri-
bution for colleagues in camp and
mess who had gone down In a holo
caust In the aerial batties of the night.
Under the awful spall of the pano-
rama, she did not see Westerling, who
m'“‘llﬂﬂﬂﬂlhrhﬂg

:

Woree still, with
0o faith to give him fortitude except
the materialistic, he saw the altar of

his god of military efficlency In rulns.
He who had not allowed the word re

armies In last night's fevariah deflance,
at Turcas's advoeacy of a slower and
#urer method of attack. In those hours
of amiting at a wall with his fiets and
forehead, in denlal of all the truth so
clear to average military logie, If he
had only even a few conventional di
reotiona all this disorder would have
been avoided. Hils army could have
fallan back in orderly fashion to their
own range. The machine out of order,
he had attempted no repalr; he had al-
lowed it to thrash itseif to pleces,

The artillery’s maceration of the
human jam suddefily ceased; perhape
beécanse the gunners had seen the Red
Crose flag which a doetor had the
presence of mind to wave. Westerling
turned from a sight worse to him than
the killlug—that of the flowing retreat
along the road pressing frantically
over the dead and wounded In growing

Near by were Bellinl, the chief of In-
talligance, and a subaltern who had
to have eome in from a hard ride. Both
were watching Marta, as if waiting for
look steadily, her eyes dark and etill
guessad In her relations with him.

“Well,” she breathed to Westerling,

“That's it! That’s the volce!™ ax-

thrill.
conceived plan, in cohesive rearguard

sonal bravery a utilized factor of or
ganizced purpose. Now she saw de

sohal bravery lost In a swirl of disor-
ganisation. That was the pity of it
the helplessness of engineers and of
levers when the machine was broken:
the warning of it to those who under

victory, and it ssems that the woman's
voice that answered is yours, Miss Gal-
land. Bo, General Westerling, the leak
in information was over this wire from
| our staff into the Browns' headguar
ters, as Bouchard belleved and as |
came to belleve.”

8o long had Marta expected this mo-
ment of exposure that it brought no
shock. Her spirit had undergone many
subtle rehearsals for the occaalon.

“Yes, that is true,” she heard herself
saying, a little distantly, but very
quletly and naturally,

Westerling fell back as from a blow
in the face. His breath came hard at
first, lke one being strangled. Then
it sank deep in his chest and his eyes
were bloodshot, as & bull's in his final
effort agalnst the matador. He ralsed
a quivering, clenched flst and taok a
step nearer her,

But far from flinching, Marta seemed
to be greeting the blow, as if she ad-
mitted his right to strlke. She was
without any sign of triumph and with
every slgn of rellef. Lying was at an
end. She could be truthful.” '

“Do you recall what I sald in the re-
ception-room at the hotel?” she asked.

The question sent a flash into a hid-
den chamber of his mind. Now the
only thing he could remember of that
interview was the one remark which
hitherto he had never Included In his
recollection of it

“You saild 1 could not win.” He drew
out the worda painfully.

“When you paid that you brought on
this war to gratify your ambition, I
chose to be one of the weapons of
war; I fought for civilization, for my
home, with the only means I had
against the wickedness of a victory of
conquest—the precedent of It in this
age—a victory which should glority
such trickery as you practised on your
people.”

“I should like to shoot you dead!”™
cried Bellinl.
“And you let me make love to you!™
Westerling sald In a dased, groping

monotone to Marta.
Buch a wreck was he of his former

self that she found it amazing that she
could not pity him. Yet she might
have pitied him had he plunged Into
the fight; had he tried to rally ome of
the brokem regiments; had he been
able to forget himself,
“Rather, you made love to yourself
through me,” she answered, not harsh-
ly, not even emphatically, but merely
a8 a siatement of passionleas fmot. "If
you dared to endure what you ordered
others to endure for the sake of your
ambition: 11—"
8he was Interrupted by a sharp sip
in the alr. Westerling dodged and
looked about wildly.
“What s that? he asked. “WhatT™
Flve or six sips followed like a
charge of wasps fiylng at a speed that
made them Invisible Marta felt a
brush of alr past her cheek and Wee-
terling went chalky white. It was the
first time he had been under fire. Put
these bullets were omly strays. No
“Come, general, let us be golng!”
urged the alde, touching his chief on
the arm.

“Yoa, yes!™ sald Westeriing hur
riedly

Francols, who had picked up the coat
that had fallen from Westerling's
shoulders with hie start at the buzzing,
held it while his master thrust his
hands through the sleeves.

“And this is wiser,”™ said the alde,
unfastening the detachable insignia of
rank from the shouwlders of the great-
coat. “It's wiser, too, that we walk,”
he added.

“"Walk? PBut my ear!™ exclaimed
Westarling petulantly,

“I'm afrald that the ear could not
g#t through the press In the town,”
was the reply. "Walking is safer.”
The absance In him of that quality
which ls the soldler's real glory, the
picture of this deserted leader, this
god of A& machine who had been
erushed by his machine, his very lack
of atolelam or courage—all this sud
denly appealed to Marta's quick sym-
pathies. They had once drunk tea to
gether.

“Oh, It was not personal! 1 4id not
think of mysel? as a person or of you
as one—only of prineiples and of thou-
rands of others—to end the killing—to
sAve our country to Its people! Oh,
I'm sorry and, personally, I'm horrible
~—horrible!™ she ealled after him In a
broken, quavering gust of words which
he heard confusedly In tragie mockery.
He made no anewer: he did not even
look around. Head bowed and hardly
seeing the path, he permited the aide
to choose the way, which lay across
the boundary of the Galland estatas.

CHAPTER XXI,

The Retreat.
Marta remained where Wasterling
had left her, rooted to the ground by
the monstrous spell of the daveloping
panorama of sesemingly limitiess move-
meant, With sach paseing minute thers |
must be a hundred acts of herolsam
which, If fsolated in the glare of a
day’'s news, would make the publle
At the outset of the war she
had seen the Browns, as part of a pre-

resistance, with avery detall of per-

fense, inchoate and fragmentary, each
part acting for itself, all deeds of per-

eaid a doctor, "Not deep,” he added. .

conld be heard the snarl of the irmer
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lar on the road and many fleld- |

batteries: were trotting along a parallel
road. Their plan developed suddenly
when a swath of gunfire was laid
across the pass road at the mouth of
| the deflle, as much as to say: “Here
we make a gate of death!™ At the
same time the head of the Brown in-
fantry column flashed its bayonets over
the crest of a hill toward the point
where the shells were bursting. These
men minded not the desperate, scat-
tered rifie-fire into thelr ranks. Before
their gyes was the prize of a panic
that gfw with their approach. Kinks
were out of legs stiffened by long
watches. The hot breath of pursuit
was In their nostrils, the fever of vic-
tory in their blood.
In the deflle, the Impulse of one Gray
straggler, who shook a handkerchief
aloft in fatalistic submission to the in-
evitable, became the impulse of all.
Soon a thousand white signals of sur-
render were blossoming, As the firing
abruptly ceased, Marta heard the faint
roar of the mighty huzzas of the hunt-
ere over the size of their bag.
Some dootors of different regiments
thrown together In the havoc of rem-
nants of many organizations, with the
help of hospital-corps men, were try-
Ing to extricate the wounded from
among the dead. They heard a wom-
an's voilce and saw a woman’s face.
They did not wonder at her presence,
for there was nothing left in the world
for them to wonder at. Had an imp
from hell or an angel from heaven ap-
peared, or a shower of diamonds fallen
from the sky, they lwould not have
been surprised. Thelr duty was clear:
there was work of their kind to do,
endless work, Unite of the broken ma-
chine, in the Instinct of their calling
they struggled with the duty nearest
at hand. They begged her to go back
to the house; this' was no place for
her,
But Marta did not want safety. Dan-
gor was sweel, It was explation. She
was helping, actually helping: that
was enough. She envied the peaceful
dead—they had no nightmares—as she
alded the doctors in separating the
bodles that were still breathing from
those that were not: and she steeled
herself agalnst every ghastly sight
Save one, that of a man lylng with his
legs pinned under a wagon body. His
jJaw had been shot away., SBlowly he
wis bleeding to death, but he did not
realize it. He realized nothiog In his
delirlum except the nature of his
wound. He was dipping his finger In
the cavity and, dab by dab, writing
“Kill me!” on the wagon body. It sent
reeling waves of red before her eyes.
Then a shell burst near her and a doc-
tor cried out:
“Bhe’s bit!"™
But Marta d4id not hear him. She
heard only the dreadful crack of the
splitting shrapnel jacket Bhe had a
sense of falling, and that was all.
The next that she knew she was In
A long chalr on the veranda and the
vague shadows bending over her grad-
ually identified themselves as her
mother and Minoa.
“lI remember when you were telling
of the last war that you didn't ewoon
at the sight of the wounded, mother,”
Marta whispered,
“But 1 was not wounded,” replied
Mra. Galland.

Marta ceased to be only a consclous-
ness awimming In a haze. With the

He Waes Dipping His Fingers in the
Cavity and Writing, “Kill Me!”

return of her faculties, she notieed
that both her mother and Minna were
looking significantly at her forearm:
80 she Jooked at i, too. It was

bandaged.
“A cut from a shrapnel fragment”

. “Do I get an fron eroes?” she asked,
smiling faintly, It was rather pleasant
to ba alive,

“All the crosses—iron and hronze
and silver and gold!™ he replied.

All firing axcept occasional scattered
shots had now ceased ih the immedi-
ate vicinity, though In the distance
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you are stronger,” sald the doctor,

eat and drink,” observed the practical
Minns authoritatively. .

Marta would not have the food
brought to her. She insisted that she
was strong enough to accompany
Minpa to the tower. While Minna
urged mouthfuls down - Marta's dry
throat as she sat outside the door of
the sitting-room with her mother &
number of weary dust-streaked faces,
with feverish energy in their eyes,
peered over the hedge that bounded
the garden on the elde toward the pass,
These scout skirmishers of Stransky's
men of the b63d Regiment of the
Browns made beckoning gestures as
to a crowd, before they sprang over
the hedge and ran swiftly, watchfully,
toward the linden stumps, closely fol-
lowed by their comrades. Soon the
whole garden was overrun by the lean,
businesslike fellows, their glances all
ferrot-like to the front.

“Look, Minna!” exclaimed Marta.
“The giant who carried the old man in
pickaback the first night of the war!*

Minna was flushing, but the flush
dissipated and she drew up her chin
when Btransky, looking around, recog-
nized her with a merry, confident
wave of his hand.

“See, he's a captaln and he wears
an lron cross!” sald Marta as Stransky
hastened toward them.

“He acts like It!"” assented Minna
grudgingly.

Eager, leviathan, his cap doffed with
& sweeping gesture as he made a low
bow, Stransky was the very spirit of
retributive victory returning to claim
the ground that he had lost.

“Well, this 1s like getting home
again!" he cried.

“So I see!” sald Minna equivocally.

Stransky drew his eyes together,
sighting them on the bridge of his nose
thoughtfully at this dublous reception.

“l came back for the chance to kiss
A good woman's hand,” he observed
with a profound awkwardness and
looking et Minna's hand, “Your
hand!” he added, the cast In his eyes
stralghtening as he looked directly at
hér appealingly.

Bhe extended her finger-tips and he
pressed his lips to them.

“l kept seelng the way yom looked
when you belted me one In the face,”
he went on, “and. knocked any an-
archism out of me that was left after
the shell burst. 1 kept seelng your
face In my last glimpse when the
Grays made me run for It from your
kitehen door before | had half a chance
for the oratlon crying for volce. You
were in my dreams! You were 1o bat-
tle with me!"™

“This sounds Illke a disordered
mind,” observed Minna. *“I've heard
men talk that way before.”

“Oh, | have talked that way to other
women mywself!™ sald Stransky.

“"Yes,” aald Minna bitterly. His can-
dor was rather unexpected.

“1 have talked to others In passing
on the high road,” he contlnued. *“Dut
never after a woman had struck me In
the face. That blow sank deep—deep
~—deep as what Lanstron sald when |
revolted on the march. 1 say It to you
with this"—he touched the cross—"on
my breast. And I'm not going to give
You up. It's a big world ‘There's
room In It for a place for you after the
war is over and I'm golng to make the
place. Good-by till I'm back—back te
stay! Good-by, Iittle daughter!” he
added with a wave of his hand to Clar
lasa as he turned to go. “"Maybe we
shall have our own automoblle some
day. It's no stranger than what's been
happening to me since the war began.”
“If you don’t marry him, Minna, 1IN
~I'T—" Mre. Galland eould not fnd
words for the fearful thing that she
would do.

“Marry him! 1 have only met him
three times for about three minutes
each time!”™ protested Minna. She
WAS A8 rosy as A girl and In her confuy-
tlon she busied herself retying the rib-
bon om Clarissa Ellden's halr. “He
called you little daughter!” she eaild
softly to the child as she withdrew Inteo
tha tower.

Marta remained in the chalr by the
doorway of the tower, weak and liat-
less,. Now her lashes were closed ;
again they opened slightly as her gaze
roved the semicircie of the horizon. A
mounted officer and hia orderly gallop-
ing acrosa the flelde to the pass road
caught her desultory attention and
held it, for they formed the most im-
petuous object on the landscape. When
the officer alighted at the foot of the
garden and tossed his reins to the or
derly, she detécted something familias
about him. He leaped the garden wall
at a bound and, half running, came to
ward the tower., Not antil he lifted his
cap and waved it did she associate this
lithe, dapper artillerist with a etooped
old gardener In blue blouse and tora
atraw hat who had once shuffled among
the flowers at her service.

“Hella! Hello!™ he shouted In
clarion greeting at sight of her. “Hello,
my successor!"” :
Only in the whitenesa of his hailr
was he like the old Feller. ¥is tone,
the boyish sparkle of hie black eyea,
thosa full, expressive Hps playing
over the brilllant teeth, his easy grace,
his quick and telling gestures—they
were of the Feller of cadet days.
“"Wonderfol—wounded! Wonderfall
Was there ever such A woman?" he
eried. “Destiny has played with us.
It sent a apy to your garden. It put
you in my place. A strange service,
ours—yes, destiny ia in ft!"

“Yes,” she breathed painfully, his
suggestion striking deep.

(TO BR CONTINUED.)

Dally Thought.
Men imagine that thay communicate

their virtue or their vice only by overt

“You've had & terrible shock—whes |
“When you have had something to |

Look, Mother! If tongue is
coated, give “California

Syrup of Figs.”

Children love this “fruit laxative,”
and nothing else cleanses the tender
stomach, liver and bowels so nicely.

A child simply will not stop playing
to empty the bowels, and the result is
they become tightly clogged with
waste, liver gets sluggish, stomach
sours, then your little one becomes
cross, half-sick, feverish, don't eat.
sleep or act naturally, breath is bad,
system full of cold, has sore throat,
stomach-ache or diarrhoea. Listen,
Mother! See if tongue is coated, then
give a teaspoonful of “California
Syrup of Figs,” and in a few hours all
the constipated waste, sour bile and
undigested food passes out of the sys-
tem, and you have a well child again.

Milllons of mothers give “California
Syrup of Figs" because it Is perfectly
harmless; children love it, and it nev-
er fails to act on the stomach, liver
and bowels,

Ask at the store for a 50-cent bottle
of “California Syrup of Figs,” which
has full directions for babies, children
of all ages and for grown-ups plainly
printed on the bottle. Adv,

A Wrong Impression.

A German looking for a person by
the pame of Dunn, who owed him
money, asked a young fellow near
Sweeny’s eating house where No. 66
Chatham street was, as he “wished to
find Mr. Dunp.”

The fellow told him to go iInto
Sweeny's eating house and the man
near the window was Mr. Dunn. The
German went into the eating house
and went up to a man who happened

to be an Irishman.
“Are you Dunn?" sald the German.

“Done?’ said Pat. “By my soul I
have justh started.” — Philadelphia
Hecord.

DRINK LOTS OF WATER
TO FLUSH THE KIDNEYS

Eat Less Meat and Take Salts for
Backache or Bladder Trouble—
Neutralize Acida
Urle acld 1n meat excites the kid
neys, they become overworked; get
slugglash, ache, and feel llke lumpa ot
lead. The urine becomes cloudy: the
bladder is Irritated, and you may be
obliged to seek rellet two or three
times during the night. When the kid-
neys clog you must help them flush
off tho body's urinous waste or you'll
be a real sick person ahortly. At first
you feel a dull misery In the kidney
reglon, you suflfer from backache, slck
headache, dizzinesa, stomach gets sour,
tongue coated and you feel rhenmatie

iwinges when the weather 1s bad

Eat loss meat, drink lota of water:
Alro get from any pharmacist four
ounces of Jad Salts; take a table
spoonful In a glass of water befors
breakfast for a few days and your
kidneys will then act Aine This fa
mous salts |s made from the seld of
grapes and lemon Julce, combined
with lithia, and has been used for
generations to clean clogged kidneys
and stimulate them to normal activity,
also to neutralize the acids in urine,
80 It no ionger la a pource of Irrita-
tion, thus ending bladder weaknesa

Jad Salta i Inexpensive, cannot In-
Jure;, makes a delightfol effervescent
lHithia-water drink which everyone
should take now and then to keep the
kidneys clean and active Druggists
hers say they sell lota of Jad Saits te
folka who believe in overcoming kid
ney trouble while It la only trouble~

Adrw.

Some Going.

Mra. Stylea, from the tonnean of
her automobile—1 wish youn woulda't
go 8o faat over the rough places, Jen-
king; you nearly pitched me out a min-

ute ago.
Jenkina—Why don't you hold on to

your husband, ma‘'am?
“My husband? Goodnesa' Ha went

out ten minutea ago. Jenkina!”

SAGE TEA DARKENS GRAY
HAIR TO ANY SHADE. TRY IT}

Keep Your Locks Youthful, Dark,
Glossy and Thick With Garden

Sage and Sulphur,

—

When you darken your halr with
Bage Tea and Sulphur, no one ean
tell, because it's done so naturally, so
evenly. Preparing this mixture
though, at home I8 mussy and trouble-
some. For 50 cents you ean buy at
any drug store the ready-to-use tonie
called “Wyeth's Sage and  Sulphur
Hair Remedy.” You just dampen a
sponge or poft brush with it and
draw this through your hair, taking
one amall strand at a time. By morn-
ing all gray hair disappears, and, after
another application or two, your hair
becomes beautifully darkened, glossy
and luxuriant You will also dis-
cover dandruff is gone and hair has
stopped falling.

Gray, faded hair, though no dls
grace, la a sign of old age, and as we
all desire a youthful and attractive ap-
pearance, get busy at once with Wy
eth's Sage and Suiphur and look years

younger. Adv.

The Worm Turns,
Hubby—For which you should be
thankful. Your father dieda of dyspep

sla, you know.
Three youths who stole 50 antos I
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