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Page 1
A SPECK IN THE SKY

It was Marta who first saw the speck in the sky. Her outcry and her bound from her seat
at the tea-table brought her mother and Colonel Westerling after her onto the lawn,
where they became motionless figures, screening their eyes with their hands. The
newest and most wonderful thing in the world at the time was this speck appearing
above the irregular horizon of the Brown range, in view of a landscape that centuries of
civilization had fertilized and cultivated and formed.

At the base of the range ran a line of white stone posts, placed by international
commissions of surveyors to the nicety of an inch’s variation. In the very direction of the
speck’s flight a spur of foot-hills extended into the plain that stretched away to the Gray
range, distinct at the distance of thirty miles in the bright afternoon light. Faithful to their
part in refusing to climb, the white posts circled around the spur, hugging the levels.

In the lap of the spur was La Tir, the old town, and on the other side of the boundary lay
South La Tir, the new town. Through both ran the dusty ribbon of a road, drawn straight
across the plain and over the glistening thread of a river. On its way to the pass of the
Brown range it skirted the garden of the Gallands, which rose in terraces to a
seventeenth-century house overlooking the old town from its outskirts. They were such
a town, such a road, such a landscape as you may see on many European frontiers.
The Christian people who lived in the region were like the Christian people you know if
you look for the realities of human nature under the surface differences of language and
habits.

Beyond the house rose the ruins of a castle, its tower still intact. Marta always referred
to the castle as the baron; for in her girlhood she had a way of personifying all inanimate
things. If the castle walls were covered with hoar frost, she said that the baron was
shivering; if the wind tore around the tower, she said that the baron was groaning over
the democratic tendencies of the time. On such a summer afternoon as this, the baron
was growing old gracefully, at peace with his enemies.

Centuries older than the speck in the sky was the baron; but the pass road was many
more, countless more, centuries older than he. It had been a trail for tribes long before
Roman legions won a victory in the pass, which was acclaimed an imperial triumph. To
hold the pass was to hold the range. All the blood shed there would make a red river,
inundating the plain. Marta, a maker of pictures, saw how the legions, brown, sinewy,
lean aliens, looked in their close ranks. They were no less real to her imagination than
the infantry of the last war thirty years ago, or the Crusaders who came that way, or the
baron in person and his shaggy-bearded, uncouth, ignorant ruffians who were their own
moral law, leaving their stronghold to plunder the people of the fertile plain of the fruits
of their toil.

16
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Stone axe, spear and bow, javelin and broadsword, blunderbuss and creaking cannon
—all the weapons of all stages in the art of war—had gone trooping past. Now had
come the speck in the sky, straight on, like some projectile born of the ether.

“Beside the old baron, we are parvenus,” Marta would say. “And what a parvenu the
baron would have been to the Roman aristocrat!”

“Our family is old enough—none older in the province!” Mrs. Galland would reply.
“Marta, how your mind does wander! I'd get a headache just contemplating the things
you are able to think of in five minutes.”

The first Galland had built a house on the land that his king had given him for one of the
most brilliant feats of arms in the history of the pass. He had the advantage of the
baron in that he could read and write, though with difficulty. Marta had an idea that he
was not presentable at a tea-table; however, he must have been more so than the
baron, who, she guessed, would have grabbed all the cakes on the plate as a sheer
matter of habit in taking what he wanted unless a stronger than he interfered.

Even the tower, raised to the glory of an older family whose descendants, if any
survived, were unaware of their lineage, had become known as the Galland tower. The
Gallands were rooted in the soil of the frontier; they were used to having war’s hot
breath blow past their door; they were at home in the language and customs of two
peoples; theirs was a peculiar tradition, which Marta had absorbed with her first breath.
Every detail of her circumscribed existence reminded her that she was a Galland.

Town and plain and range were the first vista of landscape that she had seen; doubtless
they would be the last. Meanwhile, there was the horizon. She was particularly fond of
looking at it. If you are seventeen, with a fanciful mind, you can find much information
not in histories or encyclopaedias or the curricula of schools in the horizon.

There she had learned that the Roman aristocrat had turned his thumb down to a lot of
barbarian captives because he had a fit of indigestion, and the next day, when his
digestion was better, he had scattered coins among barbarian children; that Napoleon,
who had also gone over the pass road, was a pompous, fat little man, who did not
always wipe his upper lip clean of snuff when he was on a campaign; that the baron’s
youngest daughter had lost her eyesight from a bodkin thrust for telling her sister, who
had her father’s temper, that she was developing a double chin.

For the people of Maria’s visions were humanly real to her, and as such she liked and
understood them. If the first Galland were half a robber, to disguise the fact because he
was her ancestor was not playing fair. It made him only a lay figure of romance.

17
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One or two afternoons a week Colonel Hedworth Westerling, commander of the
regimental post of the Grays on the other side of the white posts, stretched his privilege
of crossing the frontier and appeared for tea at the Gallands’. It meant a pleasant half-
hour breaking a long walk, a relief from garrison surroundings. Favored in mind and
person, favored in high places, he had become a colonel at thirty-two. People with fixed
ideas as to the appearance of a soldier said that he looked every inch the commander.
He was tall, strong-built, his deep, broad chest suggesting powerful energy. Conscious
of his abilities, it was not without reason that he thought well of himself, in view of the
order, received that morning, which was to make this a farewell call.

He had found Mrs. Galland an agreeable reflection of an aristocratic past. The daughter
had what he defined vaguely as girlish piqguancy. He found it amusing to try to answer
her unusual questions; he liked the variety of her inventive mind, with its flashes of
downright matter-of-factness.

Ascending the steps with his firm, regular tread, he suggested poise and confidence
and, perhaps, vanity also in his fastidious dress. As Marta’s slight, immature figure
came to the edge of the veranda, he wondered what she would be like five years later,
when she would be twenty-two and a woman. It was unlikely that he would ever know,
or that in a month he would care to know. He would pass on; his rank would keep him
from returning to South La Tir, which was a colonel’s billet except in time of war.

Not until tea was served did he mention his new assignment; he was going to the
general staff at the capital. Mrs. Galland murmured her congratulations in conventional
fashion.

“Into the very holy of holies of the great war machine, isn't it?” Marta asked.
“Yes—yes, exactly!” he replied.

Her chair was drawn back from the table. She leaned forward in a favorite position of
hers when she was intensely interested, with hands clasped over her knee, which her
mother always found aggravatingly tomboyish. She had a mass of lustrous black hair
and a mouth rather large in repose, but capable of changing curves of emotion. Her
large, dark eyes, luminously deep under long lashes, if not the rest of her face, had
beauty. Her head was bent, the lashes forming a line with her brow now, and her eyes
had the still flame of wonder that they had when she was looking all around a thing and
through it to find what it meant. Westerling knew by the signs that she was going to
break out with one of her visions, rather than one of her whimsical ideas. She was
seeing the Roman general, the baron, the first Galland, and the fat, pompous little man,
no less in the life than Hedworth Westerling. She had fused them into one.

“Some day you will be chief of staff, the head of the Gray army!” she suddenly
exclaimed.

18
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Westerling started as if he had been surprised in a secret. Then he flushed slightly.
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“Why?” he asked with forced carelessness. “Your reasons? They're more interesting
than your prophecy.”

“Because you have the will to be,” she said without emphasis, in the impersonal
revelations of thought. “You want power. You have ambition.”

He looked the picture of it, with his square jaw, his well-moulded head set close to the
shoulders on a sturdy neck, his even teeth showing as his lips parted in an unconscious
smile.

“Marta, Marta! She is—is so explosive,” Mrs. Galland remarked apologetically to the
colonel.

“l asked for her reasons. | brought it on myself—and it is not a bad compliment,” he
replied. Indeed, he had never received one so thrilling.

His smile, a smile well pleased with itself, remained as Mrs. Galland began to talk of
other things, and its lingering satisfaction disappeared only with Marta’s cry at sight of
the speck in the sky over the Brown range. She was out on the lawn before the others
had risen from their seats.

“An aeroplane! Hurry!” she called.

This was a summons that aroused even Mrs. Galland’s serenity to haste. For the first
time they were seeing the new wonder in all the fascination of novelty to us moderns,
who soon make our new wonders commonplace and clamor impatiently for others.

“He flies! A man flies!” Marta exclaimed. “Look at that—coming straight for your tower,
baron! You’'d better pull up the drawbridge and go on your knees in the chapel, for
devils are abroad!”

How fast the speck grew! How it spread to the entranced vision! It became a thing of
still, soaring wings with a human atom in its centre, Captain Arthur Lanstron, already
called a fool for his rashness by a group of Brown officers on the aviation grounds
beyond the Brown range.

Naturally, the business of war, watching for every invention that might serve its ends,
was the first patron of flight. Lanstron, pupil of a pioneer aviator, had been warned by
him and by the chief of staff of the Browns, who was looking on, to keep in a circle close
to the ground. But he was doing so well that he thought he would try rising a little
higher. When the levers responded with the ease of a bird’s wings, temptation became
inspiration and inspiration urged on temptation. He had gone mad with the ecstasy of
his sensation, there between heaven and earth. Five seconds of this was worth five
thousand years of any other form of life.

20
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The summits of the range shot under him, unfolding a variegated rug of landscape. He
dipped the planes slightly, intending to follow the range’s descent and again they
answered to his desire. He saw himself the eyes of an army, the scout of the
empyrean. If a body of troops were to march along the pass road they would be as
visible as a cloud in the sky. Yes, here was revolution in detecting the enemy’s plans!
He had become momentarily unconscious of the swiftness of his progress, thanks to its
hypnotic facility. He was in the danger which too active a brain may bring to a critical
and delicate mechanical task. The tower loomed before him as suddenly as if it had
been shot up out of the earth. He must turn, and quickly, to avoid disaster; he must
turn, or he would be across the white posts in the enemy’s country.
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“Oh, glorious magic!” cried Marta.

“A dozen good shots could readily bring it down,” remarked Westerling critically. “It
makes a steady target at that angle of approach. He’s going to turn—but take care,
there!”

“Oh!” groaned Marta and Mrs. Galland together.

In an agony of suspense they saw the fragile creation of cloth and bamboo and metal,
which had seemed as secure as an albatross riding on the lap of a steady wind, dip far
over, careen back in the other direction, and then the whirring noise that had grown with
its flight ceased. It was no longer a thing of winged life, defying the law of gravity, but a
thing dead, falling under the burden of a living weight.

“The engine has stopped!” exclaimed Westerling, any trace of emotion in his observant
imperturbability that of satisfaction that the machine was the enemy’s. He was thinking
of the exhibition, not of the man in the machine.

Marta was thinking of the man who was about to die, a silhouette against the soft blue
holding its own balance resolutely in the face of peril. She could not watch any longer;
she could not wait on the catastrophe. She was living the part of the aviator more
vividly than he, with his hand and mind occupied. She rushed down the terrace steps
wildly, as if her going and her agonized prayer could avert the inevitable. The plane,
descending, skimmed the garden wall and passed out of sight. She heard a thud, a
crackling of braces, a ripping of cloth, but no cry.

Westerling had started after her, exclaiming, “This is a case for first aid!” while Mrs.
Galland, taking the steps as fast as she could, brought up the rear. Through the
gateway in the garden wall could be seen the shoulders of a young officer, a streak of
red coursing down his cheek, rising from the wreck. An inarticulate sob of relief broke
from Marta’s throat, followed by quick gasps of breath. Captain Arthur Lanstron was
looking into the startled eyes of a young girl that seemed to reflect his own emotions of
the moment after having shared those he had in the air.

“I flew! | flew clear over the range, at any rate!” he said. “And I'm alive. | managed to
hold her so she missed the wall and made an easy bump.”

Marta smiled in the reaction from terror at his idea of an easy bump, while he was
examining the damage to his person. He got one foot free of the wreck and that leg
was all right. She shared his elation. Then he found that the other was uninjured, just
as she cried in distress:

“But your hand—oh, your hand!”
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His left hand hung limp from the wrist, cut, mashed, and bleeding. Its nerves numbed,
he had not as yet felt any pain from the injury. Now he regarded it in a kind of
awakening stare of realization of a deformity to come.

“Wool-gathering again!” he muttered to himself crossly.

Then, seeing that she had turned white, he thrust the disgusting thing behind his back
and twinged with the movement. The pain was arriving.

23



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 6

“It must be bandaged! | have a handkerchief!” she begged. “I'm not going to faint or
anything like that!”

“Only bruised—and it's the left. | am glad it was not the right,” he replied. Westerling
arrived and joined Marta in offers of assistance just as they heard the prolonged honk of
an automobile demanding the right of way at top speed in the direction of the pass.

“Thank you, but they’re coming for me,” said Lanstron to Westerling as he glanced up
the road.

Westerling was looking at the wreck. Lanstron, who recognized him as an officer,
though in mufti, kicked a bit of the torn cloth over some apparatus to hide it. At this
Westerling smiled faintly. Then Lanstron saluted as officer to officer might salute across
the white posts, giving his name and receiving in return Westeling'’s.

They made a contrast, these two men, the colonel of the Grays, swart and sturdy, his
physical vitality so evident, and the captain of the Browns, some seven or eight years
the junior, bareheaded, in dishevelled fatigue uniform, his lips twitching, his slender
body quivering with the pain that he could not control, while his rather bold forehead and
delicate, sensitive features suggested a man of nerve and nerves who might have left
experiments in a laboratory for an adventure in the air. There was a kind of challenge in
their glances; the challenge of an ancient feud of their peoples; of the professional
rivalry of polite duellists. Lanstron’s slight figure seemed to express the weaker number
of the three million soldiers of the Browns; Westerling’s bulkier one, the four million five
hundred thousand of the Grays.

“You had a narrow squeak and you made a very snappy recovery at the last second,”
said Westerling, passing a compliment across the white posts. Marta could literally see
a white post there between the two.

“That’s in the line of duty for you and me, isn't it?” Lanstron replied, his voice thick with
pain as he forced a smile.

There was no pose in his fortitude. He was evidently disgusted with himself over the
whole business, and he turned to the group of three officers and a civilian who alighted
from a big Brown army automobile as if he were prepared to have them say their worst.
They seemed between the impulse of reprimanding and embracing him.

“I hope that you are not surprised at the result,” said the oldest of the officers, a man of
late middle age, rather affectionately and teasingly. He wore a single order on his
breast, a plain iron cross, and the insignia of his rank was that of a field-marshal.

“Not now. | should be again, sir,” said Lanstron, looking full at the field-marshal in the
appeal of one asking for another chance. “lI was wool-gathering. My mind was off duty
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for a second and | got a lesson in self-control at the expense of the machine. | treated it
worse than it deserved, and it treated me better than | deserved. But | shall not wool-
gather next time. I've got a reminder more urgent than a string tied around my finger.”
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“Yes, that hand needs immediate attention,” said the doctor. He and another officer
began helping Lanstron into the automobile.

“The first flight ever made over a range—even a low one! Thirty miles straightaway!”
remarked the civilian, making a cursory examination of the wreck of the machine which
was a pattern known by his name.

“Very educational for our young man,” said the field-marshal, and at sight of Mrs.
Galland paused while they exchanged the greetings of old friends.

“Your Excellency, may we send back for you, sir?” called the doctor. He was not one to
let rank awe him when duty pressed. “This hand ought to be at the hospital at once.”

“I'm coming along. I've a train to catch,” replied His Excellency, springing into the car.
“No more wool-gathering, eh?” he said, giving Lanstron a pat on the shoulder. To
Lanstron this pat meant another chance.

“Good-by!” he called to the young girl, who was still watching him with big, sympathetic
eyes. “l am coming back soon and land in the field, there, and when | do. I'll claim a
bunch of flowers.”

“Do! What fun!” she cried, as the car started.
“The field-marshal was Partow, their chief of staff?” Westerling asked.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Galland. “I remember when he was a young infantry officer before the
last war, before he had won the iron cross and become so great. He was not of an
army family—a doctor’s son, but very clever and skilful.”

“Getting a little old for his work!” remarked Westerling. “But apparently he is keen
enough to take a personal interest in anything new.”

“Wasn't it thrilling and—and terrible!” Marta exclaimed.

“Yes, like war at our own door again,” replied Mrs. Galland, who knew war. She had
seen war raging on the pass road. “Lanstron, the young man said his name was,” she
resumed after a pause. “No doubt the Lanstrons of Thorbourg. An old family and many
of them in the army.”

“The way he refused to give in—that was fine!” said Marta.
Westerling, who had been engrossed in his own thoughts, looked up.

“Courage is the cheapest thing an army has! You can get hundreds of young officers
who are glad to take a risk of that kind. The thing is,” and his fingers pressed in on the
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palm of his hand in a pounding gesture of the forearm, “to direct and command—head
work—organization!”

“If war should come again—" Marta began. Mrs. Galland nudged her. A Brown never
mentioned war to an officer of the Grays; it was not at all in the accepted proprieties.
But Marta rushed on: “So many would be engaged that it would be more horrible than
ever.”

“You cannot make omelets without breaking eggs,” Westerling answered with suave
finality.

“I wonder if the baron ever said that!” Marta recollected that it was a favorite expression
of the fat, pompous little man. “It sounds like the baron, at all events.”
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Westerling did not mind being likened to the baron. It was a corroboration of her
prophecy. The baron must have been a great leader of men in his time.

“The aeroplane will take its place as an auxiliary,” he went on, his mind still running on
the theme of her prophecy, which the meeting with Lanstron had quickened. “But war
will, as ever, be won by the bayonet that takes and holds a position. We shall have no
miracle victories, no—"

There he broke off. He did not accompany Mrs. Galland and Marta back to the house,
but made his adieus at the garden-gate.

“I'm sure that | shall never marry a soldier!” Marta burst out as she and her mother were
ascending the steps.

“No?” exclaimed Mrs. Galland with the rising inflection of a placid scepticism that would
not be drawn into an argument. Another of Marta’s explosions! It was not yet time to
think of marriage for her. If it had been Mrs. Galland would not have been so hospitable
to Colonel Westerling. She would hardly have been, even if the colonel had been
younger, say, of Captain Lanstron’s age. Though an officer was an officer, whether of
the Browns or the Grays, and, perforce, a gentleman to be received with the politeness
of a common caste, every beat of her heart was loyal to her race. Her daughter’s hand
was not for any Gray. Young Lanstron certainly must be of the Thorbourg Lanstrons,
she mused. A most excellent family! Of course, Marta would marry an officer. It was
the natural destiny of a Galland woman. Yet she was sometimes worried about Marta’'s
whimsies. She, too, could wonder what Marta would be like in five years.

TEN YEARS LATER

Does any man of power know whither the tendencies of his time are leading him, or the
people whom he leads whither they are being led? Had any one of these four heroes of
the Grays in their heavy gilt frames divined what kind of a to-morrow his day was
preparing? All knew the pass of La Tir well, and if all had not won decisive battles they
would have been hung in the outer office or even in the corridors, where a line of half-
forgotten or forgotten generals crooked down the stairways into the oblivion of the
basement. That unfortunate one whom the first Galland had driven through the pass
was quite obscured in darkness. He would soon be crowded out to an antique shop for
sale as an example of the portrait art of his period.

The privileged quartet on that Valhalla of victories, the walls of the chief of staff’'s room,

personified the military inheritance of a great nation; their names shone in luminous
letters out of the thickening shadows of the past, where those of lesser men grew
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dimmer as their generations receded into history. He in the steel corselet, with high
cheek-bones, ferret, cold eyes, and high, thin nose, its nostrils drawn back in an
aristocratic snif—camps were evil-smelling in those days—his casquette resting on his
arm, was the progenitor of him with the Louis XIV. curls; he of the early nineteenth

century, with a face like Marshal Ney's, was the progenitor of him with the mustache and
imperial of the sixties.
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It was whispered that the aristocratic sniff had taken to fierce, no-quarter campaigns in
the bitterness of a broken heart. Did the Grays, then, really owe two of their fairest
provinces to the lady who had jilted him? Had they to thank the clever wife of him of the
Louis XIV. curls, whose intrigues won for her husband command of the army, for
another province? It was whispered, too, that the military glory of him of the Marshal
Ney physiognomy was due to the good fortune of a senile field-marshal for an
opponent. But no matter. These gentlemen had seen the enemy fly. They had won.
Therefore, they were the supermen of sagas who incarnate a people’s valor.

The Browns gratified their own sense of superiority, in turn, by admiration of the
supermen who had vanquished the Gray generals consigned to the oblivion of the
basement. In their staff building, the first Galland occupied a prominent position in the
main hall; while in the days of Marta’s old baron heroes did not have their portraits
painted for want of painters, and the present nations had consisted only of warring
baronies and principalities.

They must have been rather lonely, these immortals in the Gray Valhalla, as His
Excellency the chief of staff was seldom in his office. His Excellency had years, rank,
prestige. The breast of his uniform sagged with the weight of his decorations. He
appeared for the army at great functions, his picture was in the shop-windows.
Hedworth Westerling, the new vice-chief of staff, was content with this arrangement.
His years would not permit him the supreme honor. This was for a figurehead, while he
had the power.

His appointment to the staff ten years ago had given him the fields he wanted, the
capital itself, for the play of his abilities. His vital energy, his impressive personality, his
gift for courting the influences that counted, whether man’s or woman'’s, his astute
readiness in stooping to some measures that were in keeping with the times but not with
army precedent, had won for him the goal of his ambition. He had passed over the
heads of older men, whom many thought his betters, rather ruthlessly. Those who
would serve loyally he drew around him; those who were bitter he crowded out of his
way.

The immortals would have been still more lonely, or at least confused, in the adjoining
room occupied by Westerling. There the walls were hung with the silhouettes of
infantrymen, such as you see at manoeuvres, in different positions of firing, crouching in
shallow trenches, standing in deep trenches, or lying flat on the stomach on level earth.
Another silhouette, that of an infantryman running, was peppered with white points in
arms and legs and parts of the body that were not vital, to show in how many places a
man may be hit with a small-calibre bullet and still survive.

The immortals had small armies. Even the mustache and imperial had only three
hundred thousand in the great battle of the last war. In this day of universal European
conscription, if Westerling were to win it would be with five millions—five hundred
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thousand more than when he faced a young Brown officer over the wreck of an
aeroplane—including the reserves; each man running, firing, crouching, as was the
figure on the wall, and trying to give more of the white points that peppered the
silhouette than he received.
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Now Turcas, the assistant vice-chief of staff, and Bouchard, chief of the division of
intelligence, standing on either side of Westerling’'s desk, awaited his decisions on
certain matters which they had brought to his attention. Both were older than
Westerling, Turcas by ten and Bouchard by fifteen years.

Turcas had been strongly urged in inner army circles for the place that Westerling had
won, but his manner and his inability to court influence were against him A lath of a man
and stiff as a lath, pale, with thin, tightly-drawn lips, quiet, steel-gray eyes, a tracery of
blue veins showing on his full temples, he suggested the ascetic no less than the
soldier, while his incisive brevity of speech, flavored now and then with pungent humor,
without any inflection in his dry voice, was in keeping with his appearance. He arrived
with the clerks in the morning and frequently remained after they were gone. His life
was an affair of calculated units of time; his habits of diet and exercise all regulated for
the end of service. His subordinates, whose respect he held by the power of his
intellect, said that his brain never tired and he had not enough body to tire. He was one
of the wheels of the great army machine and loved the work for its own sake too well to
be embittered at being overshadowed by a younger man. As a master of detail
Westerling regarded him as an invaluable assistant, with certain limitations, which were
those of the pigeonhole and the treadmill.

As for Bouchard, nature had meant him to be a wheel-horse. He had never had any
hope of being chief of staff. Hawk-eyed, with a great beak nose and iron-gray hair,
intensely and solemnly serious, lacking a sense of humor, he would have looked at
home with his big, bony hands gripping a broadsword hilt and his lank body clothed in
chain armor. He had a mastiff's devotion to its master for his chief.

“Since Lanstron became chief of intelligence of the Browns information seems to have
stopped,” said Westerling, but not complainingly. He appreciated Bouchard’s loyalty.

“Yes, they say he even burns his laundry bills, he is so careful,” Bouchard replied.

“But that we ought to know,” Westerling proceeded, referring very insistently to a secret
of the Browns which had baffled Bouchard. “Try a woman,” he went on with that terse,
hard directness which reflected one of his sides. “There is nobody like a woman for that
sort of thing. Spend enough to get the right woman.”

Turcas and Bouchard exchanged a glance, which rose suggestively from the top of the
head of the seated vice-chief of staff. Turcas smiled slightly, while Bouchard was
graven as usual.

“You could hardly reach Lanstron though you spent a queen’s ransom,” said Bouchard
in his literal fashion.
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“I should say not!” Westerling exclaimed. “No doubt about Lanstron’s being all there! |
saw him ten years ago after his first aeroplane flight under conditions that proved it.
However, he must have susceptible subordinates.”
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“We’'ll set all the machinery we have to work to find one, sir,” Bouchard replied.

“Another thing, we may dismiss any idea that they are concealing either artillery or
dirigibles or planes that we do not know of,” continued Westerling. “That is a figment of
our apprehensions. The fact that we find no truth in the rumors proves that there is
none. Such things are too important to be concealed by one army from another.”

“Lanstron certainly cannot carry them in his pockets,” remarked Turcas. “Still, we must
be sure,” he added thoughtfully, more to himself than to Westerling, who had already
turned his attention to a document which Turcas had laid on the desk.

“A recommendation by the surgeon-in-chief,” said Turcas, “for a new method of prompt
segregation of ghastly cases among the wounded. | have put it in the form of an order.
If reserves coming into action see men badly lacerated by shell fire it is bound to make
them self-conscious and affect morale.”

“Yes,” Westerling agreed. “If moving pictures of the horrors of Port Arthur were to be
shown in our barracks before a war, it would hardly encourage martial enthusiasm. |
shall look this over and then have it issued. It will not be necessary to wait on action of
the staff in council.”

Turcas and Bouchard exchanged another glance. They had fresh evidence of
Westerling’s tendency to concentrate authority in himself.

“The 128th Regiment has been ordered to South La Tir, but no order yet given for the
132d, whose place it takes,” Turcas went on.

“Let it remain for the present!” Westerling replied.

After they had withdrawn, the look that passed between Turcas and Bouchard was a
pointed question. The 132d to remain at South La Tir! Was there something more than
“newspaper talk” in this latest diplomatic crisis between the Grays and the Browns?
Westerling alone was in the confidence of the premier of late. Any exchange of ideas
between the two subordinates would be fruitless surmise and against the very instinct of
staff secrecy, where every man knew only his work and asked about no one else’s.

Westerling ran through the papers that Turcas had prepared for him. If Turcas had
written the order for the wounded, Westerling knew that it was properly done. Having
cleared his desk into the hands of his executive clerk, he looked at the clock. It had
barely turned four. He picked up the final staff report of observations on the late Balkan
campaign, just printed in book form, glanced at it and laid it aside. Already he knew the
few lessons afforded by this war “done on the cheap,” with limited equipment and over
bad roads. No dirigibles had been used and few planes. It was no criterion, except in
the effect of the fire of the new pattern guns, for the conflict of vast masses of highly
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trained men against vast masses of highly trained men, with rapid transportation over
good roads, complete equipment, thorough organization, backed by generous
resources, in the cataclysm of two great European powers.
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Rather idly, now, he drew a pad toward him and, taking up a pencil, made the figures
seventeen and twenty-seven. Then he made the figures thirty-two and forty-two. He
blackened them with repeated tracings as he mused. This done, he put seventeen
under twenty-seven and thirty-two under forty-two. He made the subtraction and
studied the two tens.

A swing door opened softly and his executive clerk reappeared with a soft tread,
unheard by Westerling engaged in mechanically blackening the tens. The clerk,
pausing as he waited for a signal of recognition, observed the process wonderingly. To
be absently making figures on a pad was not characteristic of the vice-chief of staff.
When he was absorbed his habit was to tap the desk edge with the blunt end of his
pencil.

“Some papers for your signature, sir,” said the clerk as he slipped them on the blotter in
front of Westerling. “And the 132d—no order about that, sir?” he asked.

“None. It remains!” Westerling replied.

The clerk went out impressed. His chief taking to sums of subtraction and totally
preoccupied! The 132d to remain! He, too, had a question-mark in his secret mind.

Westerling proceeded with his mathematics. Having heavily shaded the tens, he
essayed a sum in division. He found that ten went into seventy just seven times.

“One-seventh the allotted span of life!” he mused. “Take off fifteen years for youth and
fifteen after fifty-five—nobody counts after that, though | mean to—and you have ten
into forty, which is one fourth. That is a good deal. But it's more to a woman than to a
man—yes, a lot more to a woman than to a man!”

The clerk was right in thinking Westerling preoccupied; but it was not with the
international crisis. He had dismissed that for the present from his thoughts by sending
the 128th Regiment to South La Tir. He might move some other regiments in the
morning if advices from the premier warranted. At all events, the army was ready,
always ready for any emergency. He was used to international crises. Probably a
dozen had occurred in the ten years since he had spoken his adieu to a young girl at a
garden-gate. Over his coffee the name of Miss Marta Galland, in a list of arrivals at a
hotel, had caught his eye in the morning paper. A note to her had brought an answer,
saying that her time was limited, but she would be glad to have him call at five that
afternoon.

Rather impatiently he watched the slow minute-hand on the clock. He had risen from
his desk at four-thirty, when his personal aide, a handsome, boyish, rosy-cheeked
young officer, who seemed to be moulded into his uniform, appeared.
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“Your car is waiting, sir,” he said. His military correctness could not hide the admiration
and devotion in his eyes. He thought himself the most fortunate lieutenant in the army.
To him Westerling was, indeed, great. Westerling realized this.
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“This is a personal call,” Westerling explained; “so you are at liberty to make one
yourself, if you like,” he added, with that magnetic smile of a genial power which he
used to draw men to him and hold them.

OURS AND THEIRS

On the second terrace, Feller, the Gallands’ gardener, a patch of blue blouse and a
patch of broad-brimmed straw hat over a fringe of white hair, was planting bulbs. Mrs.
Galland came down the path from the veranda loiteringly, pausing to look at the flowers
and again at the sweep of hills and plain. The air was singularly still, so still that she
heard the cries of the children at play in the yards of the factory-workers’ houses which
had been steadily creeping up the hill from the town. She breathed in the peace and
beauty of the surroundings with that deliberate appreciation of age which holds to the
happiness in hand. To-morrow it might rain; to-day it is pleasant. She was getting old.
Serenely she made the most of to-day.

The gardener did not look up when she reached his side. She watched his fingers
firmly pressing the moist earth around the bulbs that he had sunk in their new beds.
There were only three more to set out, and her inclination, in keeping with her
leisureliness, was to wait on the completion of his task before speaking. Again she let
her glance wander away to the distances. It was arrested and held this time by two
groups of far-away points in the sky along the frontier, in the same bright light of that
other afternoon when Captain Arthur Lanstron had made his first night over the range.

“Look!” she cried. “Look, look!” she repeated, a girlish excitement rippling her placidity.

Aeroplanes and dirigibles had become a familiar sight. They were always going and
coming and manoeuvring, the Browns over their territory and the Grays over theirs. But
here was something new: two squadrons of dirigibles and planes in company, one on
either side of the white posts. For the fraction of a second the dirigibles seemed prisms
and the planes still-winged dragon-flies hung on a blue wall. With the next fraction the
prisms were seen to be growing and the stretch of the plane wings broadening.

“They are racing—ours against theirs!” exclaimed Mrs. Galland. “Look, look!”
Still the gardener bent to his work, unconcerned.
“I forgot! | always forget that you are deaf!” she murmured.

She touched his shoulder. The effect was magical on the stoop-shouldered figure,
which rose with the spring of muscles that are elastic and joints that are limber. His hat
was removed with prompt and rather graceful deference, revealing eyebrows that were
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still dark in contrast to the white hair. For only an instant did he remain erect, but long
enough to suggest how supple and well-formed he must have been in youth. Then he
made a grimace and dropped his hand demonstratively over his knee.

39



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 14

“Pardon, Mrs. Galland, | have old bones. They always remind me if | try to play any
youthful tricks on them. Pardon! | did not see that you were here. 1,” he said, in the
monotonous voice of the deaf, which, however, had a certain attractive wistfulness—*|
—" and from the same throat as he saw the object of her gaze came a vibration of
passionate interest. “Yes, neck and neck! Coming right for the baron’s tower, neck and
neck!” he cried, in the zest of a contest understood and enjoyed.

His hand rose in a vigorous, pulsating gesture; his eyes were snapping; his lips parted
in an ecstasy that made him seem twenty years younger; his shoulders broadened and
his chest expanded with the indrawing of a deep breath. This let go, the stoop returned
in a sudden reaction, the briefly kindled flame died out of his eyes, his lips took on the
droop of age, and he thrust his hat back on his head, pulling the brim low over his brow.

“Wonderful, but terrible—terrible!” said Mrs. Galland. “Another horror is added to war,
as if there were not already enough. Oh, | know what war is! I've seen this garden all
spattered with blood and dead bodies in a row here at our feet, and heard the groans

and the cheers—the groans of the wounded here in the garden and the cheers of the

men who had taken the castle hill!”

Feller, with the lids of shaded eyes half closed, watched the oncoming squadrons in a
staring mesmerism. His only movement was a tattoo of the fingers on his trousers’ legs.

“War!” he exclaimed with motionless lips. “War!” he repeated softly, coaxingly. One
would easily have mistaken the thought of war as something delightful to him if he had
not appeared so gentle and detached. It seemed doubtful if he realized what he was
saying or even that he was speaking aloud.

As the Gray squadron started to turn in order to keep on their side of the white posts
which circled around the spur of La Tir, one of the dirigibles failed to respond to its
rudder and lost speed; that in the rear, responding too readily, had its leader on the
thwart. An aeroplane, sheering too abruptly to make room, tipped at a dangerous angle
and a tragedy seemed due within another wink of the eye.

“Huh-huh-huh!” came from Feller in quick breaths, like the panting of a dog on a hot
day.

“Oh!” gasped Mrs. Galland in one long breath of suspense.

The envelope of the second dirigible grazed the envelope of its leader; the groggy plane
righted itself and volplaned underneath a dirigible; and, though scattered, the Gray
squadron drew away safely from the Brown, which, slowing down, came on as straight
as an arrow in unchanged formation in a line over the castle tower. From the forward
Brown aeroplane, as its shadow shot over the garden, pursued by the great, oblong
shadows of the dirigibles, a white ball was dropped. It made a plummet streak until
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about fifty feet above the earth, when it exploded into a fine shower of powder, leaving
intact a pirouetting bit of white.
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“I think that was Colonel Lanstron leading when he ought to leave such work to his
assistants,” said Mrs. Galland. “You remember him—why, it was the colonel who
recommended you! There, now, I've forgotten again that you are deaf!”

The slip of paper glided back and forth on slight currents of air and finally fell among the
rose-bushes a few yards from where the two were standing. Feller brought it to Mrs.
Galland.

“Yes, it was Colonel Lanstron,” she said, after reading the message. “The message
says: ‘Hello, Marta!’ Any other officer would have said: ‘How do you do, Miss Galland?
He could not have known that she was away. I've just had a telegram from her that she
will be home in the morning, and that takes me back to my idea that | came to speak
about to you,” she babbled on, while Feller regarded her with a gentle,
uncomprehending smile. “You know how she likes chrysanthemums and they are in full
bloom. We’'ll cut them and fill all the vases in the living-room and her room and—oh,
how | do forget! You're not hearing a word!” she exclaimed as she noted the helpless
eagerness of his eyes.

“It is a great nuisance, deafness in a gardener. But | love my work. |try to do it well,”
he said in his monotone.

“You do wonderfully, wonderfully!” she assented; “and you deserve great credit. Many
deaf people are irritable—and you are so cheerful!”

He smiled as pleasantly as if he had heard the compliment and passed her a small pad
from his blouse pocket. With the pencil attached to it by a string she wrote her
instructions slowly, in an old-fashioned hand, dotting all the i’'s and crossing all the t’s.

“Pardon me, madam, but Miss Galland"—he paused, dwelling with a slight inflection on
his mention of the daughter as the talisman that warranted his presuming to disagree
with the mother—*Miss Galland, when she took her last look around before going, said:
'Please don't cut any yet. | want to see them all abloom in their beds first.”

“She has taken such an interest in them, and my idea was to please her. Of course,
leave them,” said Mrs. Galland. She made repeated vigorous nods of assent to save
herself the trouble of writing. Starting back up the steps, she murmured: “I suppose cut
flowers are out of fashion—I know | am—and deaf gardeners are in.” She sighed. “And
you are twenty-seven, Marta, twenty-seven!” She drew another, a very long sigh, and
then her serenity returned.

“Ours did not pass theirs,” observed the gardener, with a musing smile when he was
alone; “but theirs nearly had a jolly spill there at the turn!”
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As he bent once more to his work a bumblebee approached on its glad, piratical errand

from flower to flower in the rapt stillness, and Feller looked around with a slight courtesy
of his hat brim.

“You and your fussily thunderous wings!” he said, half aloud. “I wonder if you think

you're an aeroplane. Surely, they'd never train you to evolute in squadrons. You are an
anarchist, you are, and an epicurean into the bargain!”
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He went with his barrow for more bulbs. Meanwhile, the sun sank behind the range.
The plain lay bathed in soft, golden light; the ravines were tongues of black shadow. As
the evening gun boomed out from a fortress on the Brown side of the frontier, Feller
glanced around to see if any one were watching. Assured that he was alone, he
removed his hat, and, though he wiped the brim and wiped his brow, in his attitude was
the suggestion of the military stance of attention at colors. A minute later, when the
evening gun of the Grays across the white posts reverberated over the plain, he
jammed his hat back on his head rather abruptly and started to the tool house with his
barrow.

“War! war!” he repeated softly. “Yes, war!” he added in eager desire.

v

THE DIVIDENDS OF POWER

Westerling realized that the question of marriage as a social requirement might arise
when he should become officially chief of staff with the retirement of His Excellency the
field-marshal. For the present he enjoyed his position as a bachelor who was the most
favored man in the army too much to think of marriage. This did not imply an absence
of fondness for women; rather the contrary. He liked sitting next to a beautiful neck and
shoulders and having a pair of feminine eyes sparkle into his at dinner; though, with rare
exceptions, not the same neck and shoulders on succeeding nights. His natural sense
of organization divided women into two classes: those of family and wealth, whom he
met at great houses, and those purring kittens who live in small flats. Both afforded him
diversion. A woman had been the most telling influence in making him vice-chief of
staff; an affair to which gossip gave the breath of scandal had been an argument
against him.

It was a little surprising that the bell that the girl of seventeen had rung in his secret
mind when he was on one of the first rounds of the ladder, now lost in the mists of a
lower stratum of existence, should ever tinkle again.... Yet he had heard its note in the
tone of her prophecy with each step in his promotion; and while the other people whom
he had known at La Tir were the vaguest shadows of personalities, her picture was as
definite in detail as when she said: “You have the will! You have the ambition!” She had
recognized in him the power that he felt; foreseen his ascent to the very apex of the
pyramid. She was still unmarried, which was strange; for she had not been bad-looking
and she was of a fine old family. What was she like now? Commonplace and
provincial, most likely. Many of the people he had known in his early days appeared so
when he met them again. But, at the worst, he looked for an interesting half-hour.
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The throbbing activity of the streets of the capital, as his car proceeded on the way to
her hotel, formed an energetic accompaniment to his gratifying backward survey of how
all his plans had worked out from the very day of the prophecy. Had he heard the
remark of a great manufacturer to the banker at his side in a passing limousine, “There
goes the greatest captain of industry of us all!” Westerling would only have thought:
“Certainly. |1 am chief of staff. 1 am at the head of all your workmen at one time or
another!” Had he heard the banker’s answer, “But pretty poor pay, pretty small
dividends!” he would have thought: “Splendid dividends—the dividends of power!”

He had a caste contempt for the men of commerce, with their mercenary talk about
credit and market prices; and also for the scientists, doctors, engineers, and men of
other professions, who spoke of things in books which he did not understand. Reading
books was one of the faults of Turcas, his assistant. No bookish soldier, he knew, had
ever been a great general. He resented the growing power of these leaders of the civil
world, taking distinction away from the military, even when, as a man of parts, he had to
court their influence. His was the profession that was and ever should be the elect. A
penniless subaltern was a gentleman, while he could never think of a man hi business
as one.

All the faces in the street belonged to a strange, busy world outside his interest and
thoughts. They formed what was known as the public, often making a clatter About
things which they did not understand, when they Should obey the orders of their
superiors. Of late, their clatter had been about the extra taxes for the recent increase of
the standing forces by another corps. The public was bovine with a parrot’s head. Yet it
did not admire the toiling ox, but the eagle and the lion.

As his car came to the park his eyes lighted at sight of one of the dividends—one
feature of urban life that ever gave him a thrill. A battalion of the 128th, which he had
ordered that afternoon to the very garrison at South La Tir that he had once
commanded, was marching through the main avenue. Youths all, of twenty-one or two,
they were in a muddy-grayish uniform which was the color of the plain as seen from the
veranda of the Galland house.

Around them, in a mighty, pervasive monotone, was the roar of city traffic, broken by the
nearer sounds of the cries of children playing in the sand piles, the bark of motor horns,
the screech of small boys’ velocipedes on the paths of the park; while they themselves
were silent, except for the rhythmic tramp of the military shoes of identical pattern, as
was every article of their clothing and equipment from head to foot, whose character
had been the subject of the weightiest deliberation of the staff.

How much can a soldier carry and how best carry it easily? What shoes are the most
serviceable for marching and yet cheap? Nothing was so precise in all their
surroundings, nothing seemed so resolutely dependable as this column of soldiers.
They were the last word in filling human tissue into a mould for a set task. Where these

45



&“’)BOOKRAGS

came from were other boys growing up to take their places. The mothers of the nation
were doing their duty. All the land was a breeding-ground for the dividends of Hedworth
Westerling.
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At the far side of the park he saw another kind of dividend—another group of marching
men. These were not in uniform. They were the unemployed. Many were middle-aged,
with worn, tired faces. Beside the flag of the country at the head of the procession was
that of universal radicalism. And his car had to stop to let them pass. For an instant the
indignation of military autocracy rose strong within him at sight of the national colors in
such company. But he noted how naturally the men kept step; the solidarity of their
movement. The stamp of their army service in youth could not be easily removed. He
realized the advantage of heading an army in which defence was not dependent on a
mixture of regulars and volunteers, but on universal conscription that brought every
able-bodied man under discipline.

These reservists, in the event of war, would hear the call of race and they would fight for
the one flag that then had any significance. Yes, the old human impulses would

predominate and the only enemy would be on the other side of the frontier. They would
be pawns of his will—the will that Marta Galland had said would make him chief of staff.

Wasn't war the real cure for the general unrest? Wasn't the nation growing stale from
the long peace? He was ready for war now that he had become vice-chief, when the
retirement of His Excellency, unable to bear the weight of his years and decorations in
the field, would make him the supreme commander. One ambition gained, he heard the
appeal of another: to live to see the guns and rifles that had fired only blank cartridges
in practice pouring out shells and bullets, and all the battalions that had played at sham
war in manoeuvres engaged in real war, under his direction. He saw his columns
sweeping up the slopes of the Brown range. Victory was certain. He would be the first
to lead a great modern army against a great modern army; his place as the master of
modern tactics secure in the minds of all the soldiers of the world. The public would
forget its unrest in the thrill of battles won and provinces conquered, and its clatter
would be that of acclaim for a new idol of its old faith.

Vv

OFF TO THE FRONTIER

Ranks broken in the barracks yard, backs free of packs, shoulders free of rifles, the men
of the first battalion of the 28th, which Westerling had seen marching through the park,
had no thought except the prospect of the joyous lassitude of resting muscles and of
loosening tongues that had been silent on the march. They were simply tired human
beings in the democracy of a common life and service.
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The 128th had been recruited from a province in the high country distant from the
capital. In the days of Maria’s old baron, a baron of the same type had plundered their
ancestors, and in the days of the first Galland they formed a principality frequently at
war with their neighbors of the same blood and language. At length they had united
with their neighbors who had in turn united with other neighbors, forming the present
nation of the Grays, which vented its fighting spirit against other nations. Each
generation must send forth its valorous and adventurous youth to the proof of its
manhood in battle, while those who survived wounds and disease became the heroes of
their reminiscences, inciting the younger generation to emulation. With each step in the
evolution learning had spread and civilization developed.

Since the last war universal conscription had gone hand in hand with popular education
and the telegraphic click of the news of the world to all breakfast tables and cheap travel
and better living. Every private of the five millions was a scholar compared to the old
baron; he had a broader horizon than the first Galland. In the name of defence, to hold
their borders secure, the great powers were straining their resources to strengthen the
forces that kept an armed peace. Evolution never ceases. What next?

In a group of the members of Company B, who dropped on a bench in the barrack
room, were the sons of a farmer, a barber, a butcher, an army officer, a day-laborer, a
judge, a blacksmith, a rich man’s valet, a banker, a doctor, a manufacturer, and a small
shopkeeper.

“Six months more and my tour is up!” cried the judge’s son.
“Six months more for me!”

“Now you’re counting!”

“And for me—one, two, three, four, five, six!”

“Oh, don’'t rub it in,” the manufacturer’s son shouted above the chorus, “you old fellows!
I've a year and six months more.”

“Here, too!” chimed in the banker’s son. “Ayear and six months more of iron spoons
and tin cups and army shoes and army fare and early rising. Hep-hep-hep, drill-drill-
drill, and drudgery!”

“Oh, I don’t know!” said the day-laborer’s son. “l don’t have to get up any earlier than |
do at home, and | don’t have to work as hard as I'll have to when | leave.”

“Nor I!'" agreed the blacksmith’s son. “It's a kind of holiday for me.”
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“Holiday!” the banker’s son gasped. “That’s so,” he added thoughtfully, and smiled
gratefully over a fate that had been indulgent to him in a matter of fathers and
limousines.

“Look at the newspapers! Maybe we shall be going to war,” said the manufacturer’s
son.

“Stuffl Nonsense!” said the judge’s son. “We are always having scares. They sell
papers and give the fellows at the Foreign Office a chance to look unconcerned. But
let’'s have the opinion of an international expert, of the great and only philosopher,
guide, companion, and friend. What do you think of the crisis, eh, Hugo? Soberly,
now. The fate of nations may hang on your words. If not, at least the price of a ginger
soda!”
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It was around Hugo Mallin that the group had formed. Groups were always forming
around Hugo. He could spring the unexpected and incongruous and make people
laugh. Slight but wiry of physique, he had light hair, a freckled and rather nondescript
nose, large brown eyes, and a broad, sensitive mouth. Nature had not attempted any
regularity of features in his case. She had been content with making each one a mobile
servant of his mind. In repose his face was homely, and it was a mask.

“Come on, Hugo! Out with it!”
Hugo’s brow contracted; the lines of the mask were drawn in deliberate seriousness.

“I never hear war mentioned that | don’t have a shiver right down my spine, as | did
when | was a little boy and went into the cellar without a light,” he replied.

“Fear?” exclaimed Eugene Aronson, the farmer’s son, whose big, plain face expressed
dumb incomprehension. He alone was standing. Being the giant and the athlete of the
company, the march had not tired him.

“Fear?” some of the others repeated. The sentiment was astounding, and Hugo was as
manifestly in earnest as if he were a minister addressing a parliamentary chamber.

“Yes, don’t you?” asked Hugo, in bland surprise.
“I should say not!” declared Eugene.
“Do you want to be killed?” asked Hugo, with profound interest.

“The bullet isn’'t made that will get me!” answered Eugene, throwing back his broad
shoulders.

“I don’t know,” mused Hugo, eying the giant up and down. “You're pretty big, Gene, and
a bullet that only nicked one of us in the bark might get you in the wood. However, if
you are sure that you are in no danger, why, you don’t count. But let's take a census
while we are about it and see who wants to be killed. First, you, Armand; do you?” he
asked the doctor’s son, Armand Daution.

Armand grinned. The others grinned, not at him, but at the quizzical solemnity of
Hugo’s manner.

“If so, state whether you prefer bullets or shrapnel, early in the campaign or late, a la
carte or table d’hote, morning or—" Hugo went on.

But laughter drowned the sentence, though Hugo’s face was without a smile.

“You ought to go on the stage!” some one exclaimed.
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“If it were as easy to amuse a pay audience as you fellows, | might,” Hugo replied. “But
I've another question,” he pursued. “Do you think that the fellows on the other side of
the frontier want to be killed?”

“No danger! They'll give in. They always do,” said Eugene.

“I confess that it hardly seems reasonable to make war over the Bodlapoo affair!” This
from the judge’s son.

“Over some hot weather, some swamp, and some black policemen in Africa,” said
Hugo.

“But they hauled down our flag!” exclaimed the army officer’s son.

“On their territory, they say. We were the aggressors,” Hugo interposed.
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“It was our flag!” said Eugene.
“But we wouldn’t want them to put up their flag on our territory, would we?” Hugo asked.

“Let them try it!” thundered Eugene, with a full breath from the big bellows in his broad
chest. “Hugo, | don't like to hear you talk that way,” he added, shaking his head sadly.
Such views from a friend really hurt him; indeed, he was almost lugubrious. This
brought another laugh.

“Don’t you see he’s getting you, Gene?”
“He’s acting!”

“He always gets you, you old simpleton!” The judge’s son gave Eugene an affectionate
dig in the ribs.

Eugene was well liked and in the way that a big Saint Bernard dog is liked. At the latest
manoeuvres, on the night that their division had made a rapid flank movement, without
any apparent sense that his own load was the heavier for it, he had carried the rifle and
pack of Peter Kinderling, a valet’s pasty-faced little son “Peterkin,” as he was called,
was the stupid of Company B. Being generally inoffensive, the butt of the drill sergeant,
who thought that he would never learn even the manual of arms, and rounding out the
variety of characters which makes for fellowship, he was regarded with a sympathetic
kindliness by his comrades.

“But | don't think you ought to joke about the flag That's sacred!” declared Eugene.

“Now you're talking!” said Jacob Pilzer, the butcher’s son, who sat on the other side of
the bench from Eugene. He was heavily built, with an undershot jaw and a patch of
liverish birthmark on his cheek.

“Yes,” piped Peterkin, who had an opinion when the two strong men of the company
agreed on any subject. But he spoke tentatively, nevertheless. He was taking no risks.

“Oh, if we went to war the Bodlapoo affair would be only an excuse,” said the
manufacturer’s son. “We shall go to war as a matter of broad national policy.”

“Right you are!” agreed the banker’s son. “No emotion about it. Emotion as an
international quantity is dead. Everything is business now in this business age.”

“Killing people as a broad international policy!” mused Hugo sotto voce, as if this were a
matter of his own thoughts.

The others scarcely heard him as the manufacturer’s son struck his fist in the palm of
his hand resoundingly to demand attention.
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“We need room in which to expand. We have eighty million people to their fifty, while
our territory is only a little larger than theirs. Our population grows; the Browns’ does
not!” he announced.

“But there is a remedy for that,” Hugo interjected loftly, so softly that everybody looked
at him. “Why, all the conscripts of the army for two years could take a vow not to marry,”
he said. “We could reduce the output, as your father’s factory does when the market is
dull. We should not have so many babies. This would be cheaper than rearing them to
be slaughtered in their young manhood.”
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“Hear ye! Hear ye!” shouted the doctor’s son, in the midst of the hilarity that ensued.
“Hugo Mallin solves the whole problem of eugenics by destroying the field for eugenics!”

“The levity of a lot of mere unthinking privates who mistake themselves for sociological
experts shall not deter me from finishing my speech,” pursued the manufacturer’s son.

“Speak on!”
“Listen to the fount of wisdom play!”
“A beer if you produce an idea!”

“War must come some day. It must come if for no other reason than to stop the strikes,
arouse patriotism, and give an impetus to industry. An army of five millions on our side
against the Browns’ three millions! Of course, they won't start it! We shall have to take
the aggressive; naturally, they’ll not.”

“And they'll run, they'll run, just as they always have” Eugene cried enthusiastically.
“You bet they will, or they’ll be mush for our bayonets!” said Pilzer, the butcher’s son.

“Will they? Do you really think they will?” asked Hugo, drawing down the corners of his
mouth in profound contemplation that was actually mournful. “I wonder, now, | wonder if
they can run any faster than | can?”

Everybody was laughing except him. If he had laughed too, he would not have been
funny. His faint, look of surprise over their outburst only served to prolong it.

“Hugo, you're immense!”
“You’re a scream!”

“But | am considering,” Hugo resumed, when there was silence. “If both sides ran as
fast as they could when the war began, it would be interesting to see which army
reached home first. Some of us might get out of breath, but nobody would be killed.”
He had to wait on another laugh before he could continue. It takes little to amuse men
in garrison if one knows how. “I don’t want to be killed, and why should | want to kill
strangers on the other side of the frontier?” He paused on the rising inflection of his
guestion, a calm, earnest challenge in his eyes. “I don’'t know them. | haven't the
slightest grudge against them.”

No grudge against the Browns—against the ancient enemy! The faces around were
frowning, as if in doubt how to take him.
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“What did you come into the army for, then?” called Pilzer, the butcher’s son. “You
didn’t have to, being an only son. Talk that stuff to your officers! They will let you out.
They don’t want any cowards like you!”

“Cowards! Hold on, there!” said Eugene, who was very fond of Hugo. He spoke in the
even voice of his vast good nature, but he looked meaningly at the butcher’s son.

“Coward? Is that the word, Jake?” Hugo inquired amiably. “Now, maybe | am. | don’t
know. But it wouldn’t prove that | wasn't if | fought you any more than if | fought the
strangers on the other side of the frontier.”

“Well, if you don’t want to fight, what are you in the army for? That's a fair question, isn’t
it?” growled Pilzer, in an appeal to public opinion.

55



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 23

“Yes, you can carry a joke too far,” said the army officer’s son. “Yes, why?”

The others nodded. An atmosphere of hostility was gathering around Hugo. In face of it
a smile began playing about the corners of his lips. The smile spread. For the first time
he was laughing, while all the others were serious. Suddenly he threw his arms around

the necks of the men next to him.

“Why, to be with all you good fellows, of course!” he said, “and to complete my
education. If I hadn’t taken my period in the army, you might have shaved me, Eduardo;
you might have fixed a horseshoe for me, Henry; you might have sold me turnips,
Eugene, but | shouldn’t have known you. Now we all know one another by eating the
same food, wearing the same clothes, marching side by side, and submitting to another
kind of discipline than that of our officers—the discipline of close association in a
community of service. There’s hope for humanity in that—for humanity trying to free
itself of its fetters. We have mixed with the people of the capital. They have found us
and we have found them to be of the same human family.”

“That’s so! This business of moving regiments about from one garrison to another is a
good cure for provincialism,” said the doctor’s son.

“Judge’s son or banker’s son or blacksmith’s son, whenever we meet in after-life there
will be a thought of fellowship exchanged in our glances,” Hugo continued. “Haven’t we
got something that we couldn’t get otherwise? Doesn't it thrill you now when we’re all
tired from the march except leviathan Gene—thrill you with a warm glow from the flow of
good, rich, healthy red blood?”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

There was a chorus of assent. Banker’s son clapped valet's son on the shoulder;
laborer’s son and doctor’s son locked arms and teetered on the edge of the cot
together.

“And I've another idea,” proceeded Hugo very seriously as the vows of eternal
friendship subsided. “It is one to spread education and the spirit of comradeship still
further. Instead of two sets of autumn manoeuvres, one on either side of the frontier, I'd
have our army and the Browns hold a manoeuvre together—this year on their side and
next year on ours.”

The biggest roar yet rose from throats that had been venting a tender tone. Only the
slow Eugene Aronson was blank and puzzled. But directly he, too, broke into laughter,
louder and more prolonged than the others.

“You can be so solemn that it takes a minute to see your joke,” he said.
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“And humorous when we expect him to be solemn—and, presto, there he goes!” added
the judge’s son.

Hugo’s lips were twitching peculiarly.

“Look at him!” exclaimed the manufacturer’s son. “Oh, you've had us all going this
afternoon, you old farceur, you, Hugo!”

In the silence that waited on another extravagance from the entertainer the sergeant
entered the room.
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“We shall entrain to-morrow morning!” he announced. “We are going to South La Tir on
the frontier.”

Oh, joy! Oh, lucky 128th! It was to see still more of the world! The sergeant stood by
listening to the uproar and cautioning the men not to overturn the tables and benches.
Even the banker’s and the manufacturer’s sons, who had toured the country from
frontier to frontier in paternal automobiles, were as happy as the laborer’s son.

“What fun it would be if we could visit back and forth with the fellows on the other side of
the frontier!” said Hugo.

“What the—eh!” exclaimed the sergeant. “Will you never stop your joking, you, Hugo
Mallin?”

“Never, sir,” replied Hugo dryly. “It comes natural to me!”

Vi

THE SECOND PROPHECY

In the reception-room, where he awaited the despatch of his card, Hedworth Westerling
caught a glimpse of his person in a panel glass so convenient as to suggest that an
adroit hotel manager might have placed it there for the delectation of well-preserved
men of forty-two. He saw a face of health that was little lined; brown hair that did not
reveal its sprinkle of gray at that distance; shoulders, bearing the gracefully draped gold
cords of the staff, squarely set on a rigid spine in his natural attitude. Yes, he had taken
good care of himself, enjoying his pleasures with discreet, epicurean relish as he would
this meeting with a woman whom he had not seen for ten years.

On her part, Marta, when she had received the note, had been in doubt as to her
answer. Her curiosity to see him again was not of itself compelling. The actual making
of the prophecy was rather dim to her mind until he recalled it. She had heard of his
rise and she had heard, too, things about him which a girl of twenty-seven can better
understand than a girl of seventeen. His reason for wanting to see her he had said was
to “renew an old acquaintance.” He could have little interest in her, and her interest in
him was that he was head of the Gray army. His work had intimate relation to that
which the Marta of twenty-seven, a Marta with a mission, had set for herself.

A page came to tell Westerling that Miss Galland should be down directly. But before
she came a waiter entered with a tea-tray.

“By the lady’s direction, sir,” he explained as he set the tray on a table opposite
Westerling.
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Across a tea-table the prophecy had been made and across a tea-table they had held
most of their talks. Having a picture in memory for comparison, he was seeing the
doorway as the frame for a second picture. When she appeared the picture seemed the
same as of old. There was an undeniable delight in this first impression of externals.
There had been no promise that she would be beautiful, and she was not. There had
been promise of distinction, and she seemed to have fulfilled it. For a second she
paused on the threshold rather diffidently. Then she smiled as she had when she
greeted him from the veranda as he came up the terrace steps. She crossed the room
with a flowing, spontaneous vitality that appealed to him as something familiar.
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“Ten years, isn’t it?” she exclaimed, putting a genuine quality of personal interest into
the words as she gave his hand a quick, firm shake. Then, with the informality of old
acquaintances who had parted only yesterday, she indicated a place on the sofa for
him, while she seated herself on the other side of the tea-table. “The terrace there in
the foreground,” she said with conforming gestures of location, “the church steeple over
the town, the upward sweep of the mountains, and there the plain melting into the
horizon. And, let me see, you took two lumps, if | remember?”

He would have known the hand that poised over the sugar bowl though he had not seen
the face; a brownish hand, not long-fingered, not narrow for its length—a compact, deft,
firm little hand.

“None now,” he said.
“Do you find it fattening?” she asked.

He recognized the mischievous sparkle of the eyes, the quizzical turn of the lips, which
was her asset in keeping any question from being personal. Nevertheless, he flushed
slightly.

“A change of taste,” he averred.

“Since you've become such a great man?” she hazarded. “Is that too strong?” This
referred to the tea.

“No, just right!” he nodded.

He was studying her with the polite, veiled scrutiny of a man of the world. A materialist,
he would look a woman over as he would a soldier when he had been a major-general
making an inspection. She was slim, supple; he liked slim, supple women. Her eyes,
though none the less luminous, and her lips, though none the less flexible, did not seem
quite as out of proportion with the rest of her face as formerly, now that it had taken on
the contour of maturity, which was noticeable also in the lines of her figure. Yes, she
was twenty-seven, with the vivacity of seventeen retained, though she were on the edge
of being an old maid according to the conventional notions. Necks and shoulders that
happened to be at his side at dinner, he had found, when they were really beautiful,
were not averse to his glance of appreciative and discriminating admiration of physical
charm. But he saw her shrug slightly and caught a spark from her eyes that made him
vaguely conscious of an offence to her sensibilities, and he was wholly conscious that
the suggestion, bringing his faculties up sharply, had the pleasure of a novel sensation.

“How fast you have gone ahead!” she said. “That little prophecy of mine did come true.
You are chief of Staff!”

After a smile of satisfaction he corrected her.
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“Not quite; vice-chief—the right-hand man of His Excellency. | am a buffer between him
and the heads of divisions. This has led to the erroneous assumption which | cannot
too forcibly deny—"

He was proceeding with the phraseology habitual whenever men or women, to flatter
him, had intimated that they realized that he was the actual head of the army. His
Excellency, with the prestige of a career, must be kept soporifically enjoying the forms of
authority. To arouse his jealousy might curtail Westerling's actual power.
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“Yes, yes!” breathed Marta softly, arching her eyebrows a trifle as she would when
looking all around and through a thing or when she found any one beating about the
bush. The little frown disappeared and she smiled understandingly. “You know I’'m not
a perfect goose!” she added. “Had you been made chief of staff in name, too, all the old
generals would have been in the sulks and the young generals jealous,” she continued.
“The one way that you might have the power to exercise was by proxy.”

This downright frankness was another reflection of the old days before he was at the
apex of the pyramid. Now it was so unusual in his experience as to be almost a shock.
On the point of arguing, he caught a mischievous, delightful “Isn’t that so?” in her eyes,
and replied:

“Yes, | shouldn’t wonder if it were!”

Why shouldn’t he admit the truth to the one who had rung the bell of his secret ambition
long ago by recognizing in him the ability to reach his goal? He marvelled at her grasp
of the situation.

“It wasn’t so very hard to say, was it?” she asked happily, in response to his smile.
Then, her gift of putting herself in another’s place, while she strove to look at things with
his purpose and vision, in full play, she went on in a different tone, as much to herself as
to him: “You have labored to make yourself master of a mighty organization. You did
not care for the non-essentials. You wanted the reality of shaping results.”

“Yes, the results, the power!” he exclaimed.

“Fifteen hundred regiments!” she continued thoughtfully, looking at a given point rather
than at him. “Every regiment a blade which you would bring to an even sharpness!
Every regiment a unit of a harmonious whole, knowing how to screen itself from fire and
give fire as long as bidden, in answer to your will if war comes! That is what you live
and plan for, isn’t it?”

“Yes, exactly! Yes, you have it!” he said. His shoulders stiffened as he thrilled at seeing
a picture of himself, as he wanted to see himself, done in bold strokes. It assured him
that not only had his own mind grown beyond what were to him the narrow associations
of his old La Tir days, but that hers had grown, too. “And you—what have you been
doing all these years?” he asked.

“Living the life of a woman on a country estate,” she replied. “Since you made a rule
that no Gray officers Should cross the frontier we have been a little lonelier, having only
the Brown officers to tea. Did you really find it so bad for discipline in your own case?”
she concluded with playful solemnity.
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“One cannot consider individual cases in a general order,” he explained. “And,
remember, the Browns made the ruling first. You see, every year means a tightening—-
yes, a tightening, as arms and armies grow more complicated and the maintaining of
staff secrets more important. And you have been all the time at La Tir, truly?” he asked,
changing the subject. He was convinced that she had acquired something that could
not be gained on the outskirts of a provincial town.
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“No. | have travelled. | have been quite around the world.”

“You have!” This explained much. “How | envy you! That is a privilege | shall not know
until I am superannuated.” While he should remain chief of staff he must be literally a
prisoner in his own country.

“Yes, | should say it was splendid! Splendid—yes, indeed!” Snappy little nods of the
head being unequal to expressing the joy of the memories that her exclamation evoked,
she clasped her hands over her knees and swung back and forth in the ecstasy of
seventeen.

“Splendid! | should say so!” She nestled the curling tip of her tongue against her teeth,
as if the recollection must also be tasted. “Splendid, enchanting, enlightening,
stupendous, and wickedly expensive! Another girl and | did it all on our own.”

“O-oh!” he exclaimed.
“Oh, oh, oh!” she repeated after him. “Oh, what, please?”

“Oh, nothing!” he said. It was quite comprehensible to him how well equipped she was
to take care of herself on such an adventure.

“Precisely, when you come to think it over!” she concluded.

“What interested you most? What was the big lesson of all your journeying?” he asked,
ready to play the listener.

“Being born and bred on a frontier, of an ancestry that was born and bred on a frontier,
why, frontiers interested me most,” she said. “I collected impressions of frontiers as
some people collect pictures. | found them all alike—stupid, just stupid! Oh, so stupid!”
Her frown grew with the repetition of the word; her fingers closed in on her palm in
vexation. He recollected that he had seen her like this two or three times at La Tir,
when he had found the outbursts most entertaining. He imagined that the small fist
pressed against the table edge could deliver a stinging blow. “As stupid as it is for
neighbors to quarrel! It put me at war with all frontiers.”

“Apparently,” he said.

She withdrew her fist from the table, dropped the opened hand over the other on her
knee, her body relaxing, her wrath passing into a kind of shamefacedness and then into
a soft, prolonged laugh.

“I laugh at myself, at my own inconsistency,” she said. “l was warlike against war. At all
events, if there is anything to make a teacher of peace lose her temper it is the folly of
frontiers.”
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“Yes?” he exclaimed. “Yes? Go on!” And he thought: “I'm really having a very good
time.”

“You see, | came home from my tour with an idea—an idea for a life occupation just as
engrossing as yours,” she went on, “and opposed to yours. | saw there was no use of
working with the grown-up folks. They must be left to The Hague conferences and the
peace societies. But children are quite alike the world over. You can plant thoughts in
the young that will take root and grow as they grow.”

“Patriotism, for instance,” he observed narrowly.

“No, the follies of martial patriotism! The wickedness of war, which is the product of
martial patriotism!”
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The follies of patriotism! This was the red flag of anarchy to him. He started to speak,
flushing angrily, but held his tongue and only emitted a “whew!” in good-humored
wonder.

“I see you are not very frightened by my opposition,” she rejoined in a flash of
amusement not wholly untempered by exasperation.

“We got the appropriation for an additional army corps this year,” he explained
contentedly, his repose completely regained.

“Thus increasing the odds against us. But perhaps not; for we are dealing with the
children not with recruits, as | said. We call ourselves the teachers of peace. |
organized the first class in La Tir. | have the children come together every Sunday
morning and | tell them about the children that live in other countries. | tell them that a
child a thousand miles away is just as much a neighbor as the one across the street. At
first | feared that they would find it uninteresting. But if you know how to talk to them
they don't.”

“Naturally they don’t, when you talk to them,” he interrupted.

She was so intent that she passed over the compliment with a gesture like that of
brushing away a cobweb. Her eyes were like deep, clear wells of faith and repose.

“I try to make the children of other countries so interesting that our children will like them
too well ever to want to kill them when they grow up. We have a little peace prayer—-
they have even come to like to recite it—a prayer and an oath. But I'll not bother you
with it. Other women have taken up the idea. | have found a girl who is going to start a
class on your side in South La Tir, and | came here to meet some women who want to
inaugurate the movement in your capital.”

“I'll have to see about that!” he rejoined, half-banteringly, half-threateningly.

“There is something else to come, even more irritating,” she said, less intently and
smiling. “So please be prepared to hold your temper.”

“I shall not beat my fist on the table defending war as you did defending peace!” he
retaliated with significant enjoyment.

But she used his retort for an opening.

“Oh, I'd rather you would do that than jest! It's human. It's going to war because one is
angry. You would go to war as a matter of cold reason.”

“If otherwise, | should lose,” he replied.
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“Exactly. You make it easy for me to approach my point. | want to prevent you from
losing!” she announced cheerfully yet very seriously.

“Yes? Proceed. | brace myself against an explosion of indignation!”

“It is the duty of a teacher of peace to use all her influence with the people she knows,”
she went on. “So | am going to ask you not to let your country ever go to war against
mine while you are chief of staff.”

“Mine against yours?” he equivocated. “Why, you live almost within gunshot of the line!
Your people have as much Gray as Brown blood in their veins, Your country! My
country! Isn’t that patriotism?”
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“Patriotism, but not martial patriotism,” she corrected him. “My thought is to stop war for
both countries as war, regardless of sides. Promise me that you will not permit it!”

“I not permit it!”” He smiled with the kindly patronage of a great man who sees a
charming woman floundering in an attempt at logic. “It is for the premier to say. |
merely make the machine ready. The government says the word that makes it move. |
able to stop war! Come, come!”

“But you can—yes, you can with a word!” she declared positively.
“How?” he asked, amazed. “How?” he repeated blandly.

Was she teasing him? he wondered. What new resources of confusion had ten years
and a tour around the world developed in her? Was it possible that the Whole idea of
the teachers of peace was an invention to make conversation at his expense? If so,
she carried it off with a sincerity that suggested other depths yet unsounded.

“Very easily,” she answered. “You can tell the premier that you cannot win. Tell him that
you will break your army to pieces against the Browns’ fortifications!”

He gasped. Then an inner voice prompted him that the cue was comedy.

“Excellent fooling—excellent!” he said with a laugh. “Tell the premier that | should lose
when | have five million men to their three million! What a harlequin chief of staff |
should be! Excellent fooling! You almost had me!”

Again he laughed, though in the fashion of one who had hardly unbent his spine, while

he was wishing for the old days when he might take tea with her one or two afternoons

a week. It would be a fine tonic after his isolation at the apex of the pyramid surveying

the deference of the lower levels. Then he saw that her eyes, shimmering with wonder,
grew dull and her lips parted in a rigid, pale line as if she were hurt.

“You think | am joking?” she asked.
“Why, yes!”

“But | 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. “I"—-
she paused as she had before she broke out with the first prophecy—*1 will quote part of
our children’s oath: 'l will not be a coward. Itis a coward who strikes first. A brave man
even after he receives a blow tries to reason with his assailant, and does not strike back
until he receives a second blow. | shall not let a burglar drive me from my house. If an
enemy tries to take my land | shall appeal to his sense of justice and reason with him,
but if he then persists | shall fight for my home. If | am victorious | shall not try to take
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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 deliberate 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.”
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“Perhaps,” he said.

“You would not like to see thousands, hundreds of thousands, of men killed and
maimed, would you?” she demanded, and her eyes held the horror of the sight in
reality. “You can prevent it—you can!” Her heart was in the appeal.

“The old argument! No, | should not like to see that,” he replied. “I only do my duty as a
soldier 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 twenty-seven 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 flash was coming.

“For you will not win!” she declared.

This struck fire. Square jaw and sturdy body, in masculine energy, resolute and trained,
were set indomitably against feminine vitality.

“Yes, we shall win! We shall win!” he said without even the physical demonstration of a
gesture and in a hard, even voice which was like that of the machinery of modern war
itself, a voice which the aristocratic sniff, the Louis XVI. curls, or any of the old gallery-
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 feminine fists against such a stone wall. The force of the
male was supreme. She smiled with a strange, 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 flame of appeal that had been in her eyes broke into many lights that
seemed to scatter into space, yet ready to return at her command. She glanced at the
clock and rose, almost abruptly.

“I was very strenuous riding my hobby against yours, wasn’t I?” she exclaimed in a
flutter of distraction that made it easy for him to descend from his own steed. “| stated a
feeling. | made a guess, a threat about your winning—and all in the air. That's a
woman'’s privilege; one men grant, isn't it?”

“We enjoy doing so,” he replied, all urbanity.

“Thank you!” she said simply. “I must be at home in time for the children’s lesson on
Sunday. My sleeper is engaged, and if | am not to miss the train | must go immediately.”
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With an undeniable shock of regret he realized that the interview was over. Really, he
had had 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 dossing the frontier to take tea,”
she replied.

“Even if | did, the vice-chief of staff might hardly go.”

“Then perhaps you must wait,” she warned him, “until the teachers of peace have done
away with all frontiers.”

“Or, if there were war, | should come!” he answered in kind. He half wished that this
might start another argument and she would miss her train. But she made no reply.
“And you may come to the Gray capital again. You are not through travelling!” he
added.
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This aroused her afresh; the flame was back in her eyes.

“Yes. | have all the memories of my journeys to enjoy, all their lessons to study,” she
said. “There is the big world, and you want to have had the breath of all its climates in
your lungs, the visions of all its peoples yours. Then the other thing is three acres and a
cow. If you could only have the solidarity of the Japanese, their public spirit, with the old
Chinese love of family and peace, and a cathedral near-by on a hill! Patriotism? Why, it
is in the soil of your three acres. | love to feel the warm, rich earth of our own garden in
my hands! Hereafter | shall be a stay-at-home; and if my children 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 official world—a narrower world than he realized—-
much alike. Striking certain keys, certain chords responded. He could probe the depths
of their minds, he thought, in a single evening. Then he passed on, unless it was in the
interest of pleasure or of his career to linger. This meeting had left his curiosity baffled.
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 masculine-
perception. What if all the power she had 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 Galland again unless war came.

Vil

TIMES HAVE CHANGED

A prodigious brown worm, its body turning and rising and falling with the grade and
throbbing with the march of its centipede feet, wound its way along a rising mountain
road. In the strong, youthful figures set in the universal type of military mould it might
have been a regiment of any one of many nations’ but the tint of its uniform was the
brown of the nine hundred regiments that prepared for war against the gray of the
fifteen hundred under Hedworth Westerling.

The 53d of the Browns had started for La Tir on the same day that the 128th of the
Grays had started for South La Tir. While the 128th was going to new scenes, the 53d
was returning to familiar ground. It had detrained in the capital of the province from
which its ranks had been recruited. After a steep incline, there was a welcome bugle
note and with shouts of delight the centipede’s legs broke apart! Bankers’, laborers’,
doctors’, valets’, butchers’, manufacturers’, and judges’ sons threw themselves down on
the greensward of the embankment to rest. With their talk of home, of relatives whom
they had met at the station, and of the changes in the town was mingled talk of the
crisis.
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Meanwhile, an aged man was approaching. At times he would break into a kind of trot
that ended, after a few steps, in shortness of breath. He was quite withered, his bright
eyes twinkling out of an area of moth patches, and he wore a frayed uniform coat with a
medal on the breast.
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“Is this the 53d?” he quavered to the nearest soldier
“It certainly is!” some one answered. “Come and join us, veteran!”
“Is Tom—Tom Fragini here?”

The answer came from a big soldier, who sprang to his feet and leaped toward the old
man.

“It's grandfather, as | live!” he called out, kissing the veteran on both cheeks. “l saw
sister in town, and she said you'd be at the gate as we marched by.”

“Didn’t wait at no gate! Marched right up to you!” said grandfather. “Marched up with
my uniform and medal on! Stand off there, Tom, so | can see you. My word! You're
bigger’n your father, but not bigger'n I was! No, sir, not bigger’n | was in my day before
that wound sort 0’ bent me over. They say it's the lead in the blood. I've still got the
bullet!”

The old man’s trousers were threadbare but well darned, and the holes in the uppers of
his shoes were carefully patched. He had a merry air of optimism, which his grandson
had inherited.

“Well, Tom, how much longer you got to serve?” asked grandfather.
“Six months,” answered Tom.

“One, two, three, four—" grandfather counted the numbers off on his fingers. “That’s
good. You'll be in time for the spring ploughing. My, how you have filled out! But,
somehow, | can’t get used to this kind of uniform. Why, | don’t see how a girl'd be
attracted to you fellows, at all!”

“They have to, for we’re the only kind of soldiers 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! | tell you, with our sabres a-gleaming, our
horses’ 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 like that—yes, sir,
just that gay and grand, Colonel Galland leading!”

Military history said that it had been a rather foolish charge, a fine example of the
vainglory of unreasoning bravery that accomplishes nothing, but no one would suggest
such scepticism of an immortal event in popular imagination in hearing of the old man
as he lived over that intoxicated rush of horses and men into a battery of the Grays.
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“Well, didn’t you find what | said was true about the lowlanders?” asked grandfather
after he had finished the charge, referring to the people of the southern frontier of the
Browns, where the 53d had just been garrisoned.

“No, I kind of liked them. | made a lot of friends,” admitted Tom. “They’re very
progressive.”

“Eh? eh? You're joking!” To like the people of the southern frontier was only less
conceivable than liking the people of the Grays. “That’s because you didn’t see deep
under them. They’re all on the outside—a flighty lot! Why, if they’'d done their part in
that last war we’d have licked the Grays until they cried for mercy! If their army corps
had stood its ground at Volmer—"
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“So you've always said,” interrupted Tom.

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

“But | sort of got used to their ways,” said Tom.

“Eh? eh?” Grandfather looked at grandson quizzically, seeking the cause of such
heterodoxy in a northern man. “Say, you ain’t been falling in love?” he hazarded. “You
—yYyou ain’t going to bring one of them southern girls home?”

“No!” said Tom laughing.

“Well, I'm glad you ain’t, for they’re naturally light-minded. | 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 his half-childish mind, prompted by a random
recollection, flitted to another subject which set him to giggling. “And the little crawlers
—did they bother you much, the little crawlers?”

“The little crawlers?” repeated Tom, mystified.

“Yes. Everybody used to get 'em just from living close together. Had to comb 'em out
and pick 'em out of your clothes. The chase we used to call it.”

“No, grandfather, crawlers have gone out of fashion. And no more epidemics of typhoid
and dysentery either,” said Tom.

“Times have certainly changed!” grumbled Grandfather Fragini.

Interested in their own reunion, they had paid no attention to a group of Tom’s comrades
near-by, sprawled around a newspaper containing the latest despatches from both
capitals. It was a group as typical as that of the Grays around Hugo Mallin’s cot; only
the common voice was that of defence.

“Five million soldiers to our three million!”
“Eighty million people to our fifty million!”

“Because of the odds, they think we are bound to yield, no matter if we are in the right!”
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“Let them come!” said the butcher’s son. “If we have to go, it will be on a wave of
blood.”

“And they will come some time,” said the judge’s son. “They want our land.”

“We gain nothing if we beat them back. War will be the ruin of business,"-said the
banker’s son.

“Yes, we are prosperous now. Let well enough alone!” said the manufacturer’s son.

“Some say it makes wages higher,” said the laborer’s son, “but | am thinking it's a poor
way of raising your pay.”

“There won’t be any war,” said the banker’s son “There can’t be without credit. The
banking interests will lot permit it.”

“There can always be war,” said the judge’s son, “always when one people determines
to strike at another people—even if it brings bankruptcy.”
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“It would be a war that would make all others in history a mere exchange of skirmishes.
Every able-bodied man in line—automatics a hundred shots a minute—guns a dozen
shots a minute—and aeroplanes and dirigibles!” said the manufacturer’s son.

“To the death, too!”
“And not for glory! We of the 53d who live on the frontier will be fighting for our homes.”
“If we lose them we’ll never get them back. Better die than be beaten!”

There was no humorist Hugo Mallin in this group; no nimble fancy to send heresy
skating over thin ice; but there was Herbert Stransky, with deep-set eyes, slightly
squinting inward, and a heavy jaw, an enormous man who was the best shot in the
company when he cared to be. He had listened in silence to the others, his rather thick
but expressive lips curving with cynicism. His only speech all the morning had been in
the midst of the reception in the public square of the town when he said:

“This home-coming doesn’t mean much to me. 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 light
with a feverish sort of fire which shone now as he broke into a lull in the talk.

“Comrades,” he began.
“Let us hear from the socialist!” a Tory exclaimed.
“No, the anarchist!” shouted a socialist.

“There won’t be any war!” said Stransky, his voice gradually rising to the pitch of an
agitator relishing the sensation of his own words. “Patriotism is the played-out trick of
the ruling classes to keep down the proletariat. There won’t be any war! Why?
Because there are too many enlightened men on both sides who do the world’s work.
We of the 53d are a provincial lot, but throughout our army there are thousands upon
thousands like 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 country!”

“Hold on! The flag is sacred!” cried the banker’s son.
“Yes, that will do!”
“Shut up!”

Other voices formed a chorus of angry protest.
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“I 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 therefore was particularly bitter about the
Bodlapoo affair. The welt of a scar on his gaunt, fever-yellowed cheek turned a deeper
red as he seized Stransky by the collar of the blouse.

Stransky raised his free hand as if to strike, but paused as he faced the company’s
boyish captain, slender of figure, aristocratic of feature. His indignation was as evident
as the sergeant’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! An example!”

“Yes, put him under arrest.”
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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 was resistance to
arrest and he had not yet made up his mind to go that far. His muscles were weaving
under the sergeant’s grip, his eyes glowing as with volcanic fire waiting on the madness
of impulse for eruption.

“I wonder if it is really worth while to put him under arrest?” said some one at the edge
of the group in amiable inquiry.

The voice came from an officer of about thirty-five, who apparently had strolled over
from a near-by aeroplane station to look at the regiment. From his shoulder hung the
gold cords of the staff. His left hand thrust in the pocket of his blouse heightened the
ease of his carriage, which was free of conventional military stiffness, while his eyes
had the peculiar eagerness of a man who seems to find everything that comes under
his observation interesting and significant.

It was Colonel Arthur Lanstron, whose plane had skimmed the Gallands’ garden wall for
the “easy bump” ten years ago. There was something more than mere titular respect in
the way the young captain saluted—admiration and the diffident, boyish glance of
recognition which does not presume to take the lead in recalling a slight acquaintance
with a man of distinction.

“Dellarme! It's all of two years since we met at Miss Galland’s, isn't it?” Lanstron said,
shaking hands with the captain.

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

“I overheard your speech,” Lanstron continued, nodding toward Stransky. “It was very
informing.”

A crowd of soldiers was now pressing around Stransky, and in the front rank was
Grandfather Fragini.

“Said our flag was no better’'n any other flag, did he?” piped the old man. “Beat him to a
pulp! That's what the Hussars would have done.”

“If you don’t mind telling it in public, Stransky, | should like to know your origin,” said
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 | could identify him, died in
jail and my mother of drink.”
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“That was hardly to the purple!” observed Lanstron thoughtfully.
“No, to the red!” answered Stransky savagely.

“I mean that it was hardly inclined to make you take ft roseate view of life as a beautiful
thing in a well-ordered world where favors of fortune are evenly distributed,” continued
Lanstron.

“Rather to make me rejoice in the hope of a new order of things—the re-creation of

society!” Stransky uttered the sentiment with the triumphant pride of a pupil who knows
his text-book thoroughly.
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By this time the colonel commanding the regiment, who had noticed the excitement
from a distance, appeared, forcing a gap for his passage through the crowd with sharp
words. He, too, recognized Lanstron. After they had shaken hands, the colonel
scowled as he heard the situation explained, with the old sergeant, still holding fast to
Stransky’s collar, a capable and insistent witness for the prosecution; while Stransky,
the fire in his eyes dying to coals, stared straight ahead.

“It is only a suggestion, of course,” said Lanstron, speaking quite as a spectator to avoid
the least indication of interference with the colonel’s authority, “but it seems possible
that Stransky has clothed his wrongs in a garb that could never set well on his nature if
he tried to wear it in practice. He is really an individualist. Enraged, he would fight
well. | should like nothing better than a force of Stranskys if | 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 example that | have to deal with.”

“He is not of the insidious, plotting type. He spoke his mind openly,” suggested
Lanstron. “If you give him the limit of the law, why, he becomes a martyr to
persecution. | should say that his remarks might pass for barrack-room gassing.”

“Very well,” said the colonel, taking the shortest way out of the difficulty. “We will excuse
the first offence.”

“Yes, sir!” said the sergeant mechanically as he released his grip of the offender. “We
had two anarchists in my company in Africa,” he observed in loyal agreement with
orders. “They fought like devils. The only trouble was to keep them from shooting
innocent natives for sport.”

Stransky’s collar was still crumpled 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
gloweringly.

“I know who you are!” he said. “You were born to the purple. You have had education,
opportunity, position—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 | won't fight for you! No, | won't!”

He threw back his head with a determination in his defiance so intense that it had a
certain kind of dignity that freed it of theatrical affectation.
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“Yes, | was fortunate; but perhaps nature was not altogether unkind to you,” said
Lanstron. “In Napoleonic times, Stransky, | think you might even have carried a
marshal’s baton in your knapsack.”

“You—what rot!” A sort of triumph played around Stransky’s full lips and his jaw shot out

challengingly. “No, never against my comrades on the other side of the border!” he
concluded, his dogged stare returning.
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Now the colonel gave the order to fall in; the bugle sounded and the centipede’s legs
began to assemble on the road. 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 sergeant.

Still Stransky did not move. A comrade 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 liked Stransky.

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

Then impulse broke through the restraint that seemed to characterize the Lanstron of
thirty-five. The Lanstron of twenty-five, who had met catastrophe because he was
“wool-gathering,” asserted himself. He put his hand on Stransky’s shoulder. It was a
strong though slim hand that looked as if it had been trained to do the work of two
hands in the process of its owner’s own transformation. Thus the old sergeant had
seen a general remonstrate with a brave veteran who had been guilty of bad conduct in
Africa. The old colonel gasped at such a subversion of the dignity of rank. He saw the
army going to the devil. But young Dellarme, watching with eager curiosity, was
sensible of no familiarity in the act. It all depended on how such a thing was done, he
was thinking.

“We all have minutes when we are more or less anarchists,” said Lanstron in the human
appeal of one man to another. “But we don’t want to be judged by one of those
minutes. | got a hand mashed up for a mistake that took only a second. Think this over
to-night before you act. Then, if you are of the same opinion, go to the colonel and tell
him so. Come, why not?”

“All right, sir, you're so decent about it!"” grumbled Stransky, taking his place in the
ranks.

Hep-hep-hep! the regiment started on its way, with Grandfather Fragini keeping at his
grandson’s side.

“Makes me feel young again, but it's darned solemn beside the Hussars, with their
horses’ bits a-jingling. Times have certainly changed—officers’ hands in their pockets,
saying ‘if you don't mind’ to a man that's insulted the flag! Kicking ain’t good enough for
that traitor! Ought to hang him—yes, sir, hang and draw him!”

Lanstron watched the marching column for a time.
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“Hep-hep-hep! It's the brown of the infantry that counts in the end,” he mused. “I liked
that wall-eyed giant. He’s all man!”

Then his livening glance swept the heavens inquiringly. A speck in the blue, far away in
the realms of atmospheric infinity, kept growing in size until it took the form of the wings
with which man flies. The plane volplaned down with steady swiftness, till its racing
shadow lay large over the landscape for a few seconds before it rose again with
beautiful ease and precision.

“Bully for you, Etzel!” Lanstron thought, as he started back to the aeroplane station.
“You belong in the corps. We shall not let you return to your regiment for a while.
You've a cool head and you’d charge a church tower if that were the orders.”
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THANKS TO A BUMBLEBEE

“Has he changed much?” Mrs. Galland asked, when she learned that Marta had seen
Westerling.

“Jove has reached his own—the very top of Olympus, and he likes the prospect,” Marta
replied.

The only home news of importance that her mother had to impart related to a tiny strip
of paper with the greeting, “Hello, Marta!” that had been dropped from the pilot
aeroplane as the Brown aerial squadron flew over the garden after its race with the
Gray. She noted Marta’s customary quickening interest at mention of Lanstron’s name.
It had become the talisman of a hope whose fulfilment was always being deferred.

“How different Lanny and Westerling are!” Marta exclaimed, the picture of the two men
rising before her vision. “Lanny trying so hard under the pressure of his responsibility
not to be human and unable to forget himself, and Westerling trying, really trying, to be
human at times, but unable to forget that he is Jove! Did you wave your
acknowledgments to Lanny,’?”

“Why, no! How could 1?” asked Mrs. Galland. “He went over so fast | didn’t know it was
he—a little figure so far overhead.”

“It's odd, but I think I'd know Lanny a mile away by a sort of instinct,” said Marta. “You
know I'd like a gun that would fire a bomb and drop a message of ‘Hello, yourself!’ right
on his knee. Wouldn't that give him a surprise?”

“You and he are so full of nonsense that you—" But Mrs. Galland desisted. What was
the use?

Sometimes she wished that Colonel Lanstron would stay away altogether and leave a
free field for a newcomer. Yet if two or three weeks passed without a call from him she
was apprehensive. Besides being one of the Thorbourg Lanstrons, he was a most
charming, capable man, who had risen very rapidly in his profession. It had been only
six months after he had bolted up from the wreck of his plane by way of self-introduction
to Marta before he alighted in the field across the road from the garden to report a
promise kept.

Once she knew that he was a Lanstron of Thorbourg, a fact of hardly passing interest to
Marta, Mrs. Galland made him intimately welcome. By the time he had paid his third
call he was Lanny to Marta and she was Marta to him, quite as if they had known each
other from childhood. She had a gift for unaffected comradeship. He was the kind of
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man with whom she could be a comrade. There was always something to say the
moment they met and they were never through talking when he had to go. They
disagreed so often that Mrs. Galland thought they made a business of it. She wondered
how real friendship could exist between two such controversialists. They could be
seriously disputatious to the point of quarrelling; they could be light-heartedly
disputatious to the bantering point, where either was uncertain which side of the
argument he had originally espoused.
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“The gardener did not cut the chrysanthemums,” Mrs. Galland said. “That is why we
had asters in the bowl at luncheon. His deafness is really a cross, | never realized
before what a companion one naturally makes of a gardener.”

“No, there’s no purpose in having a deaf gardener,” said Marta. “Nature distributes her
defects unintelligently. Now, if we had dumb demagogues, deaf gossips, and steel that
when it was being formed into a sword-blade or a gun would turn to putty, we should be
much better off. But we couldn’t let Feller go, could we? He’s already made himself a
fixture. So few people would put up with his deafness! He’s so desirous of pleasing
and he loves flowers.”

“And Colonel Lanstron recommended him. Except for his deafness he is a perfect
gardener. Of course he had to have some drawback, for complete perfection is
impossible,” Mrs. Galland agreed.

The old straw hat that shaded the fringe of white hair had been hovering within easy
approaching distance of the chrysanthemum bed ever since the whistle of the train that
brought Marta home had been heard from the station. Feller was watching Marta when
she paused for a moment on the second terrace steps, enjoying the sweep of
landscape anew with the freshness of a first glimpse and the intimacy of every familiar
detail cut in the memory. It was her landscape, famed in history, where history might yet
be made.

His greeting was picturesque and effective. With white head bared, he looked up from
the chrysanthemums to her and back at them and up at her again, with a sort of covert
comradeship in his eyes which were young, very young for such white hair, and held out
his little pad and pencil. She smiled approval and slowly worked out a “perfect” in the
deaf-and-dumb alphabet before she took the proffered pencil and wrote:

“I practised the deaf-and-dumb alphabet on the train. I'm learning fast. We’ve never
had such chrysanthemums before. Next year we shall have some irises—just a few—-
as fine as they have in Japan. How’s your rheumatism?”

He had replaced the broad-brimmed hat over his brow and his lips were visible in a
lingering smile as he read the message.

“Thank you, Miss Galland,” he said in his even monotone. “You are very kind and | am
very fortunate to find a place like this. | already knew something about irises and I've
been reading up on the subject. We'll try to hold our own with those little Japanese. As
for the rheumatism, since you are good enough to inquire, Miss Galland, it's about the
same. My legs are getting old. There are bound to be some kinks in them.”

“You select those to cut—a great armful!” she slowly spelled out on her fingers, clapping
her hands with a triumphant cry of “How’s that?” at the finish.
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“Your time has come! To the sacrifice!” he exclaimed to the flowers.
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Very tenderly, as if he were an executioner considerate of the victims of an inexorable
law, he was snipping the stems, his head bent close to the blooms, when a bumblebee
appeared among the salvias a few feet away. Perhaps army staffs who neglect no
detail have made a mistake in overlooking the whirring of bumblebees’ wings in
affecting the fate of nations. These plunderers are not dangerous from their size, but
they have not yet been organized to the hep-hep-hep of partisanship. They would as
soon live in a Gray as a Brown garden, as soon probe for an atom of honey on one side
of the white posts as the other. This one as it drew nearer was well to one side over
Feller's shoulders. With eyes and mind intent on his work, Feller turned his head
absently, as one will at an interruption.

“There you are again, my dear!” he said. “You must think you're a battery of
automatics.”

He went on cutting chrysanthemums, apparently unconscious that he had spoken.

“Bring them up on the veranda, please,” Marta wrote on the pad, her fingers moving
with unusual nervous rapidity, the only sign of her inward excitement.

Coming to the head of the steps of the terrace above, she looked back. Feller’s face
was quite hidden under his hat and suddenly she seemed to stub her toe and fall, while
she uttered a low cry of pain. The hat rose like a jack-in-the-box with the cover
released. Feller bounded toward her, taking two of steps at a time. She scrambled to
her feet hastily, laughed, and gestured to show that she was not hurt. He drew his
shoulders together and bent over spasmodically, gripping his knee.

“I can run off if something starts me just as spry as if | were twenty,” he said. “But after
I've done it and the kinks come, | realize I've got old legs.”

“Now | know he’s not deaf!” Marta murmured, as he returned to his work. She frowned.
She was angry. “Lanny, you have something to explain,” she thought.

But when Feller brought his armful of chrysanthemums to her on the veranda, there was
no trace in her expression of the discovery she had made, and she wrote a direction on
his pad in the usual fashion.

IX

A SUNDAY MORNING CALL

As a boy, Arthur Lanstron had persisted in being an exception to the influences of both
heredity and environment. Though his father and both grandfathers were officers who
believed theirs to be the true gentleman’s profession, he had preferred any kind of
mechanical toy to arranging the most gayly painted tin soldiers in formation on the
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nursery floor; and he would rather read about the wonders of natural history and
electricity than the campaigns of Napoleon and Frederick the Great and my lord
Nelson. Left to his own choice, he would miss the parade of the garrison for inspection
by an excellency in order to ask questions of a man wiping the oil off his hands with
cotton-waste, who was far more entertaining to him than the most spick-and-span
ramrod of a sergeant.
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The first time he saw a dynamo in motion he was spellbound. This was even more
fascinating than the drill that the family dentist worked with his foot. His tutor found him
inclined to estimate a Caesar, self-characterized in his commentaries, as less humanly
appealing than his first love, the engine-driver, with whom he kept up a correspondence
after his father had been transferred to another post. He was given to magic lanterns,
private telegraph and telephone lines, trying to walk a tight rope, and parachute acts
and experiments in chemistry. When the family were not worried lest he should break
his neck or blow his head off investigating, they were irritated by a certain plebeian
strain in him which kept all kinds of company. His mother disapproved of his picking an
acquaintance with a group of acrobats in order to improve his skill on the trapeze. His
excuse for his supple friends was that they were all “experts” in something, just as his
tutor was in Greek verbs.

Very light-hearted he was, busy, vital, reckless, with an earnest smile that could win the
post telegrapher to teach him the code alphabet or persuade his father not to destroy
his laboratory after he had singed off his eyebrows. This may explain why he had to
cram hard in the dead languages at times, with a towel tied around his head. He
complained that they were out of date; and he wanted to hear the Gauls’ story, too,
before he fully made up his mind about Caesar. But for the living languages he had a
natural gift which his father’s service abroad as military attache for a while enabled him
to cultivate.

Upon being told one day that he was to go to the military school the following autumn,
he broke out in open rebellion. He had just decided, after having passed through the
stages of engine-driver, telegraph operator, railroad-signal watchman, automobile
manufacturer, and superintendent of the city’s waterworks, to build bridges over tropical
torrents that always rose in floods to try all his skill in saving his construction work.

“I don’t want to go into the army!” he said.

“Why?” asked his father, thinking that when the boy had to give his reasons he would
soon be argued out of the heresy.

“It's drilling a few hours a day, then nothing to do,” Arthur replied. “All your work waits
on war and you don’t know that there will ever be any war. It waits on something
nobody wants to happen. Now, if you manufacture something, why, you see wool come
out cloth, steel come out an automobile. If you build a bridge you see it rising little by
little. You're getting your results every day; you see your mistakes and your successes.
You're making something, creating something; there’s something going on all the while
that isn't guesswork. | think that's what | want to say. You won’t order me to be a
soldier will you?”

The father, loath to do this, called in the assistance of an able pleader then, Eugene
Partow, lately become chief of staff of the Browns, who was an old friend of the
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Lanstron family. It was not in Partow’s mind to lose such a recruit in a time when the
heads of the army were trying, in answer to the demands of a new age, to counteract
the old idea that made an officer’s the conventional avocation of a gentleman of
leisurely habits.
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“No army that ever worked as hard in peace as the average manufacturer or bridge-
builder was ever beaten in battle if it fought anything like equal numbers,” he said. “The
officer who works hard in the army deserves more credit than he would in any other
profession because the incentive for results seems remote. But what a terrible test of
results may be made in a single hour’s action. There is nothing you have learned or
ever will learn that may not be of service to you. There is no invention, no form of
industrial organization that must not be included in the greatest organization of all,
whose plant and methods must be up to date in every particular. To be backward in a
single particular may mean disaster—may mean that the loss of thousands of lives is
due to you. You must have self-control, courage, dash, judgment If you have not kept
up, if you are not equal to the test, your inefficiency will mean your shame and your
country’s suffering; while efficiency means a clear conscience and your country’s
security.”

Thus Partow turned the balance on the side of filial affection. He kept watch of the boy,
but without favoring him with influence. Young Lanstron, who wanted to see results,
had to earn them. He realized in practice the truth of Partow’s saying that there was
nothing he had ever learned but what could be of service to him as an officer. What the
acrobats had taught him probably saved his life on the occasion of his first flight across
the range. The friendships with all sorts of people in his youth were the forerunner of
his sympathy with the giant, wall-eyed Stransky who had mutinied on the march.

“Finding enough work to do?” Par tow would ask with a chuckle when they met in these
days, for he had made Lanstron both chief of intelligence and chief aerostatic officer.
Young Colonel Lanstron’s was the duty of gaining the secrets of the Gray staff and
keeping those of the Brown and organizing up-to-the-moment efficiency in the new
forces of the air.

He had remarked truly enough that the injury to his left hand served as a better
reminder against the folly of wool-gathering than a string, even a large red string, tied
around his finger. Thanks to skilful surgery working ingeniously with splintered bone
and pulpy flesh, there was nothing unpleasant to the eye in a stiffened wrist and scarred
knuckles slightly misshapen. The fingers, incapable of spreading much, were yet
serviceable and had a firm grip of the wheel as he rose from the aeroplane station on
the Sunday morning after Marta’s return home for a flight to La Tir.

He knew the pattern weaving under his feet as one knows that of his own garden from
an overlooking window. Every detail of the staff map, ravines, roads, buildings, battery
positions, was stitched together in the flowing reality of actual vision. No white posts
were necessary to tell him where the boundary between the two nations lay. The line
was drawn in his brain.
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Nature was in a gracious humor, the very tree tops motionless. The rich landscape in
Sunday quiet appealed to his affections. He loved his country and he loved Marta. It
had been on such a day as this when there would be no danger, that he had taken her
for her first flight. The glimpses, as they flew, of her profile, so alive and tense, were
fresh to his eye. How serious she had been! How vivid her impressions! How
tempestuous her ideas! He recalled their talk upon their return; all his questions and
her answers.

* k k% %

“Sublime and ridiculous!” she had begun in a summing up. “Itis like seeing the life of a
family through a glass roof—the big, universal family! Valleys seemed no larger than
sauce-dishes on a table.”

“What was the sublime thing?”

“Man’s toil! The cumulative result of it, on every hand, in the common aim for food,
comfort, happiness, and progress! Little details of difference disappeared. Towns,
villages, houses were simply towns, villages, houses of any country.”

“And the supremely ridiculous thing?”

“A regiment of cavalry of the Grays and one of the Browns on the same road! They
appeared so self-important, as if the sky would fall or the earth heave up to meet the
sky if they got out of formation. |imagined each man a metal figure that fitted astride a
metal horse of the kind that comes to children at Christmas time. They might better be
engaged in brass-ring-snatching contests at the merry-go-rounds of public fairs. |
wanted to brush them all over with a wave of the hand as you might the battalions of the
nursery floor. Just drilling and drilling in order to slash at one another some day. Flight!
flight! It makes one’s mind as big and broad as the world. Oh, what a wonderful talk Il
have for my kids next Sunday!”

* k% k k% %

Now that Lanstron was the organizer of the aviation corps his own flights were rare.
Mostly they were made to La Tir. His visits to Marta were his holidays? All the time that
she was absent on her journey around the world they had corresponded. Her letters, so
revealing of herself and her peculiar angles of observation, formed a bundle sacredly
preserved. Her mother’s joking reference about her girlish resolution not to marry a
soldier often recurred to him. There, he sometimes thought, was the real obstacle to his
great desire.

He wished, this morning, that he were not Colonel Lanstron, but the bridge-builder
returning from his triumph after he had at last spanned the chasm and controlled the
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floods. Ah, there was something like romance and real accomplishment in that! What
an easy time a bridge-builder had, comparatively, too! What an easy master capital
must be compared to Eugene Partow! But no! If Marta loved it would not matter
whether he were bridge builder or army builder. Yes, she was like that. And what right
had he to think of marriage? He could not have any home. He was now in the capital;
again, along the frontier—a vagabond of duty and Partow’s orders.
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When he alighted from the plane he thrust his left hand into his blouse pocket. He
always carried it there, as if it were literally sewn in place. In moments of emotion the
scarred nerves would twitch as the telltale of his sensitiveness; and this was something
he would conceal from others no matter how conscious he was of it himself. He found
the Galland veranda deserted. In response to his ring a maid came to the open door.
Her face was sad, with a beauty that had prematurely faded. But it lighted pleasurably
in recognition. Her hair was thick and tawny, lying low over the brow; her eyes were a
softly luminous brown and her full lips sensitive and yielding. Lanstron, an intimate of
the Galland household, knew her story well and the part that Marta had played in it.

Some four years previously, when a baby was in prospect for Minna, who wore no
wedding-ring, Mrs. Galland had been inclined to send the maid to an institution, “where
they will take good care of her, my dear. That's what such institutions are for. It is quite
scandalous for her and for us—never happened in our family before!”

Marta arched her eyebrows.
“We don’t know!” she exclaimed softly.

“How can you think such a thing, let alone saying it—you, a Galland!” her mother
gasped in indignation.

“That is, if we go far back,” said Marta. “At all events, we have no precedent, so let's
establish one by keeping her.”

“But for her own sake! She will have to live with her shame!” Mrs. Galland objected.
“Let her begin afresh in the city. We shall give her a good recommendation, for she is
really an excellent servant. Yes, she will readily find a place among strangers.”

“Still, she doesn’t want to go, and it would be cruel to send her away.”

“Cruel! Why, Marta, do you think | would be cruel? Oh, very well, then we will let her
stay!”

* k k% %

“Both are away at church. Mrs. Galland ought to be here any minute, but Miss Galland
will be later because of her children’s class,” said Minna. “Will you wait on the
veranda?”

He was saying that he would stroll in the garden when childish footsteps were heard in
the hall, and after a curly head had nestled against the mother’s skirts its owner,
reminded of the importance of manners in the world where the stork had left her, made
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a curtsey. Lanstron shook a small hand which must have lately been on intimate terms
with sugar or jam.

“How do you do, flying soldier man?” chirruped Clarissa Eileen. It was evident that she
held Lanstron in high favor.

“Let me hear you say your name,” said Lanstron.

Clarissa Eileen was triumphant. She had been waiting for days with the revelation
when he should make that old request. Now she enunciated it with every vowel and
consonant correctly and primly uttered; indeed, she repeated it four or five times in proof
of complete mastery.
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“A pretty name. I've often wondered how you came to give it to her,” said Lanstron to
Minna.

“You do like it!” exclaimed Minna with girlish eagerness. “l gave her the most beautiful
name | could think of because”—she laid her hand caressingly on the child’s head and a
madonna-like radiance stole into her face—"because she might at least have a beautiful
name when”"—the dull blaze of a recollection now burning in her eyes—"“when there
wasn’'t much prospect of many beautiful things coming into her life; though | know, of
course, that the world thinks she ought to be called Maggie.”

* k k% %

Proceeding leisurely along the main path of the first terrace, Lanstron followed it past
the rear of the house to the old tower. Long ago the moat that surrounded the castle
had been filled in. The green of rows of grape-vines lay against the background of a
mat of ivy on the ancient stone walls, which had been cut away from the loopholes set
with window-glass. The door was open, showing a room that had been closed in by a
ceiling of boards from the walls to the circular stairway that ran aloft from the dungeons.
On the floor of flags were cheap rugs. A number of seed and nursery catalogues were
piled on a round table covered with a brown cloth.

“Hello!” Lanstron called softly. “Hello!” he called louder and yet louder.

Receiving no answer, he retraced his steps and seated himself on the second terrace in
a secluded spot in the shadow of the first terrace wall, where he could see any one
coming up the main flight of steps from the road. When Marta walked she usually came
from town by that way. At length the sound of a slow step from another direction broke
on his car. Some one was approaching along the path that ran at his feet. Around the
corner of the wall, in his workman’s Sunday clothes of black, but still wearing his old
straw hat, appeared Feller, the gardener. He paused to examine a rose-bush and
Lanstron regarded him thoughtfully and sadly: his white hair, his stoop, his graceful
hands, their narrow finger-tips turning over the leaves.

As he turned away he looked up, and a glance of definite and unfaltering recognition
was exchanged between the two men. Feller’'s hat was promptly lowered enough to
form a barrier between their eyes. His face was singularly expressionless. It seemed
withered, clayish, like the walls of a furnace in which the fire has died out. After a few
steps he paused before another rose-bush. Meanwhile, both had swept the
surroundings in a sharp, covert survey. They had the garden to themselves.

“Gustave!” Lanstron exclaimed under his breath.

“Lanny!” exclaimed the gardener, turning over a branch of the rose-bush. He seemed
unwilling to risk talking openly with Lanstron.
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“You look the good workman in his Sunday best to a T!” said Lanstron.

“Being stone-deaf,” returned Feller, with a trace of drollery in his voice, “I hear very well
—at times. Tell me"—his whisper was quivering with eagerness—*“shall we fight? Shall

we fight?”
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“We are nearer to it than we have ever been in our time,” Lanstron replied.

The hat still shaded Feller’s face, his stoop was unchanged, but the branch in his hand
shook.

“Honest?” he exclaimed. “Oh, the chance of it! the chance of it!”

“Gustave!” Lanstron’s voice, still low, came in a gust of sympathy, and the pocket which
concealed his hand gave a nervous twitch as if it held something alive and distinct from
his own being. “The trial wears on you! You feel you must break out?”

“No, I'm game—game, | tell you!” Still Feller spoke to the branch, which was steady now
in a firm hand. “No, | don’t grow weary of the garden and the isolation as long as there
is hope. But being deaf, always deaf, and yet hearing everything! Always stooped,
even when the bugles are sounding to the artillery garrison—that is somewhat
tiresome!”

“The idea of being deaf was yours, you know, Gustave,” said Lanstron.

“Yes, and the right plan. It was fun at first going through the streets and hearing people
say, ‘He’s deaf as a stone!” and having everybody work their lips at me while | pretended
to study them in a dumb effort to understand. Actors have two hours of it an evening,
and an occasional change of parts, but | act one part all the time. 1 get as taciturn as a
clam. If war doesn’t come pretty soon | shall be ready for a monastery of perpetual
silence.”

“Confound it, Gustave!” exclaimed Lanstron. “It's inhuman, old boy! You shan’t stay
another day!” Discretion to the winds, he sprang to his feet.

An impulse of the same sort overwhelmed Feller. His hand let go of the branch. The
brim of the hat shot up, revealing a face that was not old, but in mercurial quickness of
expressive, uncontrollable emotion was young, handsomely and attractively young in its
frame of prematurely white hair. The stoop was wholly gone. He was tall now, his eyes
sparkling with wild, happy lights and the soles of the heavy workman’s shoes
unconsciously drawn together in a military stance. Lanstron’s twitching hand flew from
his pocket and with the other found Feller’s hand in a strong, warm, double grip. For a
second’s silence they remained thus. Feller was the first to recover himself and utter a
warning.

“Miss Galland—Minna—some one might be looking.”

He drew away abruptly, his face becoming suddenly old, his stoop returning, and began
to study the branch as before. Lanstron dropped back to his seat and gazed at the
brown roofs of the town. Thus they might continue their conversation as guest and
gardener.
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“I didn’t think you’d stick it out, but you wanted to try—you chose,” said Lanstron.
“Come—this afternoon—now!”

“This is best for me—this to the end of the chapter!” Feller replied doggedly. “Because
you say you didn’t think I'd stick it out—ah, how well you know me. Lanny!'—is the one
reason that | should.”
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“True!” Lanstron agreed. “A victory over yourself!”

“How often | have heard in imagination the outbreak of rifle-fire down there by the white
posts! How often | have longed for that day—for war! | live for war!”

“It may never come,” Lanstron said in frank protest. “And, for God’s sake, don't pray for
it in that way!”

“Then | shall be patient—patient under all irritations. The worst is,” and Feller raised his
head heavily, in a way that seemed to emphasize both his stoop and his age, “the worst
is Miss Galland.”

“Miss Galland! How?”

“She is learning the deaf-and-dumb alphabet in order the better to communicate with
me. She likes to talk of the flowers—gardening is a passion with her, too—and all the
while, in face of the honesty of those big eyes of hers and of her gentle old mother’s
confidence, | am living a lie! Oh, the satire of it! And | have not been used to lying.
That is my only virtue; at any rate, | was never a liar!”

“Then, why stay, Gustave? | will find something else for you.”

“No!” Feller shot back irritably. “No!” he repeated resolutely. “I don’t want to go! | mean
to be game—I—" He shifted his gaze dismally from the bush which he still pretended to
examine and suddenly broke off with: “Miss Galland is coming!”

He started to move away with a gardener’s shuffling steps, looking from right to left for
weeds. Then pausing, he glanced back, his face in another transformation—that of a
comedian.

“La, la, la!” he clucked, tossing his head gayly. “Depend on me, Lanny! They'll never
know I’'m not deaf. | get my blue fits only on Sundays! And deafness has its
compensations. Think if | had to listen to all the stories of my table companion, Peter,
the coachman! La, la, la!” he clucked again, before disappearing around a bend in the
path. “La, la, la! I'm the man for this part!”

Lanstron started toward the steps that Marta was ascending. She moved leisurely, yet
with a certain springy energy that suggested that she might have come on the run
without being out of breath or seeming to have made an effort. Without seeing him, she
paused before one of the urns of hydrangeas in full bloom that flanked the third terrace
wall, and, as if she would encompass and plunge her spirit into their abundant beauty,
she spread out her arms and drew the blossoms together in a mass in which she half
buried her face. The act was delightful in its grace and spontaneity. It was like having a
page out of her secret self. It brought the glow of his great desire into Lanstron’s eyes.
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“Hello, stranger!” she called as she saw him, and quickened her pace.
“Hello, pedagogue!” he responded.

As they shook hands they swung their arms back and forth like a pair of romping
children for a moment.

“We had a grand session of the school this morning, the largest class ever!” she said.
“And the points we scored off you soldiers! You'll find disarmament already in progress
when you return to headquarters. We’'re irresistible, or at least,” she added, with a flash
of intensity, “we’re going to be some day.”
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“So you put on your war-paint!”

“It must be the pollen from the hydrangeas!” She flicked her handkerchief from her belt
and passed it to him. “Show that you know how to be useful!”

He performed the task with deliberate care.

“Heavens! You even have some on your ear and some on your hair; but I'll leave it on
your hair; it's rather becoming. There you are!” he concluded.

“Off my hair, too!”
“Very well. | always obey orders.”

“l oughtn’t to have asked you to do it at all!'” she exclaimed with a sudden change of
manner as they started up to the house. “But a habit of friendship, a habit of liking to
believe in one’s friends, was uppermost. | forgot. | oughtn’t even to have shaken hands
with you!”

“Marta! What now, Marta?” he asked.

He had known her in reproach, in anger, in laughing mockery, in militant seriousness,
but never before like this. The pain and indignation in her eyes came not from the sheer
hurt of a wound but from the hurt of its source. It was as if he had learned by the signal
of its loss that he had a deeper hold on her than he had realized.

“Yes, | have a bone to pick with you,” she said, recovering a grim sort of fellowship. “A
big bone! If you're half a friend you’ll give me the very marrow of it.”

“I am ready!” he answered more pathetically than philosophically.

“There’s not time now; after luncheon, when mother is taking her nap,” she concluded
as they came to the last step and saw Mrs. Galland on the veranda.

X

A luncheon at the Gallands’

Seated at the head of the table at luncheon, Mrs. Galland, with her round cheeks, her
rather becoming double chin, and her nicely dressed hair, almost snow-white now,
suggested a girlhood in the Bulwer Lytton and Octave Feuillet age, when darkened
rooms were favored for the complexion and it was the fashion for gentlewomen to faint
on occasion. She lived in the past; the present interested her only when it aroused
some memory. To-day all her memories were of the war of forty years ago.

105



('ux_Ll)BOOKRAGS

“I remember how Mrs. Karly collapsed when they brought word of the death of her son,
and never recovered her mind. And | remember Eunice Steiner when they brought
Charles home looking so white—and it was the very day set for their wedding! And |
remember all the wounded gathered at the foot of the terrace and being carried in here,
while the guns were roaring out on the plain—and now it’s all coming again!”

“Why, mother, you're very blue to-day!” said Marta.
“We have had these crises before. We—" Lanstron began, rallying her.

“Oh, yes, you have reason and argument,” she parried gently. “I have only my feelings.
But it's in the air—yes, war is in the air, as it was that other time. And | remember that
young private, only a boy, who lay crumpled up on the steps where he fell. | bandaged
him myself and helped to make his position easier. Yes, | almost lifted him in my arms”
She was looking at the flowers on the table but not seeing them. She was seeing the
face of the young private forty years ago.
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“He asked me to bring him a rose. He said the smell of roses was so sweet and he felt
so faint. | brought him the rose—and he was dead!”

“Yes, yes!” Marta breathed. She, too, in her quick imagination, was seeing the young
private and spatters of blood on the terrace. Lanstron feasted his eyes on her face,
which mirrored her emotion.

“Oh, the groans of the dying in the night and the cheering when the news of victory
came in!” Mrs. Galland continued. “I could not cheer. But that was, long, long ago—-
long ago, and yet only yesterday! And now we are to have it all over again. The young
men must have their turn. They will not be satisfied by the experience of their fathers.
Yes, all over again; still more horrible—and it was horrible enough then! | used to get
giddy easily. | do yet. But | didn’'t faint—no, not once through the days of nursing, the
weeks of suspense. | wondered afterward how | could have endured so much.”

“Are we of the septicized-serum age equal to it?” Marta exclaimed.
“Yes, we of the matter-of-fact, automatic gun-recoil age!” put in Lanstron.

“Oh, mother,” Marta went on, “I wish you would go with me to the class some morning,
you who have seen and felt war, and tell it all as you saw it to the children!”

“But,” remonstrated Mrs. Galland, “I'm an old-fashioned woman; and, Marta, your father
was an officer, as your grandfather was, too. | am sure he would not approve of your
school, and | could do nothing against his wishes.”

She looked up with moistening eyes to a portrait on the opposite wall over the seat
which her husband had occupied at table. Lanstron saw there a florid, jaunty gentleman
in riding-habit, gloves on knee, crop in hand. The spirit of the first Galland or of the
stern grandfather on the side wall—with Bluecher tufts in front of his ears sturdy
defiance of that parvenu Bonaparte and of his own younger brother who had fallen
fighting for Bonaparte—would have frowned on the descendant who had filled the
house with many guests and paid the bills with mortgages in the ebbing tide of the
family fortunes. But Mrs. Galland saw only a hero. She shared his prejudices against
the manufacturers of the town; she saw the sale of land to be cut up into dwelling sites,
which had saved the Gallands from bankruptcy, as the working of the adverse fate of
modern tendencies. Even as she had left all details of business to her husband, so she
had of late left them to Marta’'s managing.

“Edward and | were just engaged before the outbreak of the war,” she proceeded. “How
handsome he was in his Hussars’ uniform! How frightened | was and hew proud of his
fine bravado when | heard him and a number of fellow officers drinking here in this room
to quick death and speedy promotion! Do they still have that toast, Colonel?”
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“Yes, in some regiments,” Lanstron answered. He would not say that what was good
form in the days of the beau sabreur was considered a little theatrical in the days of the
automatic gun-recoil.
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“And when he came—oh, when you came home,” breathed Mrs. Galland to the portrait,
“with the scar on your cheek, how tanned and strong your hands were and how white
mine as you held them so fast! And then”—she smiled in peaceful content—*"then | did
faint. | am not ashamed of it—I did!”

“Without any danger of falling far!” said Lanstron happily.
“Or with much of a jar!” added Marta.

“You prattling children!” gasped Mrs. Galland, her cheeks flushing. “Do you think that |
fainted purposely? | would have been ashamed to my dying day if | had feigned it!”

“And you did not faint in the presence of the dead and dying!” said Marta thoughtfully,
wonderingly, leaning nearer to her mother, her eyes athirst and drinking.

“But | believe it is only a wispy-waspy sort of girl that faints at all these days. They're all
so businesslike,” said Mrs. Galland—"so businesslike that they are ceasing to marry.”

How many girls she had known to wait a little too long! If anything could awaken Marta
to action it ought to be war, which was a great match-maker forty years ago. The
thought of a lover in danger had precipitated wavering hearts into engagements.
Marta’s mood was such that she received the hint openly and playfully to-day.

“Oh, 1 don't despair!” she exclaimed, straightening her shoulders and drawing in her
chin with a mock display of bravery. “I believe it was in an English novel that | read that
any woman without a hump can get any man she sets out for. It is a matter of
determination and concentration and a wise choice of vulnerable objects.”

“Marta, Marta!” gasped Mrs. Galland. In her tone was a volume of lamentation.

“Now that I'm twenty-seven mother is ready to take any risk on my behalf, if it is
masculine. By the time I'm thirty she will be ready to give me to a peddler with a
harelip!” she said mischievously.

“A peddler with a harelip! Marta, will you never be serious?”

“Some day, mother,” Marta went on, “when we find the right man, you hold him while |
propose, and together we’ll surely—"

Mrs. Galland could not resist laughing, which was one way to stop further absurdities—-
absurdities concealing a nervous strain they happened to be this time—while Colonel
Lanstron was a little flushed and ill at ease. She had a truly silvery laugh—the kind no
longer in fashion among the gentry since golden laughs came in,—that went well with
the dimples dipping into her pink cheeks.
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Contrary to custom, she did not excuse herself immediately after luncheon for her
afternoon nap, but kept battling with her nods until nature was victorious and the fell fast
asleep. Marta, grown restless with impatience, suggested to Lanstron that they stroll in
the garden, and they took the path past the house toward the castle tower, stopping in
an arbor with high hedges on either side around a statue of Mercury.
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“Now!” exclaimed Marta narrowly. “It was you, Lanny, who recommended Feller to us
as a gardener, competent though deaf!” With literal brevity she told how she had proved
him to be a man of most sensitive hearing. “l didn’t let him know that he was
discovered. | felt too much pity for him to do that. You brought him here—you, Lanny,
you are the one to explain.”

“True, he is not deaf!” Lanstron replied.

“You knew he was not deaf, while we wrote our messages to him and | have been
learning the deaf-and-dumb alphabet! It was pretty fun, wasn't it?”

“Not fun—no, Marta!” he parried.
“He is a spy?” she asked.

“Yes, a spy. You can put things in a bright light, Marta!” He found words coming with
difficulty in face of the pain and disillusion of her set look.

“Using some broken man as a pawn; setting him as a spy in the garden where you have
been the welcome friend!” she exclaimed. “A spy on what—on my mother, on Minna, on
me, on the flowers, as a part of this monstrous game of trickery and lies that you are

playing?”

There was no trace of anger in her tone. It was that of one mortally hurt. Anger would
have been easier to bear than the measuring, penetrating wonder that found him guilty
of such a horrible part. Those eyes would have confused Partow himself with the
steady, welling intensity of their gaze. She did not see how his left hand was twitching
and how he stilled its movement by pressing it against the bench.

“You will take Feller with you when you go!” she said, rising.

Lanstron dropped his head in a kind of shaking throb of his whole body and raised a
face white with appeal.

“Marta!” He was speaking to a profile, very sensitive and yet like ivory. “I've no excuse
for such an abuse of hospitality except the obesssion of a loathsome work that some
man must do and | was set to do. My God, Marta! | cease to be natural and human. |
am a machine. | keep thinking, what if war comes and some error of mine let the
enemy know where to strike the blow of victory; or if there were information | might have
gained and failed to gain that would have given us the victory—if, because | had not
done my part, thousands of lives of our soldiers were sacrificed needlessly!”

At that she turned on him quickly, her face softening.

“You do think of that—the lives?”
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“Yes, why shouldn’t I?”
“Of those on your side!” she exclaimed, turning away.

“Yes, of those first,” he replied. “And, Marta, | did not tell you why Feller was here
because he did not want me to, and | was curious to see if he had sustained power
enough to keep you from discovering his simulation. | did not think he would remain. 1
thought that in a week he would tire of the part. But now you must have the whole
story. You will listen?”

“I should not be fair if I did not, should 1?” she replied, with a weary shadow of a smile.
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XI

MARTA HEARS FELLER’S STORY

To tell the story as Lanstron told it is to have it from the partisan lips of a man speaking
for a man out of the depths of a friendship grown into the fibre of youth. It is better
written by the detached narrator.

Gustave Feller’s father had died when Gustave was twelve and his mother found it easy
to spoil an only son who was handsome and popular. He suffered the misfortune of a
mental brilliancy that learns too readily and of a personal charm that wins its way too
easily. He danced well; he was facile at the piano; and he had so pronounced a gift as
an amateur actor that a celebrated professional had advised him to go on the stage.

The two entering the cadet officers’ school at the same time, chance made them
roommates and choice soon made them chums. They had in common cleverness and
the abundant energy that must continually express itself in action, and a mutual
attraction in the very complexity of dissimilar traits that wove well in companionship.

While they were together Lanstron was a brake on his friend’s impulses of frivolity which
carried him to extremes; but they separated after receiving their commissions, Feller
being assigned to the horse-artillery and Lanstron to the infantry and later to the staff.

In charge of a field-battery at manoeuvres Feller was at his best. But in the comparative
idleness of his profession he had much spare time for amusement, which led to
gambling. Soon many debts hung over his head, awaiting liquidation at high rates of
interest when he should come into the family property.

To the last his mother, having ever in mind a picture of him as a fine figure riding at the
head of his guns, was kept in ignorance of this side of his life. With her death, when he
had just turned thirty, a fortune was at his disposal. He made an oath of his resolution
to pay his debts, marry and settle down and maintain his inheritance unimpaired. This
endured for a year before it began to waver; and the wavering was soon followed by
headlong obsession which fed on itself. As his passion for gambling grew it seemed to
consume the better elements of his nature. Lanstron reasoned with him, then implored,
then stormed; and Feller, regularly promising to reform, regularly fell each time into
greater excesses. Twice Lanstron saved him from court-matrtial, but the third time no
intercession or influence would induce his superiors to overlook the offence. Feller was
permitted to resign to avoid a scandal, and at thirty-three, penniless, disgraced, he
faced the world and sought the new land which has been the refuge for numbers of his
kind. Only one friend bade him farewell as he boarded a steamer for New York, and this
was Lanstron.
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“Keep away from cities! Seek the open country! And write me, Gustave—don't fail!”
said Lanstron.
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Letters full of hope came from a Wyoming ranch; letters that told how Feller had learned
to rope a steer and had won favor with his fellows and the ranch boss; of a one-time
gourmet’s healthy appetite for the fare of the chuck wagon. Lanstron, reading more
between the lines than in them, understood that as muscles hardened with the new life
the old passion was dying and in its place was coming something equally dangerous as
a possible force in driving his ardent nature to some excess for the sake of oblivion.
Finally, Feller broke out with the truth.

“My hair is white now, Lanny,” he wrote. “I have aged ten years in these two. With
every month of this new life the horror of my career has become clear to me. 1 lie
awake thinking of it. | feel unworthy to associate with my simple, outspoken, free-riding
companions. Remorse is literally burning up my brain. It is better to have my mind
diseased, my moral faculties blurred, my body unsound; for to be normal, healthy,
industrious is to remember the whole ghastly business of my dishonor.

“Pay back! Pay back in some way!" a voice keeps saying. 'Pay back! Have an object
in mind. Get to work on something that will help you to pay back or you will soon take a
plunge to lower depths than you have yet sounded.’

“It is not the gambling, not the drinking—no! The thing that | cannot forget, that grows
more horrible the more keenly awake clean living makes me to the past, is that | am
inwardly foul—as foul as a priest who has broken his vows. | have disgraced the
uniform—my country’s uniform. | may never wear that uniform again; never look the
meanest private in a battery in the face without feeling my cheeks hot with shame.
While I cannot right myself before the service, | should like to do something to right
myself with my conscience. | should like to see a battery march past and look at the
flag and into the faces of the soldiers of my country feeling that | had atoned—feeling so
for my own peace of mind—atoned by some real deed of service.

“I have been reading how Japanese volunteers made a bridge of their bodies for their
comrades into a Russian trench, and when everybody else felt a horrible, uncanny
admiration for such madness | have envied them the glorious exhilaration of the
moment before the charge. That was a sufficient reward in life for death. So | come
again to you for help. Now that you are chief of intelligence you must have many secret
agents within the inner circle of the army’s activities. In the midst of peace and the
commonplaces of drill and manoeuvres there must be dangerous and trying work where
the only distinction is service for the cause—our cause of three million against five.

Find a task for me, no matter how mean, thankless, or dangerous, Lanny. The more
exacting it is the more welcome, for the better will be my chance to get right with
myself.”

“Come!” was Lanstron’s cable in answer.
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At the time he had not chosen any employment for Feller. He was thinking only that
something must be found. When he heard of the death of the Gallands’ gardener he
recollected that before the passion for gambling overtook Feller he had still another
passion besides his guns. The garden of the Feller estate had been famous in its
neighborhood. Young Lanstron had not been more fond of the society of an engine-
driver than young Feller of a gardener’s. On a holiday in the capital with his fellow
cadets he would separate from them to spend hours in the botanical gardens. Once,
after his downfall began, at a riotous dinner party he had broken into a temper with a
man who had torn a rose to pieces in order to toss the petals over the table.

“Flowers have souls!” he had cried in one of his tumultuous, abandoned reversions to
his better self which his companions found eccentric and diverting. “That rose is the
only thing in the room that is not foul —and | am the foulest of all!”

The next minute, perhaps after another glass of champagne, he would be winning a
burst of laughter by his mimicry of a gouty old colonel reprimanding him for his erring
career.

Naturally, in the instinct of friendship, Lanstron’s own account left out the unpleasant
and dwelt on the pleasant facts of Feller’s career.

“His colonel did not understand him,” he said. “But | knew the depths of his fine spirit
and generous heart. | knew his talent. | knew that he was a victim of unsympathetic
surroundings, of wealth, of love of excitement, and his own talent. Where he was,
something must happen. He bubbled with energy. The routine of drill, the same old
chaff of the mess, the garrison gossip, the long hours of idleness while the busy world
throbs outside, which form a privileged life to most officers, were stifling to him. ‘Let’s
set things going! he would say in the old days, and we’d set them. Most of our demerits
were for some kind of deviltry. And how he loved the guns! | can see the sparkle of his
men’s eyes at sight of him. Nobody could get out of them what he could. If he had not
been put in the army as a matter of family custom, if he had been an actor, or if he and |
had gone to build bridges, then he might have a line of capital letters and periods after
his name, and he would not be a spy or | an employer of spies, doing the work of a
detective agency in an officer’s uniform because nobody but an officer may do it.”

At first Marta listened rigidly, but as the narrative proceeded her interest grew. When
Lanstron quoted Feller’s appeal for any task, however mean and thankless, she nodded
sympathetically and understandingly; when he related the incident of the rose, its
appeal was irresistible. She gave a start of delight and broke silence.

“Yes. | recall just how he looked as he stood on the porch, his head bent, his shoulders
stooped, twirling his hat in his hands, while mother and | examined him as to his
gualifications,” she said. “l remember his words. He said that he knew flowers and that,
like him, flowers could not hear; but perhaps he would be all the better gardener
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because he could not hear. He was so ingratiating; yet his deafness seemed such a
drawback that | hesitated.”
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Following the path to the tower leisurely, they had reached the tower. Feller’'s door was
open. Marta looked into the room, finding in the neat arrangement of its furniture a new
significance. He was absent, for it was the dinner hour.

“And on my recommendation you took him,” Lanstron continued.

“Yes, on yours, Lanny, on a friend’s! You"—she put a cold emphasis on the word—*"you
wanted him here for your plans! And why? You haven't answered that yet. What
purpose of the war game does he serve in our garden?”

His look pleaded for patience, while he tried to smile, which was rather difficult in face of
her attitude.

“Not altogether in the garden; partly in the tower,” he replied. “You are to be in the
whole secret and in such a way as to make my temptation clear, | hope. First, | think
you ought to see the setting. Let us go in”

Impelled by the fascination of Feller’'s romantic story and by a curiosity that Lanstron’s
manner accentuated, she entered the room. Apparently Lanstron was familiar with the
premises. Passing through the sitting-room into the room adjoining, where Feller stored
his tools, he opened a door that gave onto the circular stone steps leading down into the
dungeon tunnel.

“I think we had better have a light,” he said, and when he had fetched one from the
bedchamber he descended the steps, asking her to follow.

They were in a passage six feet in height and about three feet broad, which seemed to
lead on indefinitely into clammy darkness. The dewy stone walls sparkled in fantastic
and ghostly iridescence under the rays from the lantern. The dank air lay moist against
their faces.

“It's a long time since I've been here,” said Marta, glad to break the uncanny sound of
their footsteps in the weird silence with her voice. “Not since | was a youngster. Then |
came on a dare to see if there were goblins. There weren’t any; at least, none that
cared to manifest himself to me.”

“We have a goblin here now that we are nursing for the Grays—an up-to-date one that
Is quite visible,” said Lanstron. “This is far enough.” He paused and raised the lantern.
With its light full in her face, she blinked. “There, at the height of your chin!”

She noted a metal button painted gray, set at the side of one of the stones of the wall,
which looked unreal. She struck the stone with her knuckles and it gave out the sound
of hollow wood, which was followed, as an echo, by a little laugh from Lanstron.
Pressing the button, a panel door flew open, revealing a telephone mouthpiece and
receiver set in the recess. Without giving him time to refuse permission, her thought all
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submissive to the prompting spirit of adventure, she took down the receiver and called:
“Hello!”

“The wire isn’t connected,” explained Lanstron.

Marta hung up the receiver and closed the door abruptly in a spasm of reaction.
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“Like a detective play!” were the first words that sprang to her lips. “Well?” As she faced
around her eyes glittered in the lantern’s rays. “Well, have you any other little tricks to
show me? Are you a sleight-of-hand artist, too, Lanny? Are you going to take a
machine gun out of your hat?”

“That is the whole bag,” he answered. “I thought you'd rather see it than have it
described to you.”

“Having seen it, let us go!” she said, in a manner that implied further reckoning to come.

“If out of a thousand possible sources one source succeeds, then the cost and pains of
the other nine hundred and ninety-nine are more than repaid,” he was saying urgently,
the soldier uppermost in him. “Some of the best service we have had has been absurd
In its simplicity and its audacity. In time of war more than one battle has been decided
by a thing that was a trifle in itself. No matter what your preparation, you can never
remove the element of chance. An hour gained in information about your enemy’s plans
may turn the tide in your favor. A Chinese peasant spy, because he happened to be
intoxicated, was able to give the Japanese warning in time for Kuroki to make full
dispositions for receiving the Russian attack in force at the Sha-ho. There are many
other incidents of like nature in history. So it is my duty to neglect no possible method,
however absurd.”

By this time he was at the head of the steps. Standing to one side, he offered his hand
to assist Marta. But she seemed not to see it. Her aspect was that of downright
antagonism.

“However absurd! yes, it is absurd to think that you can make me a party to any of your
plans, for—" She broke off abruptly with starting eyes, as if she had seen an apparition.

Lanstron turned and through the door of the tool-room saw Feller entering the sitting-
room. He was not the bent, deferential old gardener, nor was he the Feller changed to
youth as he thought of himself at the head of a battery. His features were hard-set, a
fighting rage burning in his eyes, his sinews taut as if about to spring upon an
adversary. When he recognized the intruders he turned limp, his head dropped, hiding
his face with his hat brim, and he steadied himself by resting a hand on the table edge.

“Oh, it's you, Lanny—Colonel Lanstron!” he exclaimed thickly. “I saw that some one had
come in here and naturally | was alarmed, as nobody but myself ever enters. And Miss
Galland!” He removed his hat deferentially and bowed; his stoop returned and the lines
of his face drooped. “l was so stupid; it did not occur to me that you might be showing
the tower to Colonel Lanstron.”

“We are sorry to have given you a fright!” said Marta very gently.
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“Eh? eh?” queried Feller, again deaf. “Fright? Oh, no, no fright. It might have been
some boys from the town marauding.”

He was about to withdraw, in keeping with his circumspect adherence to his part, which
he played with a sincerity that half-convinced even himself at times that he was really
deaf, when the fire flickered back suddenly to his eyes and he glanced from Lanstron to
the stairway in desperate inquiry.
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“Wait, Feller! Three of us share the secret now. These are Miss Galland’s premises. |
thought best that she should know everything,” said Lanstron.

“Everything!” exclaimed Feller. “Everything—" the word caught in his throat. “You mean
my story, too?” He was neither young nor old now. He seemed nondescript and
miserable. “She knows who | am?” he asked.

“Yes!” Lanstron answered.
“Lanny!” This almost reproachfully, as if the ethics of friendship had been abused.
“Yes. I'm sorry, Gustave. |—" Lanstron began miserably.

“But why not?” said Feller, with a wan attempt at a smile. “You see—I| mean—it does
not matter!” he concluded in a hopeless effort at philosophy.

“My thoughtlessness, my callousness, my obsession with my work! | should not have
told your story,” said Lanstron.

“His story!” exclaimed Marta, with a puzzled look to Lanstron before she turned to Feller
with a look of warm sympathy. “Why, there is no story! You came with excellent
recommendations. You are our very efficient gardener. That is all we need to know.
Isn’t that the way you wish it, Mr. Feller?”

“Yes, just that!” he said softly, raising his eyes to her in gratitude. “Thank you, Miss
Galland!”

He was going after another “Thank you!” and a bow; going with the slow step and stoop
of his part, when Lanstron, with a masculine roughness of impulse which may be a
sublime gentleness, swung him around and seized his hands in a firm caress.

“Forgive me, Gustave!” he begged. “Forgive the most brutal of all injuries—that which
wounds a friend’s sensibilities.”

“Why, there is nothing | could ever have to forgive you, Lanny,” he said, returning
Lanstron’s pressure while for an instant his quickening muscles gave him a soldierly
erectness. Then his attitude changed to one of doubt and inquiry. “And you found out
that | was not deaf when you had that fall on the terrace?” he asked, turning to Marta.
“That is how you happened to get the whole story? Tell me, honestly!”

HYeSH

“Had you suspected me before that?”
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“Yes, if you must know. | observed you speak to a bumblebee you could not see,” she
said frankly, though she knew that her answer hurt him. There was no parleying with
the insistence of his pale, drawn face and his fingers playing in nervous tension on the
table edge. Suddenly he smiled as he had at the bumblebee.

“There you are again, confound you!” he exclaimed, shaking his finger at the imaginary
intruder on the silence of the garden. “Did anyone else suspect?” he asked in fierce
intensity.

“No, | don’t think so.”
He drew back with a long breath of relief, while his fingers now beat a merry tattoo.

“You saw so much more of me than the others, Miss Galland,” he said with a charming
bow, “and you are so quick to observe that you are hardly a fair test. That little
thunderer will not get me again. I'll fool the ones | want to fool. And I'm learning, Lanny,
learning all the time—qgetting a little deafer all the time. Miss Galland,” he added, struck
in visible contrition by a new thought, “I am sorry”—he paused with head down for an
instant—"very sorry to have deceived you.”
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“But you are still a deaf gardener to me,” said Marta, finding consolation in pleasing him.

“Eh? eh?” He put his hand to his ear as he resumed his stoop. “Yes, yes,” he added, as
a deaf man will when understanding of a remark which he failed at first to catch comes
to him in an echo. “Yes, the gardener has no past,” he declared in the gentle old
gardener’s voice, “when all the flowers die every year and he thinks only of next year’s
blossoms—of the future!”

Now the air of the room seemed to be stifling him, that of the roofless world of the
garden calling him. His face spoke pitifully a desire for escape as he withdrew. The
bent figure disappeared around a turn in the path and they listened without moving until
the sound of his slow, dragging footfalls had died away.

“When he is serving those of his own social station | can see how it would be easier for
him not to have me know,” said Marta. “Sensitive, proud, and intense—" and a look of
horror appeared in her eyes. “As he came across the room his face was transformed. |
imagine it was like that of a man giving no quarter in a bayonet charge!”

“His secret was at stake!” Lanstron said in ready championship.
She put up her hand as if to shut out a picture.

“Don’t let us think of it!” she exclaimed with a shudder. “He did not know what he was
doing. His is one of the natures that have moments when an impulse throws them off
their balance and ruins the work of years. No, we must think only of his sacrifice, his
enforced humiliation, in order to try to make amends for the past according to his light.
No one could refuse him sympathy and respect.”

Feller had won the day for himself where a friend’s pleas might have failed. This was as
it should be, Lanstron thought; and he smiled happily over the rare thing in Marta that
felt the appeal which Feller had for him.

“The right view—the view that you were bound to take!” he said.
“And yet, | don’t know your plans for him, Lanny. Pity is one thing; there is another thing

to consider,” she replied, with an abrupt change of tone. “But first let us leave Feller’s
quarters. We are intruders here.”

Xl

A CRISIS WITHIN A CRISIS

“A broken-hearted man playing deaf; a secret telephone installed on our premises
without our consent—this is all I know so far,” said Marta, who was opposite Lanstron at
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one end of the circular seat in the arbor of Mercury, leaning back, with her weight partly
resting on her hand spread out on the edge of the bench, head down, lashes lowered so
that they formed a curtain for her glance. “I listen!” she added.

“Of course, with our three millions against their five, the Grays will take the offensive,”
he said. “For us, the defensive. La Tiris in an angle. It does not belong in the
permanent tactical line of our defences. Nevertheless, there will be hard fighting here.
The Browns will fall back step by step, and we mean, with relatively small cost to
ourselves, to make the Grays pay a heavy price for each step—just as heavy as we
can!”
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They had often argued before with all the weapons known to controversy; but now the
realization that his soldierly precision was bringing the forces of war into their personal
relations struck her cold, with a logic as cold as his own seemed to her.

“You need not use euphonious terms,” she said without lifting her lashes or any
movement except a quick, nervous gesture of her free hand that fell back into place on
her lap. “What you mean is that you will kill as many as possible of the Grays, isn't it?
And if you could kill five for every man you lost, that would be splendid, wouldn't it?”

“I don’t think of it as splendid. There is nothing splendid about war,” he objected; “not to
me, Marta.”

“Still you would like to kill five to one, even ten to one, wouldn’t you?” she persisted.
“Marta, you are merciless!”
“So is war. It should be treated mercilessly.”

“Yes, twenty to one if they try to take our land!” he declared. “If we could keep up that
ratio the war would not last more than a week. It would mean a great saving of lives in
the end. We should win.”

“Exactly. Thank you. Westerling could not have said it better as a reason for another
army-corps. For the love of humanity—the humanity of our side—please give us more
weapons for murder! And after you have made them pay five to one or ten to one in
human lives for the tangent, what then? Go on! | want to look at war face to face, free
of the will-o’-the-wisp glamour that draws on soldiers!”

“We fall back to our first line of defence, fighting all the time. The Grays occupy La Tir,
which will be out of the reach of our guns. Your house will no longer be in danger, and
we happen to know that Westerling means to make it his headquarters.”

“Our house Westerling’s headquarters!” she repeated. With a start that brought her up
erect, alert, challenging, her lashes flickering, she recalled that Westerling had said at
parting that he should see her if war came. This corroborated Lanstron’s information.
One side wanted a spy in the garden; the other a general in the house. Was she
expected to make a choice? He had ceased to be Lanny. He personified war.
Westerling personified war. “I suppose you have spies under his very nose—in his very
staff offices?” she asked.

“And probably he has in ours,” said Lanstron, “though we do our best to prevent it.”

“What a pretty example of trust among civilized nations!” she exclaimed. “And you say
that Westerling, who commands the killing on his side, will be in no danger?”
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“Naturally not. As you know, a chief of staff must be at the wire head where all
information centres, free of interruption or confusion or any possibility of broken lines of
communication with his corps and divisions.”

“Then Partow will not be in any danger?”
“For the same reasons, no.”

“How comfortable! In perfect safety themselves, they will order other men to death!”
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“Marta, you are unjust!” exclaimed Lanstron, for he revered Partow as disciple reveres
master. “Partow has the iron cross!"—the prized iron cross given to both officers and
men of the Browns for exceptional courage in action and for that alone. “He won it
leading a second charge with a bullet in his arm, after he had lost thirty per cent, of his
regiment. The second charge succeeded.”

“Yes, | understand,” she went on a little wildly. “And perhaps the colonel on the other
side, who fought just as bravely and had even heavier losses, did not get the bronze
cross of the Grays because he failed. Yes, | understand that bravery is a requisite of
the military cult. You must take some risk or you will not cause enough slaughter to win
either iron or bronze crosses. And, Lanny, are you a person of such distinction in the
business of killing that you also will be out of danger?”

She had forgotten about the telephone; she had forgotten the picture of dare-devil nerve
he made when he rose from the wreck of his plane. If his work were to make war, her
work was against war—the mission of her life as she saw it in the intense, passionate
moments when some new absurdity of its processes appeared to her. She was ready
to seize any argument his talk offered to combat the things for which he stood. She did
not see, as her eyes poured her hot indignation into his, that his maimed hand was
twitching or how he bit his lips and flushed before he replied:

“Each one goes where he is sent, link by link, down from the chief of staff. Only in this
way can you have that solidarity, that harmonious efficiency which means victory.”

“An autocracy, a tyranny over the lives of all the adult males in countries that boast of
the ballot and self-governing institutions!” she put in.

“But | hope,” he went on, with the quickening pulse and eager smile that used to greet a
call from Feller to “set things going” in their cadet days, “that | may take out a squadron
of dirigibles. After all this spy business, that would be to my taste.”

“And if you caught a regiment in close formation with a shower of bombs, that would be
positively heavenly, wouldn't it?” She bent nearer to him, her eyes flaming demand and
satire.

“No! War—necessary, horrible, hellish!” he replied. Something in her seemed to draw
out the brutal truth she had asked for in place of euphonious terms.

“You apparently know where your profession ought to feel perfectly at home—but what
is the use? What?” She put her hands over her face and shuddered. “I grow savage,;
but it is because | have known you so well and because everything you say brings up its
answer irresistibly to my mind. | keep thinking of what mother said at luncheon—of her
certainty that war is coming. | see the garden spattered with blood, the wounded and
the dying—an eddy in the conflict! And I am in a controversial eddy whirling round and
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round away from the main current of what you were to tell me.” She let her hands drop,
but her eyes still held their lights of hostility. “Go on. 1 listen!”

129



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 61

“When | became chief of intelligence | found that an underground wire had been laid to
the castle from the Eighth Division headquarters, which will be our general staff
headquarters in time of war,” he said. “The purpose was the same as now, but
abandoned as chimerical. All that was necessary was to install the instrument, which
Feller did. I, too, saw the plan as chimerical, yet it was a chance—the one out of a
thousand. If it should happen to succeed we should play with our cards concealed and
theirs on the table.”

“The noble art of war, so sportsmanlike!” she exclaimed. “So like the rules and ideals of
the Olympic games! But the games will not serve to keep nations virile. They must
shed blood!”

“Sportsmanlike? Not in the least!” he said. “The sport and glamour of war are past.
The army becomes a business, a trade that ought to be uniformed in blue jumpers
rather than gold lace. We are in an era of enormous forces, untried tactics, and rapidly
changing conditions. This is why the big nations hesitate to make war; why they
prepare well; why the stake is so great that the smallest detail must not be overlooked.”

She could not hold back her arguments, reason was so unquestionably on her side.

“Yes, the cunning of the fox, the brutality of Cain, using modern science and invention!
Feint and draw your enemy into a cul-de-sac; screen your flank attacks; mask your
batteries and hold their fire till the infantry charge is ripe for decimation! Oh, | have
been brought up among soldiers! | know!”

“The rest of Feller’s part you have guessed already,” he concluded. “You can see how a
deaf, inoffensive old gardener would hardly seem to know a Gray soldier from a Brown;
how it might no more occur to Westerling to send him away than the family dog or cat;
how he might retain his quarters in the tower; how he could judge the atmosphere of the
staff, whether elated or depressed, pick up scraps of conversation, and, as a trained
officer, know the value of what he heard and report it over the ‘phone to Partow’s
headquarters.”

“But what about the aeroplanes?” she asked. *“I thought you were to depend on them
for scouting.”

“We shall use them, but they are the least tried of all the new resources,” he said. “A
Gray aeroplane may cut a Brown aeroplane down before it returns with the news we
want. At most, when the aviator may descend low enough for accurate observation he
can see only what is actually being done. Feller would know Westerling's plans before
they were even in the first steps of execution. This"—playing the thought happily—"this
would be the ideal arrangement, while our planes and dirigibles were kept over our lines
to strike down theirs. And, Marta, that is all,” he concluded. “I've tried to make
everything clear.”
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“You have, quite!” Marta replied decisively. “Now it is my turn to talk.”

“You have been talking a little already!” he intimated good-naturedly.
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“Only interruptions. That's not really talking,” she answered, and broke into a sharp little
laugh. A laugh was helpful to both after such a taut colloquy, but it seemed only to
renew her energies for conflict. “If there is war, the moment that Feller’s ruse is
discovered he will be shot as a spy?” she asked.

“I warned him of that,” said Lanstron. “I made the situation plain. He refused the
assignments | first suggested to him. He objected that they did not offer any real
expiation; they were not difficult or hazardous enough. | saw that | could not trick his
conscience—what a conscience old Gustave has!'—by any nominal task. When |
mentioned this one he was instantly keen. The deafness was his idea of a ruse for his
purpose. He wanted his secret kept. Thinking that his weakness for change would not
let him bear the monotony of a gardener’s life as he saw himself bearing it in
imagination, | recommended him to you. And there was the chance—the thousandth
chance, Marta! He is a soldier, with a soldier’s fatalism. He sees no more danger in
this than in commanding a battery in a crisis.”

“Naturally, as he is all impulse and fire. But you are the tempered steel of self-control.
You should save him from his impulses, not make use of them.”

“You put it bluntly, Marta. You—"

“My turn to talk!” she reminded him. “Did you of all her views of Feller from his entrance
to his quarters till he had gone. Her lips, which had kept so firm in argument, were
parted and trembling in sympathy.

“l can see how he would take it!” she exclaimed. “I see his white hair, his eyes, his
fingers trembling on the edge of the table, his utter dejection—and then impulse,
headlong, irresponsible, craving the devil's company!”

“Yes, nothing could hold him,” Lanstron agreed. “What makes it worse is that with
regular living, the pleasure of the garden, and a settled purpose | have noticed his
improvement already!”

“There is something so fine about him, something that deserves to win out against his
weaknesses,” she said reflectively.

“If there is no war, | hope—after a year or so, | hope and believe that | may have him
rewarded in some way that would make him feel that he had atoned.”

“And we have been talking as if war were due to-morrow!” she exclaimed. The breaking
light of a discovery, followed by a wave of happy relief, swept over her responsive
features, from relaxing brows to chin, which gave a toss on its own account. “Why, of
course, Lanny! Till war does come he is only a gardener with an illusion that is giving
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mental strength. Why didn’t you put it that way before?” she asked in surprise at so
easy a solution having escaped them. “Let him stay, at least until war comes.”

“And then?”
“Lanny, you yourself, with all your information, you don’t think—"

“No; though we are nearer it than ever before, it seems to me,” he said, choosing his
words carefully. “But it is likely that diplomacy will find its way out of this crisis as it has
out of many others.”

133



A

DX:I BOOKRAGS

Page 63

“Then we’ll leave that question till the evil day,” she replied. “We have had a terrific
argument, Lanny, haven't we? And you have won!”

Her fingers flew out to his arm and rested lightly there after an instant’s firm pressure,
as was her wont after an argument and they sheathed their blades. Their comradeship
seemed to be restored in all its old glory of freedom from petty restraint. He was sure of
one thing: that she would let her fingers remain on no other man’s sleeve in this
fashion; and he hoped that she would let them remain there a long time. Very foolish he
was about her, very foolish for a piece of human machinery driven by the dynamo of a
human will.

“I have an impression that your goodness of heart has won,” he suggested gently.
“Or rather let us say that Feller has won.”

“Better still, yes, Feller has won!” he agreed. “Oh, it is good, good, good to be here with
you, Marta, away from the grind for a little while,” he was saying, in the fulness of his
anticipation of the hours they should have together before he had to go, when they
heard the sound of steps. He looked around to see an orderly from the nearest military
wireless station.

“l was told it was urgent, sir,” said the orderly, in excuse for his intrusion, as he passed a
telegram to Lanstron.

Immediately Lanstron felt the touch of the paper his features seemed to take on a mask
that concealed his thought as he read:

“Take night express. Come direct from station to me. Partow.”

This meant that he would be expected at Partow’s office at eight the next morning. He
wrote his answer; the orderly saluted and departed at a rapid pace; and then, as a
matter of habit of the same kind that makes some men wipe their pens when laying
them down, he struck a match and set fire to one corner of the paper, which burned to
his fingers’ ends before he tossed the charred remains away. Marta imagined what he
would be like with the havoc of war raging around him—all self-possession and
mastery; but actually he was trying to reassure himself that he ought not to feel petulant
over a holiday cut short.

“I shall have to go at once,” he said. “Marta, if there were to be war very soon—within a
week or two weeks—what would be your attitude about Feller’'s remaining?”

“To carry out his plan, you mean?”

“Yes.”
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There was a perceptible pause on her part.
“Let him stay,” she answered. “I shall have time to decide even after war begins.”
“But instantly war begins you must go!” he declared urgently.

“You forget a precedent,” she reminded him. “The Galland women have never deserted
the Galland house!”

“I know the precedent. But this time the house will be in the thick of the fighting.”

“It has been in the thick of the fighting before,” she said, with a gesture of impatience.
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“Not this kind of fighting, Marta,” he proceeded very soberly. “Other wars are no
criterion for this. | know about the defences of the tangent because | helped to plan
them. In order to keep the enemy in ignorance we have made no permanent
fortifications. But the engineers and the material will be ready, instantly the frontier is
closed to intelligence, to construct defences suited to a delaying and punishing action.
Every human being will be subject to martial law; every resource at military command.
Every hill, house, ditch, and tree will be used as cover or protection and will be subject
to attack.”

Not argument this, but the marshalling of facts of the kind in which he dealt as
unanswerable evidence, while she listened with a still face and dilating eyes that did not
look at him until he had finished. Then a smile came, a faint, drawn smile of irony, and
her eyes staring into his were chilling and greenish-black in their anger.

“And the house of a friend meant nothing! It was only fuel for the hell you devise!” she
said, making each word count like shot singing over glare ice.

“It is only fair to myself to say that when [ laid the sheets of my map before Partow | had
excluded your house and grounds,” he pleaded in defence. “His thumb pounced on that
telltale blank space. 'A key-point! So this is your tendon of Achilles, eh?’ he said in his
blunt fashion.”

“The blunt fashion is admired by soldiers,” she replied without softening. “Yes, he could
play chess with heaps of bodies! He is worse than Westerling!”

“No, he would use his own premises, his brother’s, his father’s if it would help. Well,
then he took a pen and filled in the blank space with the detail which is to make your
house and garden the centre of an inferno.”

“How Christian!” breathed Marta. “l suppose he loves his grandchildren and that they
are taught the Lord’s prayer!”

“I believe his only pastime is playing with them,” admitted Lanstron, stumbling on, trying
to be loyal to Partow, to duty, to country, no longer calm or dispassionate, but
demoralized under the lash. “He tells them that when they are grown he hopes there
will be an end of war.”

“Worse yet—a hypocrite!”

“But, Marta, | never knew a man more sincere. He is working to the same end as you
—peace. If the Grays would play with fire he would give them such a burning that they
will never try again. He would make war too horrible for practice; fix the frontier forever
where by, right it belongs; make conquest by one civilized nation of another impossible
hereafter. Yes, when it is stalemate, when it is proved that the science of modern
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defence has made the weak so strong that superior numbers cannot play the bully, then
shall we have peace in practice!”

“My children’s prayer and Partow in the same gallery!” she laughed stonily. “The peace
of armament, not of man’s superiority to the tiger and the tarantula! And you say it all so
calmly. You picture the hell of your manufacture as coolly as if it were some fairies’
dance!”
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“Should I be enthusiastic? Should | view the prospect with an old-fashioned Hussar’s
hurrah?” he asked. “The right way is without illusions. Let us lose our heads, cry out for
glory—and then chaos!”

“The heedless barbarism of ignorance intoxicated with primitive passion versus
calculating, refined, intellectual, comprehending barbarism! | see no choice,” she
concluded, rising slowly in the utter weariness of spirit that calls for the end of an
interview.

“Marta, you will promise not to remain at the house?” he urged.

“Isn’t that my affair?” she asked. “Aren’t you willing to leave even that to me after all
you have been telling how you are to make a redoubt of our lawn, inviting the shells of
the enemy into our drawing-room?”

What could he say in face of a hostility so resolute and armed with the conviction of its
logic? Only call up from the depths the two passions of his life in an outburst, with all
the force of his nature in play.

“I love this soil, my country’s soil, ours by right—and | love you! | would be true to
both!”

“Love! What mockery to mention that now!” she cried chokingly. “It's monstrous!”
“I—I—" He was making an effort to keep his nerves under control.

This time the stiffening elbow failed. With a lurching abruptness he swung his right
hand around and seized the wrist of that trembling, injured hand that would not be still.
She could not fail to notice the movement, and the sight was a magic that struck anger
out of her.

“Lanny, | am hurting you!” she cried miserably.

“A little,” he said, will finally dominant over its servant, and he was smiling as when, half
stunned and in agony—and ashamed of the fact—he had risen from the debris of cloth
and twisted braces. “It’s all right,” he concluded.

She threw back her arms, her head raised, with a certain abandon as if she would bare
her heart.

“Lanny, there have been moments when | would have liked to fly to your arms. There
have been moments when | have had the call that comes to every woman in answer to
a desire. Yet | was not ready. When I really go it must be in a flame, in answer to your
flame!”
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“You mean—I—."
But if the flame were about to burst forth she smothered it in the spark.

“And all this has upset me,” she went on incoherently. “We’ve both been cruel without
meaning to be, and we’re in the shadow of a nightmare; and next time you come
perhaps all the war talk will be over and—oh, this is enough for to-day!”

She turned quickly in veritable flight and hurried toward the house. At the bend of the
path she wheeled and stood facing him, a hand tossed up and opening and closing as if
she had caught a shaft of sunshine and let it go again. Thus she would wave to him
from the veranda as he came up the terrace steps. Indelible to him this picture, radiant
of a versatile, impressionable vitality, of capacities yet unsounded, of a downright
sincerity of impulses, faiths, and ideals which might buffet her this way and that over a
strange course. Awoman unafraid of destiny; a woman too objective yet to know
herself!
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“If it ever comes,” she called, “I'll let you know! T'll fly to you in a chariot of fire bearing
my flame—I am that bold, that brazen, that reckless! For | am not an old maid yet.
They've moved the age limit up to thirty. But you can’t drill love into me as you drill
discipline into armies—no, no more than | can argue peace into armies!”

For a while, motionless, Lanstron watched the point where she had disappeared.

“If I had only been a bridge-builder or an engine-driver,” he thought; “anything except
this beastly—"

But he was wool-gathering again. He pulled himself together and started at a rapid
pace for the tower, where he found Feller sitting by the table, one leg over the other
easily, engaged in the prosaic business of sewing a button on his blouse. Lanstron
rapped; no answer. He beat a tattoo on the casing; no answer.

“Gustave!” he called; no answer.
Now he entered and touched Feller’s shoulder.

“Hello, Lanny!” exclaimed Feller, rising and setting a chair and breaking into a stream of
talk. “That’s the way they all have to do when they want to attract my attention. | heard
your voice and Miss Galland’'s—having an argument in the garden, | should say. Then |
heard your step. Since | became deaf my sense of hearing has really grown keener,
just as the blind develop a keener sense of feeling. Eh? eh?” He cupped his hand over
his ear in the unctuous enjoyment of his gift of acting. “Yes, Colonel Lanstron, would
you like to know what a perfect triumph we’re going to pull off in irises next season—-
but, Lanny, you seem in a hurry!”

“Gustave, | am ordered to headquarters by the night express and | came to tell you that
| think it means war.”

“War! war!” Feller shouted. “Ye gods and little fishes!” In riotous glee he seized a chair
and flung it across the room. “Ye salty, whiskery gods and ye shiny-eyed little fishes!
War, do you hear that, you plebeian trousers of the deaf gardener? War!” Flinging the
trousers after the chair, he executed a few steps. When he had thus tempered his
elation, he grasped Lanstron’s arm and, looking into his eyes with feverish resolution
and hope, said: “Oh, don't fear! I'll pull it off. And then | shall have paid back—yes,
paid back! | shall be a man who can look men in the face again. | need not slink to the
other side of the street when | see an old friend coming for fear that he will recognize
me. Yes, | could even dare to love a woman of my own world! And—and perhaps the
uniform and the guns once more!”

“You may be