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“Mr. Brown,"” Ethel sald, “you're not
Euglish. I am; but you are an Anglo-
Saxon, and yourmust sympathize with
the allles.”

“Sure I do!" was his prompt re-

“Then, whatever happens while
you're here,” she continued with an air
of great earnestness, “whatever hap-
pens, I want you to remember that I

ce.
has | am English, and that it i1s England I

Umln order to
revenge and serve d. Captaln

Ethel and Charlle Brown turn
up at a Belgian inn as the army

Here is a big opportunity for
Charlie Brown, the New York
newspaper correspondent, to
show either a world of good sense
or a state of mind bordering on
insanity. The »-oblem is up to
him—whether he will stick by
his friends, no matter what oc-
curs, or consider the safety of
his own person. There is a big
thrill in this instaliment. It de-
scribes the meeting and plan-
ning of sples. et

‘ .
CHAPTER Xil—Continued.

Ethel consented to the arrangement.
She was immensely relleved that the
quick-witted journalist so readily ac-
cepted her alias.

“Good, good! their delighted host
exclalmed. “Sweet consomme, eh?
Bolled chicken, an artichoke, a bit of
salad, and some coffee—real American

' coffee, without chicory, eh, m’sleu?”

He was already edging toward the
door that led kitchenward, to begin
his preparations, for a meal that should
forever perpetuate his inn in the mem-
ories of his two guests.

“Great! Sounds Immense!”
Brown rejolned with enthusiasm.

“Yes, m'slen—immense! That Is
your good American word. s o 1
shall serve such a dinner as the Lio
d'Or never has seen before!” And
Henri disappeared in high spirits.
After the depressing dullness of the
past weéeks it was indeed exhilarating
to minister to two appreciative pa-
trons, k.

By the time Christophe had wvan-
ished Ethel Willoughby had quite re-
covered her self-possession. And when
Charlie Brown turned to her with a
look of inquiry upon his face she was
ready to meet his scrutiny with a stout
beart.

“You seem surprised—and quite nat-
urally,” she said, “at hearing that man
call me Madame de Lorde.”

“Well, that afternoon I knew you
as Miss Willoughby,” he replied.

“But I was then Madame de Lorde,”
Ethel explained glibly. “You see, Mr.

Mr.

" Brown, I'd been married secretly.”

~sons,” she rejoined.

“Secretly 7’

“There were reasons—good rea-
“l could not ex-
plain what they were then; nor can [
now."

“Burely—surely!” he acquiesced, for
he had not the slightest desire to pry
info her private affairs. “But what
on earth are you doing in this dead-

“and-alive spot?’ And then, In the next

breath, he exclaimed, as a sudden in-
spiration came to him, “Oh, by George!
How dull of me! You're honeymoon-
ing, of course!”

“Not exactly!” Bthel replied, just a
bit lamely, perhaps. “My husband
isn't here—just now. He had some
business In Brussels, but I came on
ahead.”

8he bhad, indeed, left Streetman In
the Belgian capital. “Shall you be
staylng long?’ she asked Mr. Brown.

“No! I'm off in the morning,” he
informed her.

The Information relleved her vastly.
She had not relished the thought of
having to confess to the American that
Monsienr de Lorde was no other than
his erstwhile acquaintance of the tea
party—Henry Streetman. But as a
#py in his majesty’'s service, Ethel took
as easlly to subterfuge as a duck to
water. Bhe surprised herself often by
the readiness with which plausible
tales sprang to her ips.

“Oh! Then you won't be able to
meet Monsieur de Lorde,” she said
with a note of regret. “I don't expect
bhim till tomorrow.”

Charlle Brown murmured his regret
at that circumstance.

“But what are you doing here?’
Ethel asked him then. “Perhaps you've
a secret In your pdst too?” she added

A R
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serve always. You will belleve
ity

“Oh, of course I will!" he assured
her And immediately a thought came
into Charlle Brown's head that made
him start. “And by the way,” he said,
“while I think of it, I want to warn
you about that chap I met at tea at
your place. Streetman, Ne called him-
self. You remember him?*

To hide her confusion Ethel rose and
moved a few steps away from the
table.

“Yes, I remember him very well,”
she answered.

“I bhappened that night to get some
dope on him,” Charlle went on, in en-
tire innocence of the effect his words
had upon her. *“He's what you might
call a professional spy—working for
| the German secret service pow. That's
why bhe stuck up for them that after
noon; but really he's a Russian.”

“A Russian!” Ethel exclaimed, star-
tled, in spite of herself, by that sur-
prising news.

“Yes,"” he continued, “He got kicked
out of Russia ten years ago for some

business. Then he worked for
th¥ English against the Boers. They
couldn’t stand him elther—he’s an aw-
ful rotter. [ don't know much about
him after that. Now he's with the
Germans., . . You'll forgive my
speaking of this,” he sald, “but I
thought perhaps as you're In the ad-
miral's family, he might be trying to
pump you about some of the navy's
secrets.”

“Oh—thank you for telllng me!" she
exclaimed gratefully, And, somehow,
she felt the least bit gullty that she
could not be frank with hin.. “And
one thing more—" she added, as he
seemed about to leave her, “you won't
speak of meeting me here?

You'll promise, won't you, even though
I can't explain?’

“My dear girl,” he protested, “I've
been on so many stories, I've inter-
viewed so many people, I've seen so
much of human nature, that I know
pretty well when to print a story and
when to kill it—and I'll go through for
you any way you want me to.”

Ethel turned to him impulsively,
gratefully.

“Thank you—you're a dear!™ ghe
told him.

And at that moment the French spy
—he of the newspaper—returned.

And, paying scant heed, apparently,
to Ethel and her companion, he sat
down at a table. lighted another ciga-
rette, and resumed his intent reading
once more.

As soon as he cauxht sight of the
stranger Charlle Brown warned Ethel
with a quick “Ssh!™

“It must be nearly time for dinner,”
Madame de Lorde remarked carelessly,
as if their conversation bore only upon
trivial matters,

“That’'s so. And if we're going to
dine together 1 think I'll go wash up—
or the folks will think I belong here,”
Mr. Brown said, glancing down at the
wreck of his once immaculate new
English suit. “Oh, [ almost forgot my
vanity bag!” he exclaimed. And he
retrieved his paper parcel from the
table where he had dropped it. Then
he went joyfully to his rcom.

CHAPTER XIIl,
Der Tag.

Meanwhile Ethel Willoughby, allas
Madame de Lorde, strolled almlessly
to the clgar counter and leaned neg-
ligently against it. Her feellngs were
decidedly mixed—compounded of pleas-
ure and uneasiness. As it turned out,
she found it agreeable to meet Mr.
Brown. It was a distinct rellef to be
able to talk to someone against whom
she was under no necessity of being
on her guard. But at the same time, a
matter of business had brought her to
Courvolisier, and the Inn. To be sure,
Streetman expected to join her there
later. But in the meantime Ethel ex-
pected to meet someone else first. Who
that person might be she did not know,
except that the unknown was a spy
in the service of the French.

No sooner did be find himself alone
with Ethel than the little Frenchman
dropped his paper, '

“Bonjour, madame!” he said.

“I beg your pardon!” Ethel said.

“Do not look around—stay where
you are!” the stilinger told her crisply.

All at once it oceurred to her that
this somewhat Inferfr-looking indi-
vidual might be boe whom she sought.
But she could not be sure. And she
resolved to bide her time,

“Really, sir,” she said, with assumed
bautenr, “I beg you to explain this
mystery Ak

M be took the word out
of ‘her mouth—*"shall we say rather

your password? He walted for her

Jacques,” hJ

%A friend of France! ., . ., And|

L .
xalce. b

"Good!" he exclalmed with satisfac-
tion, - “The gther day to General
Jacques at the fort you offered your
services for France,” be ventured.

“Yes!" =

“He wishes now to take advantage
of offer.”

“1 ready,” she answered' qujetly.

He proceeded swiftly to the busi-
wess In hand.

“The Germans will be here tonight, |
nnd here the road forks, one turm to
the right, the other to the left—you
know ¥

“It s lmportant, the general says,
that he should know which road the
Germans take—whence comes the at-
tack. . You are to inform him
by telephone.”

“But they will cut the wires,” Elhell
objected. |
“All that they can find,” he agreed.
“But last night, while the others slept, |
we have strung a wire from the fort
to—that chimney!” By the merest nod
he indicated the huge fireplace that

projected into the room.

“Here?" she exclalmed.

He bowed.

“l have beneath my coat a tele-
phone,” he continued hurrledly. “If
madame will be good enough to change
places with me and keep watch, while
I connect the instrument, the affal
will be simple.” : :

“Of course!" Ethel responded.

The Frenchman stole to the fireplace
and crept Inslde the wide opening.

And while his head and shoulders
vanished momentarily up the chimney
he busied himself with his work of at-
taching the lustrumént to the dangling
wire within. :

»“All is well? he called in a low
volce, as his deft. fingers twisted the
ends of the wire. )

“It 18 done,” the little man declated.
He quickly brushed a few clinging
particles of soot from his sleeves.
‘“The telephone is in the far corner”
he explained, “beneath some tree
branches. It cannot be seen.”

“And what am [ to do?" she asked.

“At the earllest possible moment
ffter the Germans- arrive and you
have found out which road they take,
call on that instrument. An officer
will be walting every moment from
now on. I have signaled that the con-
hection is made” ¢

“Il understand—and you may depend
on me,” she promised.

And bhe had already reached the door
to take his departure when he came to
a sudden halt. “Now may I ask you
are Madame de Lorde?” he Inquired In
his quaipt English.

“Yes!”

“Now It is perhaps best that you be
told,” be continued. “Before
you eame a gentleman in the service
of your country, a gentleman who met
you in Brussels—he ask for you."

Ethel started at his announcement,
And she dréw nearer to him.

“Captain Redmond!” she exclalmed
in a low volce.

“Ssh—ssh—madame!” he warned her.
“It was he,” he whispered.

“Is he here?” she asked eagerly.

“He could not walit. He must re-
turn to his work,” he enlightened her.

,“But what was be dolng bere?” she
demanded in alafm,

The little Frenchman waved her to
a nearby chalr.

“Not so close, madame!” he begged.

Bhe sat down obediently.

“What was he doing here?’ she
asked.

“He came to arrange about the tel- |
ephone,” the fellow told her. *“It Is
his plan.” l

“His plan!
back—" !

“He could not be certain, madame.” |

“But he's allve, and well—" 8he |
could hardly walt for his answer, '

“Yes, madame, quite so.” I

“Ob, thank God!” Ethel murmured, |
in a tone of vast thankfulness, :

Her fellow-spy smiled at that—a |
bappy smile. f

“lT am glad T have told you" he
sald. "I had thought perhaps it was
an affair of the heart He had the
look. . And now, madame, for
what you will do permit me to thank
you. It is for France.”

“And for Larry!” Ethel murmured
softly.

It was Ethel's turn to warn him
then. For a door opened. Henry
Christophe had returned.

“Good day, m'sleun!” the little man
sald cheerfully. And he departed.

“Abh, madame! Dinner Is ready!"
Christophe announced to Ethel. “And
where is the American gentleman?’

“lI fancy he will be here directly,”
she told him. 2

“Ah, good, good! But we must not
spoll the chicken,” he sald. He had
taken especial pains with that chick-
en, and he wished it to be served at
Just the proper moment. .

“I say!” Mr. Brown exclalmed. *T
just happened to glance out of my win-
dow. What's going on over there?”

“Why, nothing, m'sleu!” his host re-
plied bapplly. “And your dinner s
ready, It is delicious, I promise you.”

Curiously enough, Mr, Brown's in-

in dinner bad suddenly abated.

“But something is bappening! Look
for yourself!” he urged.

Then he will come

TN the

‘1 think, m'slen,”

Leabble poured up the street alimost to

there was an ."m IB
::Momnt. “What ecan. It mean,
m'slen?’ he asked. o
t excitement.
"ob" Despite the tight reln sbe

t one low
tried to keep ob herself, tha '
cry would come leaping. to Ethel's

up:mr tearful, balf lncredulous, Heorl
Christopbe stood stoc: still and gased
at the Ameriean,
.t?l'?:l{ 1 cannot belleve!™ he-sald at
lest. But in & moment more be had
to belleve it. [Even little Jeanne
knew it. She came fiylng into the
room and tlung berself into ber fa-
ther's arms.

“Mon pere, mon perel The Ger
mans are coming!” she cried in terror,

Her father looked down at her ten-
de:'lginlnre. there! Do not ery!" Chris
tophe sald, trylug as best be could to
calm her fears. "“They will not hurt
you or_me."

As for Charlie Brown—he promptly
forgot all persoual considerations, He
became at once the newspaper man.
the news-gathering machine,

“The Germans are coming! And I'm
in the thick of It! God#, what a story!™
be exclalmed. It was what he bad
dreamed of.

Heurl Christophe put his daughter
away from blm, as an uneasy thought
crept over him,

“Go to your room, Jeanne, and stay
there till 1 call you,” be sald geutly.

A confused murmur, as of many
volces shouting In the distance, pene-
trated that still room where they walt-
ed. And with every moment that
passed It grew louder,

From his post In the window Char
lle Brown beheld a column of people
sweeping up the road. They were stlll
somée distance off, But even through
the dust he could see that It was a
horde of frightened peopie, men,—wom
en, children.

“Where are they from, my friend?”
Charlle asked his startled post.

“They come from many miles pway,
he apswered. *I
know everyone in thlg nelghborhood;
and these are strangers to me.”

“Here they come!" the American
sald exeltedly, as the vanguard of the

the place where he walted and
watched. “You'd better go to your
room, Madame de Lorde,” he told
Ethel.

“Yes, perhaps I had,” she admitted.
But she still lingered, fascinated by
the coutagious fear that impelled those
peasants ouwsrl, A mhn, disheveled,
wild-eycd, thrust s head In at the
door of the Lion 4'Or.

“The - Germans are coming!” be
warned them. *“You'd better get ol
l.hpy'n coming this way!" bhe repeat

“l Have Beneath My Coat a Tele
phone.”

ed breathlessly. It was plain that he
bad rfun far. And immediately he
started on again. But Charlle Brown
called to him.

“Walt a minute!”

“You are sure?’ Christophe inter-
posed,

The man came inside then,

“Sure! BSure! They're not a mile
abead!" he gasped between great sob-
like breaths. And already Christophe’s
neighbors crdwded through the door-
way and peered curiously at the feb
low. “They came through our town-
I saw 'em—I—I, Andre Lemalre, , , ,
'l saw ‘em-—al] graylike—milliong of
em—and they're stil] coming! There's
Do end to them!"

“But we have done neth
will not hurt us,” the lnnt!::p.r‘r:.lz
him innocently,
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SMALL PART OF COST

No Burden in Free Text Books,
Says Uncle Sam.

Exaggerated Idéns Prevall, It ls De-
clared, as to Amount lpon!_for
This Part of S8chool Equipment
In the United Statea
Uncle Bam does not belleve that the
introduction of free text books lil_l_y_o
schools would add greatly<io the cost
of the public school system or Increase
the rate of taxation for school pur
poses to any extent. He cltes figures
to show that the cost of text books Is
a relatively small Item In the total

expenditure for school purposes.
Officials of the United States burean
of education declare that exaggerated
ideas prevall concerning the total
pumber of text books sold ln the Unl-
ted States each year. It Is sald that
confidential data obtalned by the
bureau from 00 text-book publishers,
who handle ¥ per cent of the total

that thelr aggregate saled annually
of text books for use in public schools,
elementary and high, aggregate about
$15,000,000, .
- According to figures which have
been complled by experts of the bu-
read, the total enrollment In public
elementary and high schools amounts
to about 18500000, Excluding the
elemengagy school enroliment of Call-
fornia, since California prints its own
elementary books, the number becotnes
18,250,000, For each child enrolled In
the public wschools In the United
States, therefore, the total annual sale
of text books Is about 80 cents. It
‘has been figured that the total expends=
ture per child for all school purposes
Is approximately $88.31. The cost of
text books Is therefore approximately
2 per cent of the total cost of maln-
tenance, support and equipment , The
cost per child on the achool popula-
tion basis—five to eighteen years of
age—according to officials of the bu-
reau, is 56.8 cents; the annual per
capita cost of text books on the total
population basls is less than 15 cents.

UNCLE SAM HAS REMOVED
GREAT AVIATION HAZARD

Government's Experts Have Eliminat.
ed Danger of Bursting Propel-
lers, It ls Announced.

Uncle Bam's experts have succeded
In removing one of the paramount
hazards in aviation, It s announced.
The bursting of aerinl propellers has
been the source of a large part of
aviation accldents and the dunger of
this has now been eliminated, It Is
sald,

Under the new -$13,000,000 congres-
slonal appropriation, the foremonst
minds of the land are now combining
to make aeroplanes as nearly perfect
a8 can be done and to place this coun-
try's alr fleets on a footing with those
of European nations,

The executive committee of the
newly-appolinted advisory committee
for aeronautles Is In charge of the ex-
perimentation, This commlitiee con-
sults with the best engloneering talent
the country provides, ns well ns with
experts from the bureau of standards.

The chalrman is Dr, 8. W, Strat-
ton, director of the buresu of stand-
ards, The other members are Prof,
J. 8. Ames of Johns Hopkins univer-
sity; Prof. Charles O, Marvin, chief
of the weather bureau; Prof. C. D
Walcott, secretary of the Bmll.hlonun.
Institution; Lieyt, Col. George O
Squire, U, 8. A., and Commander lhrl.'
L. Bristol and Lieut. Commander

James O, Rie
ficers, hardson, both naval of-

Seek Recruits In Small Citles,
Uncle 8am's marine corps
ned recruiting staty amall
ties from coast to oy
was t‘.m to meet
necessary by the recrultment of 5,000
additional enlisted marines just wg
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