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'| rific explosion.
| the force of It

| But even bhad Montagne been dle
poscd to spare him, his doom was
| sealed. An enemy aeroplane had dart
el out above thelr llnes. One of the
' Britiah privates spied It when It was
almost above them, and as they
' pansed to watch It the plane slowed
visthly.
“That means she'll drop a bomb™ a
| Tommy observed
| *“Sure—they never hit
Captain Redmond jeered
| But this time Larry was mistaken.
As he spoke, something came bhurtling
| down to earth

anything.™

| “"Look out, boys! For God's sake
ook out!™ Captain Montague could
no more keep back his lavoluntary

warning thao he could stay the death
that threatened them.

In another moment there was a ter-
Trench 27 rocked with
The bombproof shelter
fell as If it were made of eardboard,

burying them beneath it. The heaped-
CHAPTER XX!l—Continued. up dirt at the top of the trench was
scatterad llke so much sawdust.

St man was already asking head There was no longer any light In
Juarters . with General | fhat little inferno except what came
Fre ¢ his sta. when the | from the starlit heavens Men—or
ching form gained the English | What had once been men—Ilay motion-
trench. The man climbed up the face | less where the powerful explosive had
4 earth « vinkment. and shout- | iung them. Others had vanished as If
tne *“Den't shoot! Do shoot! I'm |1oto thin alr~never to return. And

t Corman—) 1ris} he peered | for a few brief moments all was sllent.

v at the rt faces turned up to| Then someone stirred (n the sbam
his. ves, It was Captain Montague. One

It was Larry Redmond—that dishev l-.‘ the timbers from the roof of the

ung to the top’ of the | d bombproof had falien upon
was stll in eg: and, weak ns he was from

iform. but without hat ¢s, he conld not release It
a h had cast aside, while “Boys, take that beam off my leg!™
he ¢an, for greater safety when he | he called faintly. “I can't move! Take
= ld reach his goal. He had no de !!f off, 1 tell you!™ He called several of
p a bullet intended for at’- s en by name. But no one an-
And that uniform was | swered, He groaned then, as bhe
struggled to rise, and fell back faint

where you are!” Montague | IDR.

hin “Boya, If he moves, The telephione buzzer began to call
fire™ he told his . Insistent!y And there was one man

“I'm Redmond (Captain Redmond | who heard it. Larry had been stunned
of the Irish Guards! Larry cried. “I've i for a few seconds. How he might be
been on special service inside thelr | wounded he had not the slightest idea.
lines, and they d—n near got me By But that he was hurt he had not the
their maps this is Trench 27, iso't 1t? | slight doubt. He could barely move,
I'll explal 1 & minute.” LT nsclousness returned to him. Buot

“Yon wave to do a lot of explaln- | untll the call of the telephone roused
ing.” Montague told him. bim further he had been content to

“Tell me—has anyone been here— | lle where he fell—and rest. That sig
someone you don't know—a-passin’ | nal, however, spurred him to dogged
himself off perhaps for a RBritisher, | effort.
bringin’ you some news—some word—" “The telephone! It lsn't smashed™

“Some word of what?' Captaln Mon- | be cried. *“Oh, God! Let me get to
tazue asked that telephone! [If they attack us now

“1 don't know—1 can't make out™ | we're done for!” He dragged himself
Larry shouted desperately “But | along the littered floor of the trench
there's mischief ahead for Trench Z27.| for a few feet, then sank down with a
I've seen their maps; and one of their | groan. “Oh, my God! My leg!” he
sples—" He paused as Streetman’s | moaned. And then he drifted into a
volce caoght his attention. The dis | delirfum. Hils mind wandered back to
guised German spy had at last suc Ethel Willoughby. And once more he
ceeded In getting someone | found himself in Sir George Wagstafl's

n authority
to receive his message. And now he

wase delivering his false Information.
“Who's that speaking?” Larry asked
the English captain sharply. And Im-
mediately he answered his own ques-
tion. *“It's Strassman, ecaptain! I
know him. He's a German spy! Don’t
let him telephone! It's a trick!”" Im
lLis eagerness that disastrous
he warning that
Montague had men, and the

wild-eyed Irl ose to his feet
point-blank at him.

The British |
But Larry sensed his danger just in

By
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message f
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the

time. n his face
on the f and the
bullets w
Cant {mpressed
wit! 1nd he ordered
Streetman to put down the telephone.
4 . * - . - - s *
He thought t w h further
investigat
Ly g remember
me? e O 8t the tele-
phone
But s irono nerve did |
—_—T Ve L
ol - Karl of the
. n APy At 1T Tery
. b e B - “He's the
" e 1 = rLeard
T ' -~ antain’
» E J captain
& w f you!™ Larry
- e . ; § = b - - o-:,',’.‘f
1# e ! e ¥ tedl, B Bireet
- =" . versation with
e ey 2 ae 8 last resort
Capts He ELot the fnstrumnent !
e the spy's grasg Then, under
eor of the lLarry lesped in
g o tre
3 o you, Eedmond™ Btreetman
ewore, For the woment his hatred be
trayed 141
N ™ .5 rey - N .
e Larry repeated joy
. You hear, eaptain? He knows
! really am’! He called me Hed

mond!” And as Btreetman odged near
tiet to the trench the Irishman

eried, “Don’t let him get away, ser-
geant!™

Beveral men grabbed Htreetman
then

“Captaln—here’s my revolver!” Lar-
ry held his weapon out to Montagne

“Put me under errest till yon invest!-
gate,” he suid

“Thapk you, Redmond!” the enlight-
ened Montague replled. He was vast
ly relleved. “You've done us a great
rervice; and he nearly fooled us,
My God-—he nearly fooled us!” he re
peated, as he realized the dlsaster that
Larry had so narrowly averted. “Now
he'll pay for 1t!" he cried. “Rergeant—
stand that man agalnst the trench!

Boya!™

“Don’'t shoot me Illke that! 1 tell
you I'm Innocent!”™ Streetman was
begging for his life now,

house In London, pleading with her to
marry him. . Boon he galned
control of his befuddied braln agaln
“I've got to get to that telephone!” he
told himself desperately. “Come on,
Larry! You can do 1t™ he told him-
self flercely. “D——n your Irish heart!
It's only five feet more!™
S0 his undaunted spirit lashed his bro-
ken body to Its bidding

At a8t he gained the At the
other end headquarters was still trylng
frantically learn of that
interrupted message that the German

Come on!

"‘phone

to the reat

#py had started to relate,
o, nol! I'm not lee! I'm Red
nd!" he gasped Captaln Redmond

v Tr 11 * :
of the Irish Guards Rpecial service!

Major Drayton, you remember

rry sald almost joyfully, as he
overed to whom he was speaking.
“Lister Bomh aeroplane—Trench 27
wiped send  reserves! Under-
stand? Oh, my leg!™ he groaned.
“"Walt™ he continoed “Didn’'t a girl
en Engllst ith my pass oommne
to you with fon from me? . .
Ehe didn’t? Oh, Ethel, where
ar A [ister sten™ he
wgged the officer back theres at head
juarters “Crown prince marching
agein Von Kluck flanking us!
Tourr ! Le Cateag Giet the
Freneh 1 re troopa. You can’t?
_‘I?_.f_ retreat—retreat right to the very
gates of Paris It's our only ehance.
o k& Yen ke+p guard”™ Hae
dropped the instrument then. He had
done his duty
Captain Redmond straightened him-
self to ki full belght. And his hand
reached for his revolver. He 414 not
remember that he had surrendered Rt

voluntarily to Montague

“I'll keep guard™ he repeated in a
dazed and mechanical fashion, as be
groped for the missing weapon.
a wecond more he toppled npon
the ground. Redmond of the [rish
Guardas had falnted.

1
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CHAPTER XX|II,
“The Bweetest Girl | Know™

For almost ten dayn Larry Redmond
had lain, delirionus, In a littls chureh
In France, not many miles from Paris.
It wam only the wreek of a church now,
for the German mshells had swopt It
leaving ruin In their wnke. Fven the
statne of Christ on the Cross which
surmonnted the sitar had not encaped
desecration, for the apper part of the
erucifix had been spapped off Hke
matchwood and now rested against the
lower part of the figure of the SBavior.

Re-enforcements had reached Trench
27 In time—thanks to Larry's berolsm;
and though he knew nothing of what
had bappened after he Lad fallen close

by the telephone, the Britiah troops had
stemmed the gup In thelr defensea

Along with others of the Injured,
Captain Redmond bhad been hurried
away froin the front as fast as waas
possible, untll at last he had bDeen re
celved Into the Aeld station for the
English wounded for which purpose
the Red Cross had presaesd that tiny
church Into wervice When Larry
reached that place It had been far to
the rear of the British first line. But
now, alas! those heroea In khakl had
been forced back untll the boom of
thelr guns was plainly audible In the
violated sanctuary.

Captaln Redmond lay upon & heap
of straw on the floor, About him were
many other men, swathed 1o bundagea,
as he was, and among them there
moved a soldler with the Hed Crosa
insignla upon his arm; and a French
priest kneeled beslde the stricken and

prayed for the welfare of thelr souls |

as well as thelr bodlesn. It was early

morning. three or four hours past mid

night, and the vlul'h-rm! nave was only |

dlmly lighted by a few lanterns,

A doctor strode through the door
WAy,

“l want to see Doector Charles,” he
announced, and to the man who rose
from one of the altar steps, where he
had been examining charts of the
wounded, he explained that he was |
Doctor Aubrey of the Second corps,

sent to relleve the medical officer stn
tloned there, who had been
Joln the ambulance forces at the frout

Doctor Charles handed over his
charts at once and prepared to leave

“1 see Captaln Redmond Is still
here,” Aubrey remarked ns he scanned
the records. “How is he 7™

“Still out of his head!”

“Will he pull through?*

“He ought to.”

“Brave chap, wasn't he ¥
tor Aubrey—"to get us
tion about Voo Kluck's £
ment!"

“If It hadn't been for Hedmond they
woulidl have captured our entire army,”
the departing surgeon rep!led

it Informa
Lking move

ordered to |

sald Doe- |

“There, there! MNeat a bit, old man!
You got a nasty smash ln the head
Ide back!™ And he lowered the cap
taln back upon the straw once wore.

“Out there they're fAghting while I'm
no good to muyone,” Larry groaned,

- L]

. . . . .
“Doector!

you "
octor Aubrey turned ns the Ned
Cross man spoke; and bis glance en-

This Indy wishes o ses

French's headguarters,” the man add
ol
“May 1
nsked her,
Ethe! stepped
“WFor ten Jdavs
your various fleld hosplitals,”

be of service? the doctor

forward then,
I've been searching
shie told

him “Thin s my Inst chancea. Tell
me—oh, 'm afrald! I'm afrald to
ank! She nerved herself by a

vinible effort. *““T'ell me—Is Captaln—
Captain

An she faltered there came a quick
ery from the wman the doctor had just
left

“Ethel!” Larry's eall electrified them.

She hurried to him

“Oh, my dear!” she answered with
| a dry soh.

“My darlin’! My darlin’! You're
safe—you're not hurt? he exclaimed,

as she put her arms about him with
| Immense telderness

| *“No, mo! And I'm here with you,
| thank God!™
| “Tell me—what pews from the

front ™ he demanded, as a roll of can-
nonading flled the church with its res
onant booming

“Oly, | can't tell you,” she sald, “It's
too dreadful,” But she saw that he
crnved] the truth, even though It were

"We're still
Paris Is lost.™
of n bugle again sounded
the rovar of the great

the worsL retreating.
They say

The notes
through

i clear

“Pretty big things for one man to | ...
do!™ the newcomer exclalmed ! “Oh, dear God, they mustn't take
Doctor Charles agreed with him, and | po oy Larry cried. “If we can keep
after saying a hurrled good-by h':l'!l.'ﬂ, we've a fighting chance.” Jle
passed on Into the gray of the aD | ., neq abruptly then, and turned his
proaching dawn | bead as if at some wondrous sound.
As Aubrey set about his duties “!"l,'lat--n to the bugles!” he shouted
secemed to him that the roar of the “Thesy're not pinying retreat! That's

artillery became increasingly distinet
And It was not long before the blare
of a bugle sounding retreat was waft
el unnmistakably through the
doora

At the sound of that orler one of
the men lying upon the floor ralsed
himself npon an elbow and listened.

“I tell you—retreat! MNetreat!™ he
eried “Right to the very gntes of
Paria! Oh, Ethel-——where are
you?*

“Who's that?' Doctor Aubrey asked
of one of his Red Cross assistants

“Captain Redmond'! He goes on llke
that of the time.” man ap-
Ewered,

most the

“The telephone! 1've got to get to
that telephone!” Larry shouted, “Come
on, Larry! You ean do it! It's only
a few feet more!™

The doctor kneelesd beside him.

“There, old man! Take 1t
easy!™ he pald, It was plain to him
that the wounded man wan living over
ngaln thore tense and terrible moments
In the trench,

All at once a dazed look came over
Captaln Redmond’'s face. [He looked
at the doctor curlously.

“What place Is thia?
he asked. He had at
his senses,

“You're at an English field hospital™

thers,

Who are you?™
last regainesd

the doector sald,
“Then they got me, didn’t they?
sald Larry. *“Did | telephong head

ecan't remember,
I tried to crawl to
Was [ too Iate?

quarters In time? |
There was a bomb
the 'phone.

Tell me!”

“Your Information came in time to
prevent thelr flanking our whole army,”
Doctor Aubrey told him.

“Thank God!” Larry murmored.
“And Miss Willoughby? She was at
Tourville? Where I8 gshe? ., . No,
no! You wouldn't know,” he sald, as
the doctor rhook his head. “And
Strassman? He 4ldn't get away?”

“Htramsman? You mean the German
spy who was with you In Trench 277

“Yea, yes!" Larry sald eagerly.

“*Their bomb got him,” sald the doe-
tor. “He's dead.”

“That's one good shot they made”™
Captain Redmond replied. *“Tell me—
we've turned them back? We've saved
Paria?"’

“1 fear not,” the other sald, and
his grave face revealed the anxiety
that he shared with all his fellowa
“We're only ten mlles from Paris now.
We've been retreating for over a
woesk.”

“But that was part of the plan™
the wounded man cried. “To retreat,
and then—"

“I know,” the medical man Inter-
ruptel. “But we haven’t been able to
ecut thelr lines. Even the government
has been moved to Bordeaux. The
(GGerman’s aren’t five miles from here.
Last night they shelled this church,
They're four to one. ['m afrald we're
done for.”

Larry grasped at the arm of the man
who knelt heside him.

“Don’'t say that!” he begged. "It
ean’'t be. They can't take Paris. They

ean't. Dear God, | beg thee—"

open |

the call to attack! What does

It mean?

I A messenger burst Into the charch
| “Who's In charge here?” he de
| manded

“l am,” Aubrey told him.

“I'm from headquarters,” the man
| sald. *“Is Captaln Lawrence Redmond
here?

“Yeu, yeu! ['m here!” Larry ealled,
struggfng to his feet with Ethel's
help

The messenger croased to where the
wounded man stood, half supported

by the girl,

*“l have the honor to report,” he an-
nounced, “that French and
General Joffre extend to you thelr
grateful thanks for your Information,
and to state that you have been men

Genernl

tioned in the Adlspatches for signal
,Ibfll\"rjf in the cause of the alllea.”
“Oh, my dear—and you =sald ‘For

King and Country! " Ethel exclalmed,
her heart near to bursting with pride
in him

“What do | matter,” he chided her,
“when ont there they are driving us
back? Hear their guns!™

“One moment!” sald the messenger,
“l have to adq, air, that your Informa-
| ion, coming at a vital time, has en-
| abled the English troops, In conjune-
! tion with the French, to execute a turn-
ing movement. And after a four-days’
battle the enemy Is now in retreat be-
yond the Mame."

Larry seemed not to grasp the news.
He looked dully at the man from head-
quarters

“What did you say 7" he asked.

“The enemy s In retreat.”

“But they sald we were beaten,”
Larry stammered,
“I'm just In from the front,” the

messenger informed him. *I tell you,
the enemy Is in retreat”

“And I'nris? Parls Is safe?’ Larry
eried, as the Joy of It all broke over
bim.

“Paria {8 eafe.” wnas the answer,

A band wans playing now, nand those
glad folk in the little church conld hear
the thunder of marching feet,

“You hear?' the messenger asked.
“That's the French, The reserves are
coming up from Paris”

*That's the Engltsh troops!” Larry
shouted, as he recognlzed a familiar
marching alr.

“Yea! They landed today,” the man
sald

Larry stood there listening to the
welcome strains. One arm he had flung
about Fthel
above his bandaged head.

he exnlted,
they're playing, my darling?” be asked
her. It was “Tipperary.”

The wounded men caught up the

sONE.

(‘:ptnln HRedmond smiled happlly as
the soldlers shouted the words; and as
they reached a certaln passage of the
chorua he looked down at Ethel with a
world of tenderness In his eyes and
held her closer,

The English Tommies were singing,
“The sweetest girl | know[™

THE END, .

eountered o girl—an  English girl,
dressed In & suit once white, but now
torn and bedraggled.  Ier hale was |
disheveled, and her face showed pale
and wan o the halflight of the Mm
church.

“She has a passa from General

DADDY'S EVENING
EAFAIRY TALE §

b MARY GRAHAM BONNER

FROGS' BED-TIME.

“Well," sald Grandpa Frog, “it's a
Cold Iway."”

“How Dright of you to sny so," sald
Mr, PPond Frog with o Grin,

“It's very Rude of you to Talk to
mae In such n wanner,” retorted Grand-
e Frog, It Is n Cold Day., Perhaps
you know It—=but then I know It, too,
and there Is never nny Harmw In Say
one Kknows,"

"wuld Mr, Pond Frog.
snnppaed Grand

Ing somthing
“It all '!i'[n nils,”
“Diepends

on whnt ™

pn Frog

“You might know." answered AMr
Pond Frog slowly, “that Snnkes ke
to Eat us up. DBut I hope you wouldn't
Eo up toa Sunke amd bow politely nnd
sy ‘I beg your pardon, Mr, Snnke
but It must be almost your Eating
thme, and 1 kn that you like Frog
1 nlso thont th nre n great
many living down vouder.!

“Woulldd you say that? asked Mr.
Pond Frog with n Wieked Grin. “You
know that, you see, nnd you say there
In 1 Hurm in saying something you
know.,"

“You're absurd, that's what vou nre"”
mnld  Grandy Frog I ecourse I
wouldn't Iell  everything 1 knew,
SBome thing ould be wvery Silly to
tel) You should see that I know the
dIMerenc Fhere Is no Harm In Talk-
Ing nbhout the Wenther

“Yi there Is snapped Mre Pond
Frog

What Harm?" nsked Grandpn Frog
In surpriss

i T t Wenther Is Tolked
nhont itogether too much It

fust

—— 12

He Was Too Tired to Argue.

has things all its own wny becanuse we
have Tulked about it so often. It's
thoroughly, absolutely spollt!™

“Well, I'm guing to Talk nbout the
Wenther, Just the same,"” sald Grandpa
Frog

“Yes," suld Mr, Pond Frog In a
Hounrse, Weary, Mournful Volee, *I
Buppose everyone will, I ean't Teach
such Wisdom us this, Anlmals, Crea-
tures und Grown-Ups won't Listen.”

“I'm glad you see I's hardly worth

while,"” sald Grandpa Frog., “And now
I will tell you what 1 had to Say ut
the very start of our Conversation, be-
fore you were so Rude as to Interrupt
me"

“I'm never Rlude,”
Frog.

“Oh, very well,” sald Grandpa Frog
a8 he sighed heavily, “but let me finlsh
what I have to Say. It Is Cold, You
can't Deny It. And I'm ready for Bed,
Winter will soon be coming on—and
anyway the Cold Weather s here,
That's enough for me, I'm Tired and
ready for n good Winter's nap,”

“Are you ready to go to Bed for the
whole winter?" asked Mr. Pond Frog.

“Yes, I am,” sald Grandpa Frog.

“Well, now come to think of It,” sald
Mr, Pond Frog, “1 do belleve I am."

“You see, It wasn't so Sllly of me to

retorted Mr, Pond

Talk nbout the Wenther, after all,”
sald  Grandpa Frog, giving a blg
Chuekle,

“I would have soon found out I

wanted to Sleep,” sald Mr. Pond Frog,
very Sleepy Volee, For now he
was too Tired and Sleepy to Argue or
Quarrel,

“But,” sald Grandpa Frog, “you enn't
go to Sleep yet, You must tell all the
other Frogs that it's Bed-Time., And
I will help you,™

Poor Mr. Pond Frog could hardly
Hop about, so Tired was he after the
long Bummer, DBut he went to the dif-
ferent places In the Pond Grandpa

And the other he waved | Frog told him to, and Cronked every-
j where ;
“More of our boys off to the front!™ | Tjpe" Grandpa Frog went about, too,
“And do you mind what | 4nd satld:

“Bed-Time, Winter Bed-
“OGet your Bed of Mud.
Roll yourself up In it. The Ice will
come =oon, and If we're not Warm,
we'll Freeze”

Mr. Pond Frog heard him say that
and Laughed, eéven though he was
80 Bleepy. "Of course,” he sald, “if
we don't keep Warm we'll Freeze.

There yon are agnin saying something
everyone knows!"

But Grandpa Frog didn't Hear, for
he was showing some of the Younger
Frogs how to roll up In mud where
they could Bleep all Winter,




