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Our New Serial Story 
THE MOST FAMOUS WAR NOVEL OF MODERN 

TIMES, SHOWING GERMANY'S RUTHLESS HAND 

~~ U1 FRANCE, AUSTRIA AND DCTMMARK 

© Under the title “Disarm” this novel won for its author, Caroness 

Bertha Von Suttner, the Nobel Peace Prize 

The story contains some passages strangely prophetic of the 
present world struggle, although the final scene of the story is the 
Franco-Prussian War of 44 years ago. The hypocrisy of a nation 

adopting conscription and a policy of huge armaments and pretend- 
ing to hope for peace is proven to the hilt, 

IT ISA WOMAN'S PROTEST AGAINST WAR 

START WITH THE 

A SERIAL STORY BY 
BARONESS BERTHA VON SUTTNER 

g Fell rights controlled by British and Colonial 

Press, Limited, Toronto, 

300K I. 
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CHAPTER 1. 

At seventeen I was a very highly- 

strung girl. 1 should hardly realize 

this to-day, if it were not for the 

diaries so carefully lald away. In 

them I find again my long-lost en- 

thusiams, thoughts, and feelings now 

ptterly forgotten, convictions of 

‘which now not a vestige remains, and 

sympathies which have long been 

dead and buried. 1 catch a glimpse 
«of the emptiness and silliness which 
fAlled my pretty little head. But, as 
A painfully learn from my mirror, of 
the prettiness little trace 1a left, al- 
thopgh the old portraits assure me 
hp wr once existed. 3 

LJ 

) 
J 

FIRST INSTALMENT 
ANITA 

=7 Giscomvsii wucn | WIOT8 i ~ 

“OQ T~an of Arc! hercie, ha*venly 
virgin @ If only I too migh @ vo 

waved tne orifiamme of France, «. .wn- 

ed my kicg, and died for my father- 
land!” 

Alas! this modest 

| never gratified. 
| Again, 1 longed to be torn im the 

arena by lions like the Christian mar- 
tyrs. But the heroics were not for 

me. I must frankly admit that my 

life was a commonplace failure, and 

the glories for which my soul thirsted 
were for ever closed to me 

Often the little red book exclaimed 
“Oh that | had been horn a boy!” 
Then'l should have been ahle to win 
fame. But feminine heroes are few. 
How seldom we have QGracchi for 
sons, and not often may we hope to 
carry our tushands on our backs 

through the Weinsberg Gates, or to be 
& queen and hear the sabre-swinginz 
Magyars shout, “Long live Maria 
Theresa, our King!” A man need 
only gird on the sword and dash to 

ambition was 

fame and laurels, to capture a throne | 
like Cromwell, or a vorld-empire llke 
Napoleon. 

My highest type of manhood was 
"always a military hero. 1 had slight 
respect for mere poets, scholars, and 
discoverers. The heroes of many 
battles were the object of my ador- 
ation and devotion. Were they not 

chief pillars of the state, tha 
[1% of history, the builders of 
empires? Did they not tower {n God- 
like grandeur over all other heroes, 
as did the Alps and Himalayas over 
mere grass and valley flowers? : 

| From all this it need not bo con- 

5, Dature. My enthusiasms and passions 
| paturally took their beat from my 
SEE on and environment, My father 

8 an Austrian . Generalg who had 
at under “Father = Radetzky” at 

tozza, and therefore adored him. 
Nened untiringly to the uneading 

of this eampaien. Mv dwar 

tu ner ACTtukiLY pitiea viloF 

bad not had these proud and glorious 
‘experiences, and | alwayegregretted 

and nations 1 fetche” 

omen wa 

that I, being a girl, would never have 
these magnificent opportunities; and, 
having heard some mention of th: 
question of the equal rights of wo- 

men, I felt sure that the only ad- 
ditional right 1 should ever keenly 
desire would be the right te go to 

war. How charmed ] was with the 

story of Se Hn or Catherine 17 

when I .repd: “She mad p 
r 

sh red this or ty 

for this warlike ideal of th 

That the God of Battles has constan 1, 

decreed wars stamps itse'f vpon the 
mind from the first. ard one earl~ 

accepts the bh Het that war is nec 
gary to oa natir ] i 

oe 

Py 

t'm ( ’ [ slo 0 

not cover vn the wickedn-ss, the cor 
row, the arouish of it al’, but present” 

it no a nar nf tho inevitabla. brn» 

r must no 

m be tev Y t not everv 

’ 2 der of hi 

country? So he murt b> made a war. 

enthusleat v. His spirit must de 
her?ened long befora he questions 
through his natural sympathies why 
we {inflict these horrors and suffer. 
ings upon others. Such dondts must 
be carefully repressed. - 

~~ History as it is taught alms to warp 
the inborn, -~Aivine Impulse to hats 
barbarism: and inhumanity. Tuc tale 
is so told as to belittle that part of 
the story which appeals to the sym- 
pathles. @ 
And the same books, the same sud: 

* jects, the same system, encouraging a 
like admiration for war and military 

heroics, are glven to the girls—de- 
lightful pictures for the tender souls, 
who otherwise are taught *-°t they 
must be gentle and mild. 1 fright 
ful stories of carnage and rapine from 

B. ble days, from Mace lonian and Puni- 

times down to the Thirty Years’ War 
and Napoleon, repeat the horrors of 

the thing until the senses become 
callous. To read of citles burned and 
the people put to the sword with th 

victims trodden under foot was a kae¢ 
enjoyment, and to heap one horro 

upon the other blunted the perception 

‘oulttvated and merry natu. 

till war no longer could be rezar 

from the point of view of human 

but wr: received as something qu te 

special , mysterious, majestic, an’ 

sanctified. : 

war alone could give tae hLighes 

honor and dignity, so they learn a! 
th military and glorifying odes 

they Lecome, like the Spar.an mothei 

of old, the women who present batil 

flags and regimental colors, and ar 

the admired and happy belles duri 
the ball season, when they rece! 

the attentions of the brass-butlto: 

officers’ corps. 
As a child I had tutors and a gove: 

ness at home, and was not rearsd 

a8 convent, as was often the case 
children of my position. My moth 1 
had died early, and the four childr 
were watched over hy an clderly aunt 

We spent our winters in Vienna, an 

our summers on the estate in Lowe 

Austria. Having a good memory an¢ 
being ambitious, I was the delight «of 
my teachers. Since I was denied th 
career of an heroic female warrio , 

' made it my enthusiasm to extol .! 
who had heiped to make the world’: 
history through war. I mastered th: 

French and English languages por 

fectly. I learned all that was con- 

sidered necessary for girls in natural 

history, physics, and astronomy, but 

in the reading of history 1 knew no 

limit. The ponderous records of wars 
rom my father's 

them my leisure 

"nn 

library and speat wi 
hours. . 

On March 10, 1857, I celobra __. my 

seventeenth birthday. “Already seven- 

teen,” I set down under this date. 

This .‘already” was a bit of symbol 

{sm, and undoubtedly was meant to 

gignity “and as yet I have done 

nothing immortal.” 

The Season was approaching, and 

it was arranged that I should be ntiro- 

duced into society, but the + pect 

did not fill me with keenest 

pleasure, I felt aims were 

higher than Y- 4 conquests. 1 

could not ' cxplained to mysei! 

what _.¢ triumphs for which 1 

lon~ i was hard!y aware of the 

rowantic attitude hich possessed me 

I was full of : owing dreams aud as 

pirations, ~uca as swell the hearts o 

youths und maidens, and fill them 

with a longing to work out thelr ideals 
in all sorts of ways. It is at this age 
that the love of knowledge, action, 
travel, adventure, show themscives 

and are perhaps only an unrecognized 
activity cf the soul filled with desire 
to express itself, 
Aunt Marie was ordered to try the 

waters at Marienbad during the sum- 
mer, and found it convenient to take 
me. 

to take place till the following 
ter, and this trip to the fa<>‘on- 

adle springs gave me a littl ®, re 
Hmjoary practice in dancing’and coa- 
vetshtion, 30 that 1 coud wear off 
some of the shyaes~ before my frst: 

saison. Souk PE a A al cw 

{ rdmiration for war h-rocs 

| sunniest, fairest futures, 

| 

My coming-out in society was | 

{ my 

{ and worship. The love of wy 

: the cradle together and 

+ protest: 

Waturaily at my first ball I had no 
jreggfor anything but the ghrilliant 
eiitary uniforms which wer’ present 
in suck array. But of all the splen- 
did Huesars, Count Arno Dotsky was 
the most dazzling, and with him I 
danced the cotillion and several 
waltzes. 
The acquaintance quickly ripened 

into an attachment and we wore he. 

trothed on r eighteenth birthday, 

after w! 1 a¢ court. 

After our marriage we took an 

Italian journey, having been granted a 

long leave of absenco. Retirement 
from the r raentioned 

i 

of my elezaat H vd lek d for 

ward to his certain v~omot'on He 

would rise unquestion hy to tho ran 
of | ‘ 

th i i & 

little Srseth of of thage 
come back % me fron th 
leaves, tn whieh | Sad + © ve 
ink recorSing fd pec: | » and 
bad hwmose OWA ui ry r 
calla these Pye Oke old half- 
forgotten fatrpdade. What co 1d have 
been adled Po my overflowing heart? 
«for 1 bal Yee Mobes, rank, health, 
vorytding. My dashing Hussar, whom 
? loved wih my whole soul was a 
manly, soble-bearted man, with a most 

It might, 

have Deen olherwise, for our ac- 

quaintance had deen so short, and it 
was aot our wa discretion and wise 
shossing whieh brought us z!l this 
happiness. Bet the little rcd-bound 
book bore me entry for a long time. 
Walt a moment! Here 1 find a 

Joyous event noted—my delizht at bo- 

coming a mother. A New Year's gift 
~—~4 son was born to us, the 1st of 
January, 15069. The diary was re- 

sumed to note with pride and astonish- 

ment this all-absorbing event, as 

though we were the first to whom 

such a happiness had ever come. The 

an 

Journal teemed with comments on the | 
The 

As 

al love,” it 

€ OL 

— vg and sacred event. 

fute world had to be inform. d 

tc the marvel of “mater: 

was mine to magnify the of 

motherhood. Was it not th 

th art and lite: 

and story? & 

I cultivated this ideal © o=t ~are 
fully, collecting poems, baby 350 
and #lustrations from 

picture galleries. As i 

school books foster and 

sme of 

<Q 

An d:v 17D 

my collections I deve! 
worship to baby-wor~hip m 

ing little man was to me the mig st 

wonder of the world. Ah, my ‘03, 

grown-up manly Rudo f th lov 
in my matur:r yc. rs eo d 

in color the hours of chillis wo der 

youas 

motherhood is insignificant in com 

parison to what 1 1 for 3 o day 
even as.is “he Yab: hi d 

diings beside the ful -grown man. 

How proud the father was of his 
tiny heir, us he pl df 1 th 

ch 11 

This was the great question 

2s we hung over 

a) <ivg 

decided unanimously—a ¢ CL f 
course. Sometimes the mo her . 

1 

h: be?” 

that we discussed 

in battle?” “Non ense,” the father 

woald answer; “at the ppoiuted 

time each one meets his ead.” Be- 
sides, Ruru was not to be the only 
son, but being the first he wmust be 

what his father and grandfather 

were, the noblest oi all-—a soldier. 

So it was setiled, and so the joke was 
persisted in, and on his third-month 
“irthday he was promoted to the rank 

' a corporal. 
On that same day a great Sonatas 

« me over me, something that made 
me fly with a heavy heart to my little 

note-bcok. Dark clouds had arisen in 
the political horizon, and the fears 
and suspicions were daily growing into 
comments wherever people met to- 

gether, 

“Trouble In Italy is brewing” was 
the frequent remark. I had no time 
now for heroics and politics, so f{t 

hardly touched me. 
of April Arno said to me: 
“Do you know, darling, it will soon 

break out?” 
“What will break out?” 
“The war with Sardinia.” 

I vas terrifled. “My God, that will 
be terrible. And must you go?” 

“l hope so.” 
“How can you say that? 

leave your wife and baby?” 
“When dut- calls.” 
“Of course we can reconcile our- 

seives—but to hope—which means de- 
sire—to wish for such a bitter duty—* 

“Bitter? Why, a jolly, dashing war 
like that would be glorious! You are 
a soldifr's wife, never ne that.” 

1 threw myself To futo his hrme. 
“Oh my darling husband. | can be 

contvat@end brave besides. How 
often I have envied the heroes of niy- 
tory and longed to be one of its 

heroines, What a glorious feeling ic 
Tiwet Be ro go ito hattle! Lr 1 sep 

Hope to 

But on the 1st! 

! an intangible enemy. 

“- dds of 

stil! the 

iT IS SU 

T
a
 

4.
 

Fad 
Sen & NEY 

or ONIy pe aY your siae, ngut, cunyuer, 
even fall!” 9 
“Suchgnonsense, little wife; but 

brave you are. Your place is here 

by the cradle of our little one, whom 

you must raise to be some day a de 

fender of his country. Women must 

keep the fireside warm. It is to savs 

our homes and wives from the attacks 

of the enemy and secure peace, that 

we men must go to war.” 

Why, 1 do not know, but thesa 

words, or similar ones which I had so 
often read with enthusiasm, this time 

struck me as mere shallow phrases. 

Where was the advancing army- 

were the barbarous hordes at the 

door? k itical ter on bet en 

What was the 

{ pressing need of protecting wife and 

child and home? Much as my hus 

band spoke enthusiastically of going 

to war for that, I fatled to see it, Was 

it 2 mere burning desire to rush inte 

adventure, with a promise of excite 

ment, promotion, and distinction’ 

“Yet,” 1 concluded, *“it is a noble 

honorable ambition to delight in the 

brave discharge of duty.” 

I poured out my feelings into the 

little note-book, denouncing Louis 

Napoleon as an intriguer. Aus- 
tria cannot long look on. Wan 

nust come. No, Sardinia wil 

i soon give ia, and peace be maintain 

“5% 

“Suppose he should be killed 

——
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ed. Thus I commented on the course 
of events. My husband's eyes spark 
led at the continued increase of the 

danger. * 

My father also gloried in the pros- 
pect, and retold the stories of the 

Radetzky campal!gns, and discussed 

the impending omnes, as to- how the 

enemy would be easily routed, and a’! 

the advantages which would bo 

“ours.” Of the terrible sacrifices 

nothing was said. I was made to 

feel quite ashamed of my meanness 

when I found myself thinking thus: 

“Ah, how can any victory recompensa 

the dead, the crippled, the widowed? 

How would it be if the enemy con- 
quered?” 

I was contemptuously crushed by 

my military friends if I ventured 

such a remark. Was it not most un- 

patriotic to have the shadow of a 

doubt about our certain victory? Is 
not the duty of a soldier to feel him 

self invincible, and must hot a sol- 
dier's wife share this conviction with 

‘him? 
My husband's regiment was quar- 

tered nn Vienna. The view of the 

Prater from my window promised a 

wo derful spring. The air was warm 

and delicious with violets, the sprout- 
ing buds seemed earlier than in years 
before. How joyfully I might have 
looked forward to the coming weeks 
of delightful driving, for we had pur- 
chased a fine carriage and a four-in- 
hand team of dashing Hungarian 
horses—but oh, if only the war-clouds 
had not hung over all that! @® 
Coming home from a parade on the 

morning of April 19, my husband 
broke the :pell with the exclamation: 
“Thank God, at last this uncertainty 
fs at an end. The ultimatum has 
‘been sent.” 

“And what does that mean®’ 1 
trembd'ed, p 

Continued vg Poe § & cod 

David} Lloyd-George, the Britich 
Cnsncellor of the Exchequer, and M. 

Burk, the RussianfMinister of Finance, 
are in Paris in connection with the mak- 
ing of a $3,000,000, 00(Cjoint loan.} 
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