
L224 Lge 

Our New Serial Story 
THE el FAMOUS WAR NOVEL OF MODERN 

SHOWING GERMANY'S RUTHLESS HAND 

.- 11 FRANCE, AUSTRIA AND DEKMARK -- 

Ti ~ 

Under the titie “Digarm” this novel ‘won for its author, 

23¢000000000000000000000000000000050%00 

Page Seven 

Raroness 

Bertha Von Suttner, the Nobel Peace Prize 

The story coniains 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. 
n and a policy of huge armaments snd pretend- adopting conscript 

The hypocrisy of a nation 

ing to hope for peace is proven to the hiit. 

IT IS 

START WITH THE 

SCT 2 I ADD DDR TE 

© pA SERIAL STORY BY 

BARONESS BERTHA VON SUTIN 
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conirolled hy British and Colonial 

I. mited, Toronto, 

we are apt our neavemy 

home, but when sorrow and sickness, 

fear and death come in upon us,-or 

if those we adore are stricken, 
then no 

In “¢chis style she would have cona- 

tinued, had not the door been thrown 

open and my father rushed In, ex- 

claiming: — 

“Hurrah, everything is decided. The 

Italian dogs wanted their whipping, 
and they snail have it, they shall have 

Canadian rights 

Press % 

YA Fase sa 
VU Avi fou 

it!” 

War was d-clared. All was ex- 

cltement. People seem to forget that 
two sets of men are voluntarily thrown 

at each other's throats upon the as- 

sumption that there is a mighty third 

power which irresistibly forces them 

to fight. 

thrown upon this mysterious element, 
which regulates the ordained fate of 

the nations. (At this period of my 
life I felt no trace of a revelt against 

TT, war as a system. Because my Dbe- 
foved husband was forced to go and 

1 to remain—this alone was my an- 

suis ® 
1 consoley myself with all my old 

convictions fuat the highest duty of a 
soldier was to te ready for service. 

{story made \§¢ laudable to desire | 
honor and glory ugh patriotic de- 
yotion, It was a pagnliagly elevating 
akoveaht thet | wa= Ha S10 

3 — 
barat gn or Po 

‘Kverywhere 

The whole responsibility is 

f aad 

A WOMAN'S PROTEST AGAINST WAR 

FIRST INSTALMENT 
PAS SSNS SP 

ASN TAIN 

zlven a share in one of fhe 3reat 

vents of history? 

Nothing was being talked of but th2 

war. The newspapers were full of 

it. Prayers were said in all the 

churches for the success of t= army. 

were the sam. @® xcited 

faces, the same eager talk, Business, 

pieasure, Hterature, art, everythin: 

was’ secondary , insignificant, wh'le 
. the scenes of this great drama were 

being played on the world’s arena. 

We read the proclamations, so con- 

fident of victory; we watched the 

trc ops march through with glitter an 

clash of arms, and Dbattle-fiags wav- 
ing; leading artic'~s and glowing 

speeches were filled with patriotic ar- 

dor, appealing to honor, duty, courage. 

self-sacrifice. 
Assurances were made on botl: sides 

tothe people, that their nation was 

known to be the most invincible, each 

had the ouly just cause, each had th: 

noblest aud most heroic cause to de- 

fend. Thus were the people filled 

with enthusiasm, and the conviction 

that war was the most glorious, neces- 

sary, and ennobling thing. 

Every one was encouraged to ‘hink 

that he was a great citizen of _, great 
state for which he must be willing 

to sacrifice himself. kvils of war 

were merely regarded as a necessni 
adjunct,” and always ‘the encmy” 
alone was found guilty of the ewil 

passions, and the brawling, rapine, 

hatred, cruelty, and all the other 
iniquities attached to warfare. Cone 
sequently we were doing the warld 
a noble service in puaishing these 
wretched Itallans—this lazy, sensual, 
upstart nation. And Louis Napoleon, 
with his consuming ambitior,@ vhat 
an intriguer! It was with a storm of 
indignation that Vienna received the 
proclamation: “Italy free 
Adriatic.” -~ 

| 1 uttered slight Ti 

‘sad hoped for 
pif ~ 

py? 

was #0 Ignoble of Italy 
Jyut I was rudely 
casmies ware 

way ~y history I had pa round 

isos 
on vein SA G8 itp ISepes- 

fignce. | felt that aly wes plaging 
this part in the drama before eur eyes, 
but I was quickly aed scowlingly 

given to understand that our govern: 

ment—that is, the nation to which w. 

happened to belong—-could never op 

press, but only cenfer prosperity upon 

saother people, and when they sough: 

~8® break away rom um’ they were 

“rebels,” that our cestrol oouM be 
Ro yoke, for were we not siways and 
only and fully in fhe right? 

In early May Arno's regiment wos 
ordered to mareh. They had to lea © 
Sekt er in 7; Sa x a) eo 

Je Ly ta: 

| ®ount 3m siuniars mmosr ane 
ed Fe sweetheart should break their 

v5 - had made me rejoice’ 
the seifishnes® f such 

a , and presumptuousness 
of our prayers. 
On the "same day a letter came 

trem Arno: 
® 
“Yesterday we had aot! 

fight, and, unfortunately, » 
feat. But cheer up, dar'i 

the next battie we sha’) 

It was my first great 

To stand in a thick chon 
gives o0:¢ a peculiar feeling, 

engog 

er of bullet 

tell you about it by and by; it is 

fright :1. "The poor fellows who fal 
on all sides must be left in enite ol 

their ¢ries-<hut such war @ Vh 
we enter urn to di 1 

the eneiny, you cau n 
for Aunt Maris can take coro ol ew 

little corporal until we return.” 

“Hach letters formed the ganshtne of 
stence, A) ni his wera 

tures. 1 set a candle behind the Ag on Of god dr glen 
screen, for the @arkness frigatencd gone ¢ 0 Fae Ph "tore 
me and sleep was impossible. 1 lay App, : a 
quetly beside him, leaning on one yuo fo; yer, ong Trios ool fora 
elbow and looking into his beloved § wi i149 fo.co myseld  bick to Tap 

face. senses hy Anagt 2 th scene of nus 
I wept and reviewed the cruel fate Joyfyl return, which was much 

which was separating us. How could ELIE to te my experi 
I bear it? Would a merciiut Father e contrary. 
let us soon have peace? Why could | Bad ne: ) 9 
there not be peace always? 1 pic.’ , My fath 
tured him weunded, lyfng on the damp’ gvar Mo: 
ground, and all the agouies that would | he alone. i 
be mine shouid. he mever return. Iigeamtencd. Victor: Lad noon soo 
couid have screamed and throws Wy Win, that we were already platiio: 
arms® about sm, bub 

cern, only the telegrams an{@® ettors 
from Italy seemed of any imp: nce. 

Arno was not given to ! vigting, 

but his short notes -' ; gave me 

the cheering wo- .. he was still 

alive and ur- Jd. Letters were 

irregular fieldpost was cut oft 

durin... cugagement, and then my 
an: oy and sufferiny were indescr.b- 

able. After en li battle, the l'st of 
the killed lcd me each 

fresh terror, as though my loved one 

had lLeld a lottery ticket, smd might 

have drawn the deomed number. 
When, for the flrst ‘ime, 1 read tha 

list and found nc Arne Detzky av:ong 
them, 1 folded my hands acd prayed 

softly, “My @od, I thank thee.” But 
with ®ie words still in my ears they 
suddenly grated upon me. Was | 
perhaps thaaking God that Adolf 

Bchmidt and Karl Muller, and many 
others had bern slain, but not Arno 
Dotzky? Naturally those who pray:d 

Schmidt sac'@ Iu'ler 
would have been glad to read the 
name of Dotzky instsad of those they 
dreaded to find. And why should my 
thanks be juore pleasing 10 God then 

time wit: ’ 

, he mus! eur flag decorations and Te Deum 

was then no “Red Cross” or 

vention of Geneva’ to distribute sup 

plies, and the people were all eagerly 

offering comforts for the sick and 

wounded. 1 entered, feeling impelled 

to empty my purse into the hands of 

the committee. It might save some 

poor fellow—and keep his wother 

from the madhouse. 1 was shown to 
the room where the contributions were 

taken. T passed several rooms where 

long tables were piled with packages 

of linens, wines, cigars, tobacco, but 

mestly mountains of bandages, and 1 

though’‘g vith a shudder, how many 
bleeding gashes it would take to use 
them all—and my father wishing that 

the war might last for thirty years. 

How many of eur country's sons 

would then succumb to their wounds? 

My money was received thankfully, 
and my many questions were an- 

swered, comforting me much to hear 

of the good being dane, 

An old gentleman came in, offering 

a hundred florin bill, and®saying: 
“Allow me to contribute a little to- 
ward the useful work. 1 look on all 
this organization of yours as the most 

humane. 

1 wil] 

J] have serywfwip the cal’d- 

i 
| 

| 
| 
| 
| 

sleep that he should de better ready Instead, the flags were waving sand 

for duty In the morning. I wes WOTR- | the ‘priests chan ting | in T urin. There 
out with my despair, the clock ticked | gngqy were thanking God that had 
meaninglessly, the candle = flickered | yq1ged them to sirik. (0 
low, and 1 sipped Into unconscious | od “Tedeschi” 
ness and dropped on to my pillow in “pather dear. in case cof anot | 
gn Over and over again I started | defeat, will not then peace be de- 
n my sleep, my heart palpitating with elared ?” I asked one day. °® 
fear and alarm, and when 1 thus waked “Shame upon you to suggest such 
for the tenth or twelfth time, it was! gq thing!” he silenced me. “Botte | 
day, the candle had gone out, and ghat it should be a seven vears', ¢ | 
there came a loud knock at the door. g thirty vears' war. co that o atlas] 

“Six o'clock, lieutenant,” said the may pe the conqueror, and we dic- 
orderly who came to rouse his mas- gate terms of peace. If we fight oaly 

ter in good time. ; | to get out of it as quickly as possible, 
lhe hour had come, the dreaded we might ¢s well never have begun.” 

farewell was to be said; 1 was not to “And that would have heen by far 
go to the station, but in cur own room ghe best,” I sighed 
the sad parting was to take place. “Women are such cowards! Eve 

for I knew that my agony would over. yoy, whom I grounded so thorough'y 
come me. As Arno dressed he made {pn principles of patriotism and love 

all sorts of comforting speeches: of fatheriand, are now quite willing 
“Be brave, my Martha. In two go sacrifice the fame of yoar country 

months we will be "fogether aga’n, for vour own personal comfort.’ 
and all will be over. Many come “Alas. . it is because I 1 
back from wars—look at your o Arno so © 1 

keep him at 1 1e, to raisc hyacinths gqi1 

for you? ! will write you lively let- gecond place to love of countiy 

ters of thie whole campaign. My own “Ought : 
ct hog erfuly a ig a go | omen, an d | 2 « 

am onl: t Win m) @ Ta 3 

care of yourself and the darling Ru x S | 
ar . \ cont { 1 | | 

delf. My promotions are for him t Po : 
How he | : e tO I 1is fath oN y 

in which he took part!’ : hy 

I listened to him and felt that per g Syme pg 
: - omtort E13 Ha Re ! 

haps my unhappinezs was all selfish- ; : 

N | 

courage. 
4 o My i t 1 i O58 1 : 

Again a knock at the door. : . Tit das | 
i ’ ‘as 01 "iy ART ancing t 

“I am quite ready; comirg dircct- — "oy io § { 

ly. And be spread his arms. “Now, !;' : 
Martha, my we, my love!” I rushed: ?.” : 

“we gq 1G TW i oR el i Wao 4 i 

to him speachless; the farewell re- ve ; Aha . | 
rus : i vi : Vienna. You have the handsol i 
fused to pass my lips, and it was he husbands and twe nohlest "| 
wlio spcke the heart-break gg word: Ta ra nA / egal 

Ana, ul p : Stlil 4 

“Good-bye, my all, my love, good- rp ue Ee 
Edd ry Reem) - |! my husbai d, but Wil RUIO NWS. 10 | 

bye!” he convulsively sobbed, cover- Sahat micht make 1 Seal 
i i g A 1eil 4 0 axe $ MH 140 

ing his face. This was too much, and im WA 9 1 w a answer R 1 1te, 3 ~Was 1 5 W 
I felt my mind going. » Ye _ = : Bw 

\ ’ stood an ang at ie door, 
“Arno! ..rno!” screamed, wrap- nh : a d Shand: aut of the 

: y a 1eag was ul St Ol i 0 
Fing my arms about him. “Stay! |. » top adj rm beg i — ; wy | 

L999 : 1 Ww 0 1e oining apa ent: - 
Stay! I persistently called, “Stay, “There | , miss. th % 
stay!” ® . el S od nse ringing, miss, 

“Lieutenant!” we heard outside, “it po oA pig on Ulln ya , 
: \ 1, 1S 11% VOI mang gon 
is quite time.” | dg: a rig el 
BRE A lac aiid he MEAG out |. Oh% Was taken fo:tue INSANG ASYM | 

x rah gba “YI three davs ago,” and the head dis- | 

| appeared. ¥ 
CHAPTER IV. | I stood motionless, rooted ta the 
— spot. What scenes there must have | 

: : : . been! What heights of agony before | 
Preparing lint, reading reports, fol- ". : : ot ’ 2h 

7 the poor old lady broke into mz: grad 
lowing on the map the chess-board | : Fa 

. : : | And my father wished that the we 
of the war with my little movable : fH | 

might last thirty years-for the we Mare | 
flags, prayers for the success of our po gH dane fle Bilal bine 1a agi 

. . = a v » HN . &° < J 

side, talking of the events of the day; Shah a dhae’ woudl thake bo tien? 
such were our occupations. All our : rime: 

‘ eS i 1 went down the stairs iaken to 
other interests lagged, one question RR SRR a 

: r (& © ns. $ > ) ‘al Oil an- 

alone occupied wus: When and how ols = Aud so AA maw Thanet 

Selih This ie Rady Ye als drank WORE INAE, ARG OL RC Way PY 
: Fag ’ ™' the Relief Corps storehouse, for there 

read, and worked with no real con- “Con. 

ele 

SEAL 
] BRAT ND 

oe 

< : Na in a IY 

not because it is 
Ca da 

bi wry 

a a ad 

- 

’ 

| "PPL * bheoas - Se 
tos ol wR WA. 8 PERN iN LN 

4 Oo O11 1 COs ie LiYC Ag Uiaad 64 COiiCC 

made in anv 
SCA S FE Corals 

country. 

a} od 

QOualily aS 
a8 ud f 1 AE 

First! ie 

paign eI 1~Uu-i81s, wnen no one grt 

the wound pillows and bandaged 

Therese ever enough surgeons 

and ) and thousands suffered 
n You cannot realiz) 

the good you are doing.” And he 

went away with tears in his eyes. 

Just then there was commotion out 

side." and tirowing open ti doubio 

doors, the guard announced “Her 

] velier tha in her court costume o 

beautiful » r sovereign, who in r 

simple si { res appeared even 

lovlier tha her court costume o 

ball dr 

1d 

x 

© "Ai J 

{ imed t 

taking, « 

{ ssed Into al 

ot 1 ~ \ Dh content | 

I in my ears 

Yes, poor indeed, and the more com 

mgwe se them th ovr But 

head was Why them at 

home altogether? Why send thesa 

poor men into all this misery?” 

' ot ar, 

1€C¢ ary ting i 

found the only excuse for all this 

cruelty in that little word: “Mus 

I i n way and passed a 

bock-store, Remembering that my 

map of the war regicn w worn to 

shreds, I stopped in to ord°r one. A 

number of buyers were there, and 

when my turn came the propriete 

asked: “A map of Italy, madam?” 

“How did you guess it?” 
“NO ’ e sks for AN bs £94 ¢ 

purcha 8) said to a ¢g l 

standing by, “It goes rd nowada 

with wi rs and pub 

So lon { war last ne oli 

terested in intellectual mat 

booksell 

nation, and war is a'ways foll 

by a decline in intelloec 11 standa 

For the thirl time I 4 A 

father, for the good of count 

“LO your business sure Gils ‘ 

“Not mine alone, madam. FX 

for the army providers, all tradesn 

arc fering untold losses Ever) 

thing stands stili in the factory, oi 

the farm, everywhere men are with 
out work, and without bread. @ Our 

securities are failing and gold rises 

in value, while all enterprise is 

blocked, and business is being bank- 

rupted. In short, everywhere is 

misery, misery!” 

“And there is my own father wish- 

ing-——" 1 found myself thinking as 

I left the store, 

My friend was at home. The Count- 

ess Lori Griesbach in more than one 

respect shared the same lot with me. 

Her father was a geaeral, and like 

me she had married an officer. Her 

husband as well as two brothers wera 

in the service. But Lori's nature was 

very light-hearted. She had fully 

convinced herself that her dear ones 

were under the special protection of 
her patron saint, and she was con- 

fide.’ g hat they would return. She 
received me with open arms. 

“So glad to see you, dear; it ls 

good of you te come. But you look 
Anw hed nave=®" worriagd 

= Continued op page 8


