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At once I

made up my mind to be present, and began my
preparations. But inasmuch as it has never

been my practice to furnish my relatives with an
itinerar}^ of my journeys, and in this case I antici-

pated opposition to my wishes, I gave out that I

was going for a ramble in the Tyrol—an old haunt

of mine—and propitiated Rose's wrath by declaring

that I intended to study the political and social

problems of the interesting community which
dwells in that neighborhood.

" Perhaps," I hinted darkly, " there may be an
outcome of the expedition."

" What do you mean? " she asked.

" Well/' said I carelessly, " there seems a gap
that might be filled by an exhaustive work
on "

' Oh! will you write a book ?" she cried, clap-

ping her hands. "That would be splendid,

wouldn't it, Robert? "

" It's the best of introductions to political life

nowadays," observed my brother, who has, by the

way, introHuced himself in this manner several

times over. Burlesdon on " Ancient Theories and


