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sonally, in spite of the severe nervous strain he

was under (the effects of which were increasingly-

noticeable at every succeeding conference), he de-

ported himself with a dignity compatible with his

heavy responsibilities. The same may be said of

Captain Von Miiller, which is perhaps as far down

the list as it would be charitable to go in this

connection.

Weighing anchor at noon of the 18th, the

Hercules was locked through into the canal in

good time to see in daylight that section which had

beun passed in darkness in coming through from

the North Sea. A rain, which turned into soft

snow as the afternoon lengthened, was responsible

for rather less frequent and numerous crowds of

spectators than on the previous passage. The

ubiquitous Russian prisoner was still much in evi-

dence. An especially pathetic figure was that of

a lone poUu—still in horizon blue, with the skirts

of his bedraggled overcoat buttoned back in char-

acteristic fashion—whom I sighted just before

dark. Leaning dejectedly on his hoe in a beet-

field, he watched the Hercules pass without so

much as lifting a finger. Most likely the unlucky

chap took her for a German, for the rapturous

demonstrations with which a score of his comrades

signalized their arrival aboard a few days before


