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another long avenue of trees. The
white walls of an isolated mansion
stoed out in the distance against the
black-green of the forest, and the fad-
ing purpie of the evening sky. The
grounds about it were encloscd by a
high pointed iron fence; it looked a
veritable prison.

After tramping another mile we
emerged inte an open spaee between
the trees and the rolling sand dunes
of the coast, and saw hcf ore us a large
limestone building, three stoeys in
beight and almost surrounded with
bread, glass-enclesed balconies. The
tracks of a disused tramway rn to
the gate, and the rust uponi the rails
spoke more fercibly than ever o! deso-
lation and desertion.

'We passed through the stene gate-
way and crossed the snow-covcred
lawn. Everything was as dark and
dreary as the grave. Surely no one
waa within!1 We xuounted the steps
snd rang the bell. Its peal rever-
berated strangely through the empty
halls. After a few moments, hew-
ever, a liglit appeared and a selitary
manu entered the rotunda; lie turned
the electrie switcli, fiooding the room
with a bright light. lie came tethe
door, umlocked it, and rolled it back
ulowly upon its wlieels.

«Gut evening, zlientlemen," lie said
in English, but witli a peculiar
Franco-Gerxnan accent, difficuit te
diagnose. «lIt ias fery koît, iss it notl»

We acknowledged the fact.
"You are frem the Canadian Fies-

pitall h»le queried.
«You were evidently expecting us V»

I replied. "W. are the advanee party
frein that liospital?»

Uà- ininqhpd the door wide for us te

rangements you have for supper 1
the men. When they are made ce
fortable, it will be plenty of time
our dinnert.1

lHe piloted us juto a large ro,
with red tiled floor. There was gc
accommodation for the men, and 1
kitehen ranges were close by. Ti
had their cooks and rations w
them, and as soon as we had seen ti
everything wus satisfactory, and 1.
ehesen their sleeping quarters, we
turned for our own dinner.

Inx a cemmodieous roem, just off
rotunda, a roaring coal fire was bl
ing on the heartli. Big easy-cu
had been cenveniently placed for
and Burnham and I feUl into thi
and stretched our tired feet tei
the fender upon the ricli red Turk
rug. The table was spread close
and we noticed. the fine linein,
sparkling eut glass, crested silver E
Limoge china. The scent of delici
2French cooking was wafted te us p
the lieavy silken hangings of the d
Presently our German host appea:
once more:

"Vat vine will the zheutlemen hý
mit zelir dinner?" lie mnquire4
litely.

Burnliam threw hiniaelf be
his seat and laughed aloui. "
smoke 1" lie chuekled, "and we are
the war!»

"'Wbat wines have yenV» I qu
tentativeýy.

"Anyzing yen wish to namme r
lie responded with a certain so
pride.

I thouglit I would put him to
test.

ianceci.
zir."

C> Iet it


