
How We Went Out of the Garden

denly the Youngster put on the brake.
" Here," he said to the Violinist, " take

the wheel a moment. I must look back."
Just as he spoke there was a tremendous

explosion.

"Bomb," he cried, as he got out his
glass, and, standing on the running board,
looked back. " They've got it," he yeUed.
" Look I

"

We all piled out of the car, and ran to
the edge of the hill. From there we could
look back and just see the dear old house
standing on the opposite height in its

walled garden.

There was another explosion, and a puff
of smoke seemed to rise right out of the
middle of the garden, where the old tree
stood, under which we had dined so many
evenings.

For a few minutes we stood in silence.
It was. the gentle voice of the Violinist

that called us back. " Better get on," he
said. " We can do nothing now but obey
orders," and quietly we crawled back and
the car started on.

We did not speak again until we ran up
to the gates of Paris, and stopped to have
our papers examined for the last time.
Then I said, with a laugh: "And only
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