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she ceased to ply her needle, and
stared, like her husband, into the
fire. They were both dressed in deep

mourning,
“Any news?’ she asked, after a
“No, Edith,” the Colonel replied,
fiercely. “How could there be any

news? Haven't we given up hoping

HIGH for news.”
GRADE { “I meant—in the paper, Dick?”

“News in the paper? Yes, yes, of

course there is news—horrible, in-
credible news. Didn’t I tell you after
breakfast?”

“Perhaps, dear,” sighed Mrs. Ender-
mine. “If so, it has gone out of my
mind.”

: “Gone out of your mind? Impos-
For sible, Edith. Didn’t I tell you that the
the Mediterranean, that it has been
smashed by the Germans, pulverized,
; half of it sent to the bottom, the other
{ { ‘ half crippled and helpless; that the
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B * “No, dear,” she answered, quietly,
Wlth z as though all this news were merely
4 the account of a murder or a railway

French fleet has been broken up in
German army is within fifty miles of
accident. “But if I remember rightly

aten‘t Vo, . Sy I haven’'t seen you since breakfast,
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moistener. SNORI it tom us—to England?”
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the ashes of his pipe on the top bar of
the grate, “that England will have to
fight for her very existence.”

Mrs. Endermine picked up her work
and continued to embroider a white
cross on the violet silk of the stole.
Her pale, delicate face and slender,
dark-robed figure was a picture of
B 2 I U e e great and patient grief. She had aged

~7 | very much during the past few
months, and there was more grey now
among the gold of her hair. Her hus-
! band was outwardly unchanged, but
he had not been so irritable since he
had lost his daughter. In fact, he
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: i And now France was being slowly
DELICIOUS YET WHOLESOME ‘ crushed in the iron fist of her most
hated foe. Emngland’s minute army, a
mere handful of men in comparison to
. the great forces of Russia and Ger-
S v many, was powerless to give any as-
g s gistance on land. She had not even
been able to save the French Fleet in
the Mediterranean. It seemed likely
that England would now have to fight,
not to save France, but to save her-
gelf, that she would have to fight, as
Colonel Endermine had said, for her
very existence.

But darker than the shadow of a
terrible war lay the shadow of a per-
sonal loss on the household in East-
ernhoe. Both the Colonel and his
wife were thinking of Joan as they
stared at the fire. The clagsh of arms
was still distant, the smoke of battle
invisible, but here by the fireside
there was an empty seat which they
both could see.

“It all depends on our Navy now,”
the Colonel continued, after a long
silence. “The aeroplanes have proved
practically useless. We have still the
finest fleet in the world, the best
gailors, the best shooting. But we
haven’t quite kept up the two-Power
standard, and now that France has
met with terrible disaster——”

He paused and looked at the foot-
man, ho was crossing the room
with a letter on a salver.

“The post is late,” he said, taking
the letter. Then he stared at the
hand-writing as though he had seen
a ghost, and the colour slowly ebbed
from his red face.

(To be continued.)
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