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      I think it was the stench from within that first roused me from my
 grief and made me realize that this was war and no time for tears. I
 tried to comfort myself with the thought that at least I had a roof to
 cover me, but this was poor consolation.

      Pulling myself together, I started across the lawn towards the
 village in search of aid, for a second glance told me that it was
 useless even to think of entering the house, so great was the filth and
 disorder.

      Slowly I pushed onward, my head bent, my heart heavy with sorrow and
 worry. Twenty paces in front of me I discerned a low mound and then,
 horror of horrors, a huge black cross stood forth in the semi-darkness.
 A grave—a German grave. Some poor souls interred on my greensward; but
 why, since our little cemetery is but a couple of hundred yards up the
 road?

      Villiers is not a cheerful village even in time of peace, but on
 this particular evening (September 14, 1914) it was even darker than
 ever. My eyes growing accustomed to the obscurity could see that most
 of the houses, though damaged from the battle, were still standing and
 in one or two windows the glow of a light gladdened my gaze.

      I went straight to the town hall where I pounded on the door and
 called my name. A familiar shuffling of feet told me that Monsieur
 Duguey had remained faithful to his post as town clerk (the only acting
 official since the army was mobilized) and when he opened the door and
 saw me, his eyes lit up with joy. Holding a candle high over his head,
 he smiled and then his face fell.

      “Pauvre Madame,” he said. “Have you seen the chateau?”

      I nodded.

      “Ah, the vandals! Not war, but highway robbery, I call it. We poor
 peasants had little to lose, but with you, Madame, it is different.”

      And then he told me how but a few hours after I had left the Germans
 took possession of the chateau and how for five nights and days in a
 ceaseless stream the flower of the Prussian army had poured down the
 road towards the coveted capital.

      At dawn on that eventful September morning an officer had ridden up
 to the town hall, called for the mayor or his representative, and on
 Monsieur Duguey's appearance, had demanded so much fodder for the
 horses, so much champagne for the officers, and Charles Huard!

      M. Duguey was taken hostage to respond to the first two demands and
 on having sworn on the cross that both my husband and I were absent, he
 was ordered to lead the way to our home, where for forty-eight hours he
 was detained as prisoner in the kitchen, while a staff of German
 noblemen raised riot in our home.

      Taunted and insulted by the soldiers who mounted guard in the
 kitchen where a chef prepared the general's food, he was bid hold his
 tongue and his temper by this same chef, who, for eleven years, had
 cooked at a well known hotel on the rue de Rivoli! No wonder he spoke
 good French.

      “Pauvre Madame! Perhaps you've come back too soon! If we only
 knew they would not return!”

      The cannon in the distance shook the house as though to corroborate
 his statement.

      “Is there anyone left to help me clean place to sleep in?”

      “I'll go. There are only one or two women who remained behind, but I
 presume sorry they did! What a God-send you got away!”

      I understood and was thankful.

      Monsieur Duguey put his candle into lantern, shouldered a broom, and
 taking blanket, led the way towards the chateau.

      Want of words to express our fears and distress sealed our lips as
 we picked our way into a filthy, can-strewn, bottle-littered courtyard,
 towards a wing of the chateau where I had chosen to sleep.

      I hardly know what we plodded through the corridor. My companion
 pushed things, into heaps in one corner of the room, and when I saw him
 sweep off a mattress and throw his blanket upon it, I realized that my
 bed was made.

      “You are not afraid, Madame?”

      “No.”

      “Then a demain. I will come and help you. I fear, however,
 that I must leave you in darkness, for there are no matches in the
 village. We have to borrow light for our fires, and our stock of
 candles is nearly gone. They are only the butts the Germans left
 behind!”

      Exhausted I fell asleep, to be awakened with a start towards dawn by
 the clatter of horses' feet on the paved court beneath my window.

      Cavalry?

      I listened.

      Yes, surely. But what cavalry? Ours?

      Curiosity got the better of me, and I put my head out of the empty
 sash to behold a most pathetic sight. There in the pouring rain stood
 some twenty shivering horses, once fine animals' but now wounded and
 broken. The lamentable little group, left-behinds of the invaders, was
 headed by my old gray donkey, who had gathered them together and was
 now leading them towards warmth and shelter. This sympathy among
 animals moved me deeply, and I started down to see what I could do to
 alleviate their suffering.

      I am ashamed to say, however, that I never reached the stable, for
 the sights of filth and horror that I met on the way so distracted me
 that I pushed on through the whole house, anxious to see really how
 much damage had been done.

      I was still making my disheartening rounds when the others drove
 into the yard, and the wails of lamentation rose long and loud from
 their lips.

      How can one describe it? It seems almost impossible. Too much has
 already been said, too little is really known, so I shall content
 myself with a few brief statements.

      Above all I would have it understood that the chateau was first
 occupied by General von Muck and his staff. The names crayoned on the
 doors of my bedrooms in big red letters bear testimony—as well as some
 soiled under-linen and a glassentuch marked v. K.—and numerous
 papers stamped with the Imperial seal. These latter are all orders or
 reports belonging to the third army corps, and were left behind in the
 precipitation of the flight!

      As I now am able to see the matter in a cooler frame of mind, I
 realize that not only was efficiency carried out in warfare but in
 looting—for it seems that everything we possessed was systematically
 classified as good, bad or indifferent—the former and the latter being
 carefully packed into huge army supply carts, which for five long days
 stood backed up against our doorstep, leaving only when completely
 laden with spoils.

      Then what remained was thrown into corners and willfully soiled and
 smeared in the most disgusting and nauseating manner.

      A proof of the above-mentioned efficiency can be given in a
 description of my husband's studio, where I found all the frames
 standing empty—the canvases having been carefully cut from them with a
 razor, and rolled for convenience' sake.

      Useless to mention that tapestries, silver, jewels, blankets and
 household, as well as personal linen, were considered trophies of war.
 That to me is far more comprehensible than the fact that our chateau
 being installed with all modern sanitary conveniences, these were
 purposely ignored, and corridors and comers, satin window curtains and
 even beds, were used for the most ignoble purposes.

      Everywhere were sickening traces of sodden drunkenness. On the table
 beside each bed (most of them now bereft of their mattresses) stood
 champagne bottles, and half emptied glasses. The straw-strewn
 drawing-room much resembled a cheap beer garden after a Saturday
 night's riot, and the unfortunate upright piano was not only decked
 with empty champagne bottles but also contained some two to three
 hundred pots of jam poured down inside—glass and all, probably just
 for a joke. Oh, Kultur!

      I think that and the fact that most of my ducks and small animals
 had been killed and left to lie and rot, were the things that most
 angered me, and every time the guns boomed I prayed ardently for
 revenge!

      And 'twas I, who believing in Teuton chivalry, had imagined my
 love-letters, protected by my country's emblem, would be respected! My
 poor little rosewood desk had been mercilessly jabbed with bayonets,
 and its contents strewn from one end of the village to the other. As to
 the Stars and Stripes, when we finally disgorged the pipes of certain
 sanitary apparatus that one does not usually mention in polite society,
 they were found there in a lamentable condition and carried to the
 wash-house with a tongs.

      What a destitute little village we were. Mine was but the common
 lot, for each one had lost in proportion to his fortune. Yet there was
 no lamenting. There was work to be done, for the vintage season was
 coming on and the vines in most places had been respected. The German
 officers had even announced the fact that our country was already
 annexed, and that this was to be the champagne to commemorate the
 triumph of the Fatherland!

      My little servants took hold of their filthy job and worked
 unceasingly though it was a thankless task—for soap and soda did not
 exist, and food, save the vegetables and a little pork, was hard to
 get.

      A week sped by, and then one afternoon a military auto drove up to
 the door. As I saw it enter the yard, I trembled lest it bring bad
 tidings of H., but a kindly officer reassured me, by stating that
 though he brought only word of mouth, my husband was still in the land
 of the living. He also announced that it was his duty to requisition my
 property as a French emergency hospital and that he would be obliged if
 I would put all the beds I owned at his disposal. A doctor and some
 infirmiers would be sent immediately to put the place in working
 order. Would I help? And did I know of anyone I would care to have with
 me?

      “You will be voluntary prisoners, you know, for this is the zone
 de operations, and you will not be allowed to leave.”

      I bethought me of Madame Guix. Was she still alive?

      My friend said he would be glad to accompany me to Rebais, as that
 was as near as any place for recruiting a nurse.

      And so again I whisked across the Marne. This time en grande
 vitesse, and in little over an hour was greeted by the gentle
 superior who 'mid the ruins of all the neighboring houses was quietly
 continuing her work in the convent.

      Yes. Madame Guix was there—a heroine, so I learned, loved and
 respected by every soul who had been obliged to remain in that
 unfortunate town. I found her ministering to twenty-six severely
 wounded men—French, English and Germans—quite alone to do all the
 work, an eighty-year-old doctor coming in but once every two days.

      “I cannot leave them,” said she, pointing to the soldiers, when I
 asked her to ally forces in the reconstitution of my hospital. “But
 just as soon as they are able to be removed, I will come, I promise.”

      In the parlour below, the Sister Superior told me of the invasion,
 while I waited the return of the military motor which was to bear me
 home.

      “She is wonderful,” said Soeur Laurent, referring to Madame Guix.
 “Wonderful—afraid of nothing. Once at the beginning of the invasion
 she was put against the wall and a brute of a German aimed and pulled
 the trigger of a gun he had found in a corner. She had accidentally
 covered it with a wounded man's great coat! He accused her of hiding
 arms! Then in the thick of the battle, she went out into the German
 lines and sought a doctor for our men—feeling herself incompetent. The
 whole German medical staff came in and felicitated her on her courage
 and devotion, before they left. I tell you all this because she never
 will!”

      A couple of days later a doctor and the infirmiers arrived,
 the latter not picked men, since in ordinary life they are a tax
 collector, a super at the Theatre de Belleville, an omnibus painter, a
 notary's clerk and a barber! But they are all “good fellows,” ready to
 work with no choice as to the “job.”

      Madame Guix duly made her appearance, and our hospital was declared
 open.

      From loans and requisitions we accumulated a hundred beds, and for
 fifteen months now, by begging and strictest economy, we have managed
 to keep alive and to care, as best we can and in our primitive way, for
 all those of France's brave sons who come to us, sick or wounded. With
 God's help, we shall go on doing so until the day of our complete
 victory.

      The End
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      The third week in July found a very merry gathering at the Chateau
 de Villiers. (Villiers is our summer home situated near Marne River,
 sixty miles or an hour by train to Paris.)

      Nothing, I think, could have been farther from thoughts than the
 idea of war. Our May Wilson Preston, the artist; Mrs. Chase, the editor
 of a well-known woman's magazine; Hugues Delorme, the French artist;
 and numerous other guests, discussed the theatre and the “Caillaux
 case” from every conceivable point of view, and their conversations
 were only interrupted by serious attempts to prove their national
 superiority at bridge, and long delightful walks in the park.

      As I look back now over those cheerful times, I can distinctly
 remember one bright sunny morning, when after a half-hour's climbing we
 reached the highest spot on our property. Very warm and a trifle out of
 breath we sought shelter beneath a big purple beech, and I can still
 hear H. explaining to Mrs. Chase:

      “Below you on the right runs the Marne, and over there, beyond those
 hills, do you see that long straight line of trees?”

      “Yes.”

      “Well, that's the road that lead's from Paris to Metz!”

      At that moment I'm confident he hadn't the slightest arriere
 pensee.

      On Monday, the 27th, Mrs. Preston, having decided to take her leave,
 I determined to accompany her to Paris. Several members of the house
 party joined us, leaving H. and a half-dozen friends at Villiers. We
 took an early morning train, and wrapped in our newspapers we were
 rolling peacefully towards the capital when someone called out, “For
 Heaven's sake, look at those funny soldiers!”

      Glancing through the window, I caught sight of numerous gray-haired,
 bushy-bearded men stationed at even distances along the line, while
 here and there little groups beneath or around a tent were preparing
 the morning meal.

      What strange looking creatures they were; anything but military in
 their dirty white overalls—the only things that betrayed their calling
 being their caps and their guns!

      “What on earth are they?” queried an American.

      “Oh, only some territorials serving their last period of twenty-nine
 days. It's not worth while giving them uniforms for so short a time!”

      “Bah!” came from the other end of the compartment. “I should think
 it was hot enough in the barracks without forcing men that age to mount
 a guard in the sun!”

      “It's about time for the Grand manaeuvres, isn't it?”

      And in like manner the conversation rose and dwindled, and we
 returned to our papers, paying no more attention to the territorials
 stationed along the rails.

      A theatre party having been arranged, I decided to stop over in
 Paris. The play was Georgette Lemeunier at the Comedie
 Francaise. The house was full—the audience chiefly composed of
 Americans and tourists, and throughout the entire piece even very
 significant allusions to current political events failed to arouse any
 unwonted enthusiasm on the part of the French contingent. Outside not
 even an edition speciale de la Presse betokened the slightest
 uneasiness.

      The next day, that is, Tuesday, the 28th, I had a business meeting
 with my friends, Mr. Gautron and Mr. Pierre Mortier, editor of the
 Gil Blas. Mr. Gautron was on the minute, but Mr. Mortier kept us
 waiting over an hour and when finally we had despaired of his coming I
 heard someone hurrying across the court, and the bell was rung
 impatiently. Mr. Mortier rushed in, unannounced, very red, very
 excited, very apologetic.

      “A thousand pardons. I'm horribly late, but you'll forgive me when
 you hear the news. I've just come from the Foreign Office. All
 diplomatic relations with Germany are suspended. War will be declared
 Saturday!”

      Mr. Gautron and I looked at each other, then at Mr. Mortier, and
 smiled.

      “No, I'm not joking. I'm as serious as I have ever been in my life.
 The proof: on leaving the Foreign Office I went and had a neglected
 tooth filled, and on my way down, stopped at my shoemaker's and ordered
 a pair of good strong boots for Saturday morning. I'll be fit then to
 join my regiment.”

      Our faces fell.

      “But why Saturday?”

      “Because Saturday's the first of August, and the idea of keeping the
 news back is to prevent a panic on the Bourse, and to let the July
 payments have time to be realized.”

      “You don't really believe it's serious, do you?”

      “Yes, really. I'm not fooling, and if I've any advice to give you
 it's this: draw out all the money you can from your bank, and take all
 the gold they'll give you. You may need it. I've telephoned to the
 Gil Blas for them to do as much for us. The worst of all though is,
 that every man on my paper is of an age bound to military service. War
 means that when I leave, staff, printers and all will have to go the
 same day and the Gil Blas shuts its doors. We cease to
 exist—that's all.”

      Somewhat disconcerted by this astonishing news, we had some little
 difficulty getting down to facts, but when we did business was speedily
 dispatched and Mr. Mortier took his leave. Mr. Gautron carried me off
 to luncheon.

      “You must come,” he protested when I pleaded an engagement. “You
 must come, or my wife and the boys will never believe me.”

      We found Madame Gautron and her two splendid sons waiting rather
 impatiently. We told our news.

      “Come, come now. You can't make us take that as an excuse!”

      We protested our sincerity, and went in to luncheon which began
 rather silently.

      I questioned the boys as to their military duties. Both were
 under-officers in an infantry regiment—bound to join their barracks
 within twenty-four hours after the call to arms.

      We did not linger over our coffee. Each one seemed anxious to go
 about his affairs. I left the Gautron boys at the comer of their
 street, each carrying his army shoes under his arm.

      “To be greased—in case of accident,” they laughingly explained.

      That was the last time I ever saw them. They fell “on the Field of
 Honour” both the same day, and hardly a month later.

      But to return to my affairs.

      A trifle upset by what Mr. Mortier had told me, I hurried to the
 nearest telephone station and asked for Villiers. When after what
 seemed an interminable time I got the connection, I explained to H.
 what had happened.

      “For Heaven's sake leave politics alone and take the five o'clock
 train home! We need you to make a second fourth at bridge.” H.'s
 lightheartedness somewhat reassured me, though for prudence's sake I
 went to my bank and asked to withdraw my entire account.

      “Why, Madame Huard,” said the clerk in surprise, “you mean to say
 you are frightened?”

      I explained what I had heard in the morning.

      “Pensez-vous? Non! We would be the first to be notified. We
 were ever so much closer to war two years ago—at Agadir! There is no
 cause for alarm.”

      He almost persuaded me, but after hesitating a moment I decided to
 abide by my original intentions.

      “I can always put my money back in a week or so if all blows over
 and I find I don't need it,” I argued.

      “Certainly, Madame—as you will.”

      And the twenty-eighth of July the Societe Generale gave me
 all the gold I requested.

      As the five o'clock express hurried me back home I began to
 understand the gravity of the situation—for the “queer looking
 soldiers” were nearer together all along the railway line, and it
 dawned on me that theirs was a very serious mission—namely, that of
 safeguarding the steel artery which leads from Paris to the eastern
 frontier.

      At Charly, our station, I was much surprised to see three French
 officers in full uniform get off the train and step into the
 taxi-autobus which deposits its travelers at the only hotel in the
 vicinity.

      At the chateau my story failed to make an impression. The men
 pooh-poohed the idea of war, and returned to the evening papers and the
 proces Caillaux, which was the most exciting question of the
 moment. In the pantry the news was greeted with hilarity, and coachman
 and gardener declared that they would shoulder their spades and
 faire la guerre en sabots.

      My friend and neighbor, Elizabeth Gauthier, was the only one who
 took the matter seriously, and that because she had no less than five
 brothers and a husband who would be obliged to serve in case of serious
 events. I felt rather ashamed when I saw her countenance darken, for
 after all, she was alone in Villiers with two tiny children; her
 husband, the well-known archivist, coming down but for the week-end.
 “What is the sense of alarming people so uselessly?” I thought.

      Wednesday, the 29th, the papers began to talk of “a tension in the
 political relations between France and Germany” which, however, did not
 quench the gaiety of a picnic luncheon in the grove by our river.

      In the afternoon the old garde-champetre asked for H. in the
 courtyard.

      “In case of mobilization,” said he, “you have three horses and your
 farm cart to present to the authorities. Your cart must have its
 awnings complete. And your horses harnessed with their halters!”

      H. laughed and told him that he was giving himself a lot of useless
 trouble.

      Thursday, the 30th, market day at Charly, the nearest town to
 Villiers. We both drove down in the victoria, and were not surprised to
 see my officers of the day before seated in the hotel dining-room,
 finishing breakfast.

      “What are they down here for?” I queried of the proprietor.

      “Oh, they belong to the Etat Major and are out here to verify
 their maps. The Mayor has given them an office in the town hall. They
 go off on their bicycles early every morning and only return for
 meals.”

      “It's rather a treat to see a uniform out here, where hardly an
 officer has appeared since last year when we had Prince George of
 Servia and his staff for three days.”

      The general topic on the market place was certainly not war,
 and we drove home somewhat reassured.

      Friday, the 31st, however, the tone of the newspapers was serious
 and our little village began to grow alarmed when several soldiers on
 holiday leave received individual official telegrams to rejoin their
 regiments immediately. Little knots of peasants could be seen grouped
 together along the village street, a thing unheard of in that busy
 season when vineyards need so much attention. Towards noon the news ran
 like wildfire that men belonging to the youngest classes had received
 their official notices and we're leaving to join their corps. Yet there
 was no commotion anywhere.

      “It will last three weeks and they'll all come home, safe and sound.
 It's bothersome, though, that the Government should choose just our
 busiest season to take the men out for a holiday!” declared one
 peasant.

      There was less hilarity in the servants' hall when I entered after
 luncheon. At least I fancied so. The men had gone about their work
 quicker than usual, and the women were silently washing up.

      “Does Madame know that the fils Poupard is leaving by the
 four o'clock train—-and that Cranger and Veron are going too?” asked
 my faithful Catherine.

      “No.”

      “Yes, Madame—and Honorine is in the wash-house crying as though her
 heart would break.”

      I turned on my heel and walked toward the river. In the wash-house I
 found Honorine bending over her linen, the great tears streaming down
 her face, in spite of her every effort to control them.

      “Why, Honorine, what's the matter?”

      “He's gone, Madame—gone without my seeing him—without even a clean
 pair of socks!”

      “Who?”

      “My son, Madame!”

      And the tears burst out afresh, though in silence.

      “Yes, Madame, I found this under the door when I came in at noon.—“
 She drew a crumpled paper from her apron pocket. I smoothed it out and
 read:

      “Je viens de recevior ma feuille. Je pars de suite. Je prends les
 deux francs sur la cheminee. Jean.” (I've just received my notice.
 Am leaving at once. Have taken the two francs that are on the mantel.
 Jean.)

      I cannot say what an impression that brief but heroic note made upon
 me. In my mind it has always stood as characteristic of that wonderful
 national resolution to do one's duty, and to make the least possible
 fuss about it.

      At tea-time the male contingent of the house-party was decidedly
 restless.

      “Let's go up to Paris and see what's going on.”

      “There's no use doing that. Elizabeth Gauthier went this morning and
 will be back in an hour with all the news. It's too late to go to town,
 anyway!”

      “Well, if things don't look better to-morrow I've got to go. My
 military book is somewhere in my desk at home and it's best to have it
 en regle in case of necessity,” said Delorme.

      “Mine's at home, too,” echoed our friend Boutiteron.

      “We'll all go to-morrow, and make a day of it,” decided H.

      Just then the silhouette of the three officers on bicycles passed up
 the road.

      “Let's go out and ask them what's up,” suggested someone.

      “Pooh! Do you think they know anything more than we do? And if they
 do know something, they wouldn't tell you! Don't make a fool of
 yourself, Hugues!”

      Presently Elizabeth Gauthier arrived, placid and cool as though
 everything were normal. “Paris is calm; calm as Paris always is in
 August.”

      “But the papers? Your husband? What does he say?”

      “There are no extras—Leon doesn't seem over-alarmed, though as
 captain in the reserves he would have to leave within an hour after any
 declaration of hostilities. He has a special mission to perform. But
 he's certain of coming down by the five o'clock train to-morrow.”

      We went in to dinner but conversation lagged. Each one seemed
 preoccupied and no one minded the long silences. We were so quiet that
 the Angelus ringing at Charly, some four miles away, roused us with
 something of a shock.

      Saturday morning, August 1st, the carryall rolled up to the station
 for the early train. All made a general rush for the papers which had
 just arrived and all of us were equally horrified when a glance showed
 the headline-Jaures, the Great Socialist Leader, Assassinated.
 Decidedly the plot thickened and naturally we all jumped to the same
 conclusion—a political crime.

      “There's a stronger hand than the murderer's back of that felony,”
 murmured a plain man from the corner of our compartment.

      “What makes you say that?”

      “Why, can't you see, Monsieur, that our enemies are counting on the
 deed to stir up the revolutionary party and breed discord in the
 country! It's as plain as day!”

      That was rather opening the door to a lengthy discussion, but our
 friends refused to debate, especially as we could hear excited
 masculine voices rising high above the ordinary tone in the
 compartments on either side of us.

      The journey drew to a close without any further remarkable incident.
 It seemed to me that we passed more up trains than usual, but were not
 a moment overdue. There was nothing to complain of. As we approached La
 Villette and drew into the Gare de l'Est everybody noticed the
 extraordinary number of locomotives that were getting up steam in the
 yards. There were rows and rows of them, just as close together as it
 was possible to range them, and as far as the eye could see their
 glittering boilers extended down the tracks in even lines. Each one had
 a freshly glued yellow label, on which was printed in big black
 capitals the name of its home station. That was the most significant
 preparation we had witnessed as yet. Presently we observed that the
 platforms of freight and express depots had been swept clear of every
 obstacles and the usually encumbered Gare de l'Est was clean and empty
 as the hand of man could make it.

      In the courtyard our party separated, promising to meet for the five
 o'clock express—“Unless something serious prevents.”

      I accompanied H. to the Caserne des Minimes where he went to
 see if his military situation was registered up to date in his
 livret, and all along the streets leading from the station we met
 women silently wiping their eyes.

      What a sight the courtyard of that barracks presented! Some five or
 six thousand men of all ages, classes and conditions who up until that
 moment had never thought that the loss of a military book entailed the
 slightest consequence, had one and all been pushed by that single
 thought, “Be ready for duty.” Here they were, boys of twenty and men of
 forty, standing in line, braving their all-time enemy, the gendarme, each silently waiting his turn to explain his situation. To the credit
 of the gendarme and all those in authority, it must be said that
 contrary to their usual custom they acted like loving fathers with
 these prodigal sons of the Republic—possible information without the
 sign of a grumble, and advising those who were still streaming in at
 the door to come back towards five o'clock, when the line should have
 advanced a little. It was then scarcely ten A. M.!

      H. had finished in no time.

      “All I've got to do is to go home and wait until I am called for,”
 he explained as we walked away at a brisk gait.

      Like most country people when they come to town I had numerous
 errands to do, so we set off towards the Bazar de l'Hotel de Ville, renowned for its farming implements.

      At the corner of the Rue des Archives we met Monsieur Gauthier on
 his way to his Museum.

      “Grave—tre's grave—la situation, Monsieur,” was all he
 could say.

      “What would you advise us to do?”

      “Well, to speak plainly, I should advise you to shut up the chateau,
 leave a guardian, and open your Paris apartment. You're in the east,
 you know! I shall go down by the five train and bring back Elizabeth
 and the children. I'd be easier in my mind if I knew they were in a big
 city! I If you have to leave, Madame Huard would be better off here.”

      H. was very sober as we left Mr. Gauthier.

      “Bah! Cheer up! I'm afraid our friend is an alarmist. You know he
 has two young children!”

      We entered the Bazar, which is the “biggest” of the big stores in
 Paris. Every day in the week, and Sundays included, it is usually so
 crowded with buyers and sellers that one has to elbow one's way, and
 literally serve one's self. To our amazement it was empty—literally
 empty. Not a single customer—not a single clerk to be seen. The long
 stretches of floor and counters were vacant as though the store were
 closed. I gasped a little in surprise and just as I did so a female
 voice from behind a distant desk called out:

      “What is your pleasure, Madame?”

      I turned, and a little woman in black advanced towards me.

      “Yes, I know the place looks queer, but you see all our clerks are
 young men and everyone of them has been obliged to join his regiment
 since closing time last evening!”

      “Leave farming alone and come over to Conard's. He's bound to have
 some news,” said H. impatiently.

      Conard's is a big publishing firm on the boulevard, renowned as a
 meeting place for most of the well-known political men.

      Conard greeted us in silence. He knew no more than we, and we fell
 to talking of the latest events and trying to come to a conclusion.
 Then one of the habitues stepped in.

      “Eh bien, Monsieur, what news?”

      The person addressed kept on perusing the titles of the books spread
 along the counter, and drawing a long puff from his cigarette and
 without lifting his eyes, said, “The mobilization is for four o'clock!
 Official. Have you something entertaining to read on my way to the
 front?”

      “What?“

      “Yes, gentlemen.”

      “War?”'

      “It looks very much like it!”

      Though almost expected, the news gave us a thrill. We stood
 spellbound and tongue-tied.

      What to do? There were so many decisions to be made at a moment's
 notice! H. was for our coming to Paris, as all the men must necessarily
 leave the chateau.

      “Mobilization doesn't necessarily mean war, man. Besides if it does
 come it can't last long. You'd better go back to your place in the
 country, Huard. A big estate like that needs looking after,” said
 Conard.

      “Where do you live?” questioned the gentleman who had given us the
 news.

      “Villiers—sixty miles east of Paris.”

      “Well, if you decide to go there I advise you to take the soonest
 train. The eastern railway belongs to the army, and only the army,
 beginning at noon to-day.”

      H. looked at his watch. It was nearly eleven, and our next train
 left at noon sharp. We jumped into a taxi.

      “Drive to the Gare de l'Est and on the way stop at Tarides! We must
 have maps, good road maps of the entire north and east,” said H.,
 turning to me.

      It seemed as though he had had that thought in common with the
 entire Parisian population, for all down the boulevards the bookshops
 and stationers were already overflowing with men, chiefly in
 regimentals, and as to the shoe-shops and boot-makers—there was a line
 waiting outside of each. Yet there was no excitement, no shouting, not
 even an “extra.”

      What a different sight our station presented to that of two hours
 before! The great iron gates were shut, and guarded by a line of
 sergents de ville. Only men joining their regiments and persons
 returning to their legitimate dwellings were allowed to pass. And there
 were thousands of both. Around the grillwork hovered dense groups of
 women, bravely waving tearless adieux to their men folk.

      After assuring himself that there was still a noon train, H. led me
 to the restaurant directly opposite the station.

      “We'll have a bite here. Heaven knows what time we shall reach
 home!”

      The room was filled to overflowing; the lunchers being mostly
 officers. At the table on our right sat a young fellow whose military
 harnessings were very new and very stiff, but in spite of the heat, a
 high collar and all his trappings he managed to put away a very
 comfortable repast.

      On our left was a party composed of a captain, his wife and two
 other freres d'armes. That brave little Parisian woman at once
 won my admiration, for though, in spite of superhuman efforts, the
 tears would trickle down her face, she never gave in one second to her
 emotion but played her part as hostess, trying her best to put her
 guests at ease and smilingly inquiring after their family and friends
 as though she were receiving under ordinary circumstances in her own
 home.

      At a quarter before noon we left them and elbowed our way through
 the ever-gathering crowd towards our train.

      “The twelve o'clock express—what platform?” H. inquired.

      “The ten o'clock train hasn't gone yet, Monsieur!”

      “Is there any danger of its not going?”

      “Oh, no; but there's every danger of its being the last.”

      And the man spoke the truth, for as our friend the politician
 predicted, at noon military authority took over the station and all
 those who were so unfortunate as to have been left behind were obliged
 to wait in Paris three mortal weeks. On the Eastern Railway all
 passenger service was immediately sacrificed to the transportation of
 troops.

      It seems to me that this was the longest train I have ever seen. The
 coaches stretched far out beyond the station into torrid sunlight.
 Every carriage was filled up to and beyond its normal capacity. There
 could be no question of what class one would travel—it was travel
 where one could! Yet no one seemed to mind. I managed to find a seat in
 it compartment already occupied by two young St. Cyr students in full
 uniform and white gloves, a very portly aged couple and half a dozen
 men of the working classes.

      “We'll take turns at sitting, Monsieur,” said one of them as H.
 pushed further on into the corridor.

      At the end of five minutes' time the conversation had become
 general. Although as yet there had been no official declaration
 everyone present was convinced that the news would shortly be made
 public, and though the crowd was certainly not a merry one, it was
 certainly not sad. Most of the men had received their orders in the
 morning, and had said good-bye to their loved ones at home. In
 consequence, there were no heart-rending scenes of farewell, no tearful
 leave-takings from family and friends, no useless manifestations.

      Through the doorway of our stifling compartment, which up until the
 last moment was left open for air, we could see the train on the
 opposite platform silently, rapidly filling with men, each carrying a
 new pair of shoes either slung over the shoulders or neatly tied in a
 box or paper parcel. Then without any warning, without any hilarious
 vociferations on the part of its occupants, it quietly drew out of the
 station, to be instantly replaced by another train of cars.

      Five times we watched the same operation recommence ere the ten
 o'clock train decided to leave Paris. Then as the guard went along the
 platform slamming the doors, a boyish face poked its way into the
 aperture of our compartment.

      “Hello, Louis,” said he, addressing one of the workmen. “Hello,
 Louis, you here, too?”

      “Eh bien, cette fois je crois quon y va! Hein?“

      Our door closed and the trainman whistled.

      “Bon voyage!” shouted the boy through the window.

      “The same to you,” replied the other. That was all.

      It was not a very eventful journey. It was merely hot and lengthy.
 We stopped at every little way station either to let down or take on
 passengers. We were side-tracked and forgotten for what seemed hours at
 a time, to allow speedy express trains filled with men and bound for
 the eastern frontier to pass on and be gone.

      At Changis-St. Jean I put my head out of the window and there
 witnessed a most touching sight. A youngish man in a well-fitting
 captain's uniform, accompanied by his wife and two pretty babies, was
 preparing to take his leave. He was evidently well known and esteemed
 in his little village, for the curate, the mayor, the municipal council
 and numerous friends had come to see him off. The couple bore up
 bravely until the whistle blew-then, clasping each other in an almost
 brutal embrace, they parted, he to jump into the moving train mid the
 shouts of well-wishers, and she, her shoulders shaking with emotion, to
 return to her empty home.

      Four months later, almost to a day, I again put my head out of the
 car window as we stopped at Changis. Imagine my surprise on seeing
 almost the same group! I recognized the mayor, the curate and the
 others, and a little shiver went down my back as I caught sight of the
 pretty captain's wife—her eyes red and swollen beneath the long
 widow's veil that covered her face. That same hopeful little assembly
 of August first had once again gathered on the station platform to take
 possession of and to conduct to their last resting place the mortal
 remains of their heroic defunct.

      Naturally, as they did not expect us before six at the chateau,
 there was no carriage to meet us.

      “We'll take the hotel taxi as far as Charly, and from there we'll
 telephone home,” said H. as we got down from the train.

      But there was neither hotel trap nor vehicle of any description at
 the station. True it was that our train was nearly two hours late! The
 idea of walking some four miles in the broiling sun was anything but
 amusing, but there seemed to be nothing else to do. So after a quarter
 of an hour uselessly spent in trying to get a carriage about our
 lonesome station, we started off on foot. We had scarcely gone two
 hundred yards when we caught sight of a PARISIAN taxi! H. hailed him!

      “What are you doing down here?“

      “I brought down a gentleman who was in a hurry. You see there are no
 more trains out of Paris on this line since noon! And there are not
 likely to be any for some time to come.”

      “Will you take us as far as Charly?”

      “If it's on the way to Paris—yes! I'm in a hurry to get back. I've
 got to join my regiment at the Gaxe du Nord before midnight, but I'd
 like to ring in another job like this before that. It's worth while at
 150 per trip!”

      “You've got to cross Charly—there's no other way to Paris.”

      So we made our price and were whisked into our little market-town.

      The inhabitants were on their doorsteps or chatting in little
 groups, and we created quite a sensation in our Parisian vehicle. H.
 went to the Gendarmerie at once to see if there was any official news
 by wire since we had left town.

      “You're the one who ought to bring us news, Monsieur,” said the
 brigadier. “What do they say in Paris?”

      “The mobilization will be posted at four o'clock.”

      A hearty peal of laughter, that was most refreshing in the tension
 of the moment, burst from all three gendarmes.

      “Well, it's five minutes of four now. And if what you say is so, I
 should think we'd know something about it by this time! Don't worry.
 It's not so bad as you fancy—”

      H. shook hands and we left. At the hotel we got the chateau on the
 wire and asked for the victoria at once. As the horse had to be
 harnessed and there is a two-mile drive down to Charley, we stopped a
 moment and spoke to the proprietress of the hotel.

      “How does it happen that your motor was not at the station?” said H.

      “Oh,” she replied, “our officers hired it early this morning and my
 husband bad to drive them post-haste to Soissons. He hasn't got back
 yet!”

      Before going farther in my narrative I shall say here, lest I forget
 it, that two of the supposed officers were caught within the fortnight
 and shot at Meaux as German spies—the third managed to make his
 escape.

      Hearing the carriage coming down the hill, we walked towards the
 doorway. At that same moment we saw the white-trousered gendarme
 hastening towards the town hall. Catching might of H., he held up the
 sealed envelope he held in his band, and shouted, “You were right,
 Monsieur. It has come!”

      We jumped into the victoria, but as we crossed the square the
 garde-champetre caught the bridle and stopped our turnout.

      “One moment, Monsieur.”

      Then the town-crier appeared, instantly causing the staggering
 groups to cluster into one. He had no need to ring his bell. He merely
 lifted his hand and obtained instant silence, and then slowly read out
 in deep, solemn, measured tones, which I shall never forget until my
 dying day.

      “Extrme urgence. Ordre de mobilisation generale. Le premier jour
 de la mobilization est le dimanche deux aout!“

      That was all! It was enough! The tension of those last two days was
 broken. No matter what the news, it was a relief. And we drove away
 'mid the rising hum of hundreds of tongues, loosened after the
 agonizing suspense.

      The news had not yet reached Villiers when we drove through the
 village street. We turned into the chateau and found Elizabeth
 Gauthier, her children and almost all the servants, grouped near the
 entrance ball. They looked towards us with an appealing gaze.

      As H. opened his mouth to answer, the sharp pealing of the tocsin, such as it rings only in cases of great emergency, followed by the
 rolling of the drum, told them better than we could that the worst bad
 come.

      The servants retired in silence and still the bell rang on.
 Presently we could hear the clicking of the sabots on the bard road as
 the peasants hurried from the fields towards the Mairie.

      I can see us all now, standing there in the brilliant afternoon
 sunlight—Elizabeth murmuring between her sobs, “O God, don't take my
 husband!” little Jules clinging to her skirts, amazed at her distress,
 and happy, lighthearted, curly-headed baby Colette, chasing butterflies
 on the lawn in front of us!
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      August first.

      The tocsin ceased, but the drum rolled on.

      In a moment we had recovered from the first shock, and all went out
 to the highroad to hear the declaration. To H. and me it was already a
 thing of the past, but we wanted to see how the peasants would take it.

      At Villiers as at Charly, it was the garde champetre who was
 charged with this solemn mission, and the old man made a most pathetic
 figure as he stood there with his drumsticks in his hand, his
 spectacles pushed back, and the perspiration rolling down his tanned
 and withered cheeks.

      “What have you got to say?” queried one woman, who was too impatient
 to wait until all had assembled.

      “Bien de bon—“ was the philosophic reply, and our friend
 proceeded to clear his throat and make his announcement.

      It was received in dead silence. Not a murmur, not a comment rose
 from the crowd, as the groups dispersed, and each one returned to his
 lodgings.

      We followed suit, and I went with H. towards the servants' hall.

      “Give me the keys to the wine cellar,” said he. “And, Nini,” he
 continued, addressing my youngest maid, aged ten, “Nini, lay a cloth
 and bring out the champagne glasses. The boys shan't go without a last
 joyful toast.”

      There were four of them; four of them whose military books ordered
 them to reach the nearest railway station, with two days' rations, as
 soon as possible after the declaration of mobilization. H. had hardly
 time to bring up the champagne before we could bear the men clattering
 down the stairs from their rooms. Their luggage was quickly packed—a
 change of underclothes and a second pair of shoes composed their
 trousseaux—and Julie came hurrying forward with bread, sausages and
 chocolate! “Put this into your bags,” she said. Though no one had told
 them, all those who remained seemed to have guessed what to do, for in
 like manner George, one of the younger gardeners, had hitched the
 horses to the farm cart and drove up to the kitchen entrance.

      A moment later Catherine called me aside and tearfully begged
 permission to accompany husband and brother as far as Paris. The
 circumstances were too serious to refuse such a request and I nodded my
 assent.

      “Come on, boys,” shouted H. “Ring the farm-bell, Nini, and call the
 others in.”

      Their faces radiant with excitement, they gathered around the long
 table. H. filled up the glasses and then raising his—

      “Here's to France, and to your safe return!” said he.

      “To France, and our safe return!” they echoed.

      We all touched glasses and the frothy amber liquid disappeared as by
 magic. Then followed a hearty handshaking and they all piled into the
 little cart. George cracked the whip and in a moment they had turned
 the comer and were gone.

      Gone—gone forever—for in the long months that followed how often
 did I recall that joyful toast, and now, a year later, as I write these
 lines, I know for certain that none of them will ever make that “safe
 return.”

      Elizabeth Gauthier bore up wonderfully under the strain. She was the
 first to admit that after all it would have been too trying to say
 good-bye to her husband. H. and I then decided that it was best for her
 to bring her children and maid and come over to the chateau where we
 would share our lot in common. There was no time for lamenting—for the
 sudden disappearance of cook, butler, and the three most important
 farm-hands, left a very large breach which had to be filled at once.
 There was nothing to do but to “double up,” and the girls and women
 willingly offered to do their best.

      Julie, the only person over thirty, offered to take over the
 kitchen. To George and Leon fell the gardens, the stables, the horses,
 dogs, pigs and cattle. Yvonne, aged seventeen, offered to milk the
 cows, make butter and cheese, look after the chickens and my duck farm,
 while Berthe and Nini, aged fourteen and ten, were left to take care of
 the chateau! Not a very brilliant equipment to run as large an
 establishment as ours, but all so willing and so full of good humour
 that things were less neglected than one might imagine.

      The excitement of the day had been such that after a very hasty meal
 we retired exhausted at an early hour. The night was still—so still
 that though four miles from the station we could hear the roar of the
 trains as they passed along the river front.

      “Hark!” said H. “How close together they are running!”

      We timed them. Scarcely a minute between each. Then, our ears
 becoming accustomed, we were soon able to distinguish the passenger
 from the freight trains, as well as the empty ones returning to Paris.

      “Listen! Those last two were for the troops! That one is for the
 ammunition. Oh, what a heavy one! It must be for the artillery!” And we
 fell asleep before the noise ceased. Indeed for three long weeks there
 was no end to it, as night and day the Eastern Railway rushed its human
 freight towards the Eastern frontier.

      Sunday morning, August second, found us all at our posts as the sun
 rose. Elizabeth and I drove down to Charly for eight o'clock mass, and
 all along the road met men and boys on their way to the station. The
 church was full, but there were only women and elderly men in the
 assembly; why, we knew but too well, and many wives and mothers had
 come there to hide their grief. Our curate was a very old man, and the
 news had given him such a shock that he was unable to say a word after
 reaching the pulpit and stood there, tongue-tied, with the tears
 streaming down his face for nearly five minutes—finally retiring
 without uttering a sound. Not exactly the most fortunate thing that
 could have happened, for his attitude encouraged others to give way to
 their emotions, and there was a most impressive silence followed by
 much sniffling and nose-blowing! All seemed better, though, after the
 shower, and the congregation disbanded with a certain sense of relief.

      Before leaving home H. told me to seek out the grocer, and to lay in
 a stock of everything she dispensed.

      “You see,” said he, “we're now cut off from all resources. There are
 no big cities where we can get supplies, within driving reach, and our
 grocers will have nothing to sell once their stock is exhausted. We're
 living in the hope that the mobilization will last three weeks. That
 will you do if it lasts longer? It never hurts to have a supply on
 hand!”

      “All my salt, sugar and gasoline has been put aside for the army. I
 was ordered to do that this morning—but come around to the back door
 and I'll see what I can do for you,” said my amiable grocery-woman.

      “That's pleasant,” thought I. “No gasoline—no motor—no
 electricity! Privation is beginning early. But why grumble! We'll go to
 bed with the chickens and won't miss it!”

      Madame Leger and I made out a long list of groceries and household
 necessities, and she set to work weighing and packing, and finally
 began piling the bundles into the trap drawn up close to her side door.

      Our dear old Cesar must have been surprised by the load he had to
 carry home, but Elizabeth and I decided that a “bird in the hand is
 worth two in the bush,” and one never could tell what astonishing
 “order” to-morrow might bring forth.

      How H. laughed when he saw us driving up the avenue.

      “I didn't think you'd take me so literally,” said he. “Why, war
 isn't even declared, and here we are preparing for a siege!”

      “Never mind,” I returned, “you must remember that there are twelve
 persons to feed, and we'll soon get away with all I've got here.”

      The afternoon was spent in arranging our apartments. For convenience
 sake, we decided to close part of the chateau and all live as near
 together as possible in one wing. The children and younger servants
 seemed to consider the whole as a huge joke—or rather, a prolonged
 picnic party, and the house rang with peals of jolly laughter.

      Monday, the third, Elizabeth and I tackled the provisions which were
 piled high on the table in the servants' hall. A visit to the storeroom
 and a little calculation showed that there were sufficient groceries
 already on hand to last the month out.

      “Very good,” said I. “Now, the rest we'll divide into three even
 parts —that makes September, October and November assured. By that
 time we'll know what precautions to take!”

      “Well, I should hope so!” came the smiling reply. And we set to
 work. It all recalled the days of my childhood when I used to play at
 housekeeping and would measure out on the scales of my dolls' house so
 much rice, so much flour, so much macaroni, etc. I could hardly believe
 I was in earnest.

      We were right in the midst of our task when our gardeners appeared
 bearing between them a clothes basket full of plums.

      “Madame, they can't wait a day longer. They're ready to cook now.”

      It was almost a disagreeable surprise, for we were already as busy
 as we could be. But there was no way of waiting, or the fruit would be
 spoiled.

      “Is that all the plums?”

      “Ah, no, Madame, there are fully two baskets more. And in a day or
 two the blackberries and black currants must be picked or they'll rot
 on the vines.”

      “Heaven preserve us!” thought I. “Will we ever come to the end of it
 all!” But by four o'clock the first basket of plums was stoned, the
 sugar weighed, and a huge copper basin of confiture was merrily
 boiling on the stove.

      “Where are you going to hide your provisions now you've got them so
 beautifully tied up?” enquired H., his eyes twinkling.

      “Hide them?”

      “Yes!”

      “What for?”

      “In case of invasion.”

      We all simply shook with laughter.

      “Well, if the Germans ever reach here there won't be much hope for
 us all,” I returned.

      “No, but joking aside; suppose we suddenly get the French troops
 quartered on us, are you calmly going to produce your stock, let it be
 devoured in a day or so, and remain empty-handed when they depart? You
 see, it isn't the little fellows who'll suffer. A big place like this
 with all its rooms and its stables is just the spot for a camp!”

      That idea had never dawned upon us, and we set to thinking where we
 could securely hide our groceries in three different places. Finally it
 was agreed that one part should be put back of the piles of sheets in
 the linen closet; the second part hidden on the top shelf of a very
 high cupboard in my dressing-room with toilet articles grouped in front
 of it; while the third was carried up a tiny flight of stairs to the
 attic and there pushed through a small opening into the dark space that
 leads to the beams and rafters. It was all so infantile that we clapped
 our hands and were as happy as kings when we had discovered such a good
 cachette.

      Night was coming on as I stood pouring the last of the plum jam into
 the glasses lined up along the kitchen table. Berthe had counted nearly
 a hundred, and I was seriously thinking of adopting jam-making as a
 profession, when with much noise and trumpeting, a closed auto whisked
 up the avenue and stopped before the entrance. I hurried to the kitchen
 door, untying my apron as I ran, arriving just as an officer jumped
 from the motor, and before I had time to recognize him in his new
 uniform, Captain Gauthier rushed forward, exclaiming:

      “I've come to fetch Elizabeth and the children!”

      The others, too, had heard the motor, and in an instant there was
 quite an assembly in the courtyard.

      “I had great difficulty leaving Paris at all. My passport is only
 good until midnight,” the captain was explaining as his wife and H.
 appeared, and almost without time for greeting. “Make haste,” he
 continued, turning to Madame Gauthier. “We must be off in a quarter of
 an hour, or our machine will never reach town on time.”

      I hurried with Elizabeth to her apartment, where we woke and dressed
 two very astonished children, while the little maid literally threw the
 toilet necessities and a few clothes into a huge Gladstone bag.

      “Leon evidently doesn't think us safe down here! You'd better come,
 too,” murmured Elizabeth as we went downstairs.

      In the meantime, H. had questioned our friend as to what had
 transpired in Paris within the last twenty-four hours.

      “England will probably join us—and there is every possibility of
 Italy's remaining neutral,” he announced, as we made our appearance.
 And then—“You must come to Paris. You're too near the front here,” he
 continued, as he piled wife, babies and servant into the taxi.

      And so, with hardly time for an adieu, the motor whisked away as it
 had come, leaving H. and me looking beyond it into the night.

      When I returned to the pantry, I found Nini weeping copiously.
 Imagining she had become frightened by the sudden departure of our
 friends, I was collecting my wits to console and reassure her, when she
 burst forth, “Oh, Madame—Madame—the pates—”

      “Well?”

      “The lovely pates!—all burned to cinders! Such a waste!”

      In our excitement we had forgotten to take from the oven two
 handsome Pates de lievre of which I was more than duly proud.
 And as Nini expressed it, they were burned to cinders. How H. chuckled
 at our first domestic mishap.

      “Fine cooks, you are,” said he, turning to Berthe and Nini, who hung
 their heads and blushed crimson. “And it's to you that I'm going to
 entrust Madame when I leave!”

      Tuesday, the fourth, the drum rolled at an early hour and the
 garde-champetre announced the declaration of war. It was not news
 to anyone, for all had considered the mobilization as the real thing.

      We were breakfasting when we heard a strange rumbling up the road.
 It was such a funny noise—midway between that of a steam roller and a
 threshing machine—that we both went out towards the lodge to see what
 was passing by. We were not a little surprised on perceiving our
 gendarmes sitting in an antiquated motor, whose puffing and wheezing
 betokened its age. They stopped when they saw us, and after exchanging
 greetings, laughingly poked fun at their vehicle—far less imposing
 than their well-groomed horses, but the only thing that could cover
 between seventy and eighty miles a day! From them we learned that the
 mobilization was being carried out in perfection, and in all their
 tours to outlying villages and hamlets not a single delinquent had been
 found —not a single man was missing! All had willingly answered the
 call to arms!

      Between the excitement and all the work that had to be done at
 Villiers, time passed with phenomenal rapidity. As yet we had had no
 occasion to perceive the lack of mail and daily papers, and though I
 had always had a sub-conscious feeling that H. would eventually receive
 his marching orders, it was rather a shock when they came. Being in a
 frontier department he was called out earlier than expected. And
 instead of being sent around-circuit way to reach his regiment south of
 Paris, he was ordered to gain Chateau Thierry at once, and there
 await instructions.

      Of course I packed and unpacked his bag for the twentieth time since
 Sunday, in the hope of finding a tiny space to squeeze in one more
 useful article—and then descending, I jumped into the cart and waited
 for him to join me. In spite of the solemnity of the moment, I couldn't
 help laughing when he appeared, for disdaining the immaculate costume I
 had carefully laid out, he had put on a most disreputable-looking pair
 of trousers, and an old paint-stained Norfolk jacket. A faded flannel
 shirt and a silk bandanna tied about his throat completed this weird
 accoutrement, which was topped by a long-vizored cap and a dilapidated
 canvas gunny sack, the latter but half full and slung lightly over one
 shoulder. Anticipating my question, he explained that it was useless to
 throw away a perfectly new suit of clothes. When he should receive his
 uniform, his civilian outfit ought to be put in safe keeping for his
 return. This wa