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Chapter I
The Disappearance
It was the fifth of August. Warsaw the brilliant, Warsaw the Beautiful, the best beloved of her adoring people, had fallen. Torn by
bombs, wrecked by great shells, devastated by hordes of alien invaders, she lay in ruins.
Her people, despairing, seemed for the greater part to have vanished in the two days since the fatal third of August when the city
was taken.
Many of the wealthiest of her citizens had taken refuge in the
lower part of the city, leaving their magnificent palaces and residences situated in the newer part to the flood of invading soldiers,
who went with unerring directness to the parts containing the
greatest comfort and luxury.
Warsaw is built in the midst of a beautiful plain mostly on the left
bank of the river Vistula. All the main part of the city lies close to
the river, and the streets are so twisted and crooked that it is almost
impossible to picture them. They wriggle here and there like snakes
of streets. The houses, of course, are very old, and with their heavy
barred doors and solid shutters, look very strange and inhospitable.
People, in a way, become like their surroundings. Here in these
twisted, narrow streets are to be found the narrow, twisted souls of
the worst element in Poland; but the worst of them love their country as perhaps no other people do. To the last man and to the frailest
woman, they are loyal to Poland. For them, it is Poland first, last
and always.
In these low and twisted streets, the devastation was greatest and
the people had scurried like rats to cover. A week before they had
swarmed the streets and crowded the buildings. Now by some miracle they had gone, utterly disappeared. The houses were deserted,
the streets empty. The destruction had been greatest in these
crowded places, but many of the beautiful public buildings and
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state departments in the new part were also in ruins, as well as a
number of matchless palaces.
The people from the upper part of the city who had taken refuge
in the holes along the river front, were for the most part a strange
appearing lot. Some of them carried great bundles which they
guarded with jealous care. Others, empty handed, sat and shivered
through the summer night-chills that blew from the river. Scores of
little children clung to their mother's hands, or wandered trembling
and screaming from group to group, seeking their own people.
There was a general gathering of types. Nobles mixed with the
poorest, meanest and most criminal classes, and mingled with their
common sorrow. For the most part a dumbness, a silence prevailed.
The shock of the national disaster had bereft the people of their
powers of expression.
Since 1770, Poland had been torn and racked by foes on every
hand. Prussia, Austria and Russia envied her wealth, courage, and
her fertile plains. Little by little her enemies had pressed across her
shrinking borders, wet with the blood of her patriot sons. Little by
little she had lost her cherished land until the day of doom August
third, 1915.
Sitting, hiding in their desolated city, the people of Poland knew
that theirs was a country no longer on the map. Russia, Austria and
Prussia at least had met. There was no longer any Poland. For generations there had been no Polish language; it was forbidden by her
oppressors. Now the country itself was swallowed up. No longer on
the changing map of the world had she any place.
But in the hearts of her people Poland lives. With the most perfect
loyalty and love in the world, they say, "We are Poland. We live and
die for her."
A gray haze hung over Warsaw. The streets, after the roar of great
guns, the bursting of shells, and the cries of thousands of people
rushing blindly to safety, seemed silent and deserted. The hated
enemy held the town, and the people of Warsaw, most hapless city
of all history, cowered beneath the iron hand of the enemy.
As is usual in the fearful lull after such a victory, the town was
filled with dangers of the most horrible sort. Murder, crime of every
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kind, lawlessness in every guise, stalked through the streets or
lurked down the narrow, dark and twisted alleys. The unfortunate
citizens who had not retreated in time hid, when they could, in all
sorts of strange places. They gathered in trembling, whispering
groups, into garrets and cellars; even the vaults in the catacombs,
the old burial place of the dead, were opened by desperate fugitives, and became hiding places for the living.
The soldiers were in possession of all the uninjured residences in
the more modern portion of the city, where they reveled in the comforts of modern baths, lights and heat. But the lower part of the city,
lying along the left bank of the river Vistula, was filled with a
strange mixture of terrified people. In all the throngs, huddled in
streets and alleys, storehouses and ware-rooms, there was perhaps
no stranger group than the one gathered in a dark corner of a great
building where machinery of some sort had been manufactured.
This had, strangely enough, escaped destruction and stood unharmed in a street where everything bore the scars of shells or
bombs.
The engines were stopped; the great wheels motionless; the broad
belts sagged hopelessly. Even the machinery seemed to feel the
terrible blow and mourned the fallen city.
The persons huddled in the shadow of a vast wheel, however,
gave little heed to their strange surroundings. They seemed crushed
by a frightful grief more personal even than the taking of Warsaw
would cause in the most loyal heart.
In the center of the group a boy of fourteen or fifteen years stood
talking excitedly. He was tall, dark as an Italian, and dressed with
the greatest richness. Two rings set with great jewels flashed on his
hand and while he spoke, he tapped his polished boot with a small
cane in the end of which was set a huge, sparkling red stone. He
spoke with great rapidity, in the pure Russian of the Court, and
addressed himself to an elderly man who sat drooping in an attitude of hopeless sorrow.
Near them sat a plainly dressed woman who buried her stained
face in her apron, and wept the hard sobs of those who can scarcely
weep more. A young girl clung to her, silent but with beautiful dark
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eyes wild with terror and loss. On the floor lay a wounded soldier,
bearing in perfect silence the frightful pain of a shattered shoulder.
His only bandage was a piece of cloth wound tightly around his
coat, but not a groan escaped his pale lips. At the window, gazing
down into the wrecked street, stood a tall boy of perhaps fifteen
years. His face was bloodless; his strong mouth was set in a straight
line; the hand resting on the window sill was clenched until the
knuckles shone white through the tanned skin. Desperation, horror,
and grief struggled equally in his face. His left arm encircled a boy
nearly his own size. He, like the woman, sobbed brokenly, and the
taller boy patted him as he listened to the rapid words of the boy
who was talking.
Suddenly the elderly man spoke.
"You must pardon me, Ivanovich," he said in a trembling voice. "I
do not seen to comprehend. Will you kindly repeat your account?"
A flash of anger passed over the face of the young nobleman; then
he spoke courteously.
"Certainly, Professor! It was thus. You remember, don't you, that I
came to your house as usual, five days ago, for my lessons in English? And you know the sudden bombardment, so close to the city,
was so terrible that you would not let me go home? Good! Then you
understand all, up to this morning. You know we had watched all
night with the doors barricaded, and we decided it was too unsafe
to remain longer in the direct path of those brutal soldiers. So we
prepared to come here, to one of my father's buildings where there
is a chute and an underground storeroom where we could be safe.
"You send me for this cloak and when I returned, what did I find
in the room where I had left everyone of the household gathered
ready for the flight? The room was empty. I had been upstairs perhaps ten minutes because I could not find my cloak, and there was
the room empty. Sir, I was furious at you for leaving me. I am in
your charge; I am a Prince; yet you left me—"
The tall boy turned from the window and spoke.
"Never mind that, Ivan," he said. "Just cut that all out and hustle
to the part you haven't told." Although he spoke English, while Ivan
told his story in Russian, the boys understood each other perfectly
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for with a frown and quick glance, the boy Ivan nodded and continued.
"I stood for a while and listened but heard nothing. Then I went
through the other rooms on the floor, and all were empty. I decided
to get to the warehouse alone if I could, and crept to the door. I
drew back hastily. A horrible old woman squatted on the step. She
was watching over two great sacks full, no doubt, of valuables stolen from your house and others. As I looked, two men came up.
Criminals, they looked, and I scarcely breathed. Presently they went
away, the men throwing the sacks over their shoulders, and the
woman dragging a jeweled Icon in her hand.
"I heard footsteps behind me, and there you were coming down
the stairs. You had that package in your hands, and you said, 'Just
think, I nearly forgot my book, Ivan; my great book on the history of
Warsaw, now so nearly finished.'
"You asked where the others were, and you said they had
thought it wise to go in two parties. You said they had told you to
be very careful of something; you couldn't very well remember just
what, but it made you remember your book in your and you hurried to save it. So we hurried out, and managed to escape the soldiers, and get here and then everyone cried out, 'Where are the
children?'"
"When I went to get my book," said the Professor, with a groan,
"they were sitting quiet as mice by the stove, holding each other's
hands. How could they have gone off?"
The woman looked up. "They could not go," she said. "I myself
slid the great latch on the door; they could not lift it. I have seen
Elinor try to do so. The little stranger was much too small. The
Germans have them, I am sure of it." She bowed her head with fresh
sobs.
"There were no Germans about," said Ivan. "No soldiers of any
sort; no one at all save the three of whom I spoke and they certainly
did not take them away."
"Certainly not!" said Professor Morris, frowning. "They must have
gone out and wandered off while I was after my book, although I
distinctly told Elinor not to stir from her seat. I have always en9

deavored to teach my children absolute obedience. I am surprised at
Elinor. She understood. She is six years of age, and she said, "Yes,
father." This is a terrible thing; but they will be found. I will report
at once to the military authorities. I am convinced that they are safe.
Someone will take them in just as we took in the strange child
whom we found at the door. That child, as you know, is a noble, yet
she was lost. These are war times. People are glad to return lost
children. They do not want them. Now if I had forgotten my book, it
might have been burned; three years of effort in this city wasted and
lost forever! I will hide the manuscript in the underground room
you told of, Ivan, then we will go to the proper authorities, and get
the children."
"Bah!" said the soldier with the broken shoulder suddenly. "Go
where thou wilt these days there is no authority save the authority
of brute might. Will that help thee?"
"We must find them," said the Professor brokenly. The seriousness of the affair was beginning to dawn on him. "It will certainly be
simple. We will advertise."
The girl at his side smiled. "Advertise?" she said. "Why, father,
there are no papers left to advertise in."
"Ivan," said the tall boy at the window, "did you hear what the
three people at the door were talking about? What did they say?
The people you said looked like thieves."
"Yes, they talked," said Ivan, "but it did not seem to mean much. I
didn't get much from it anyway."
"Try to think what they said," said the boy. He passed a hand
carefully across the bright fairness of his hair where a dark red
streak stained it. "Can't you remember anything they said?"
Ivan stood thinking, the jeweled cane still tapping his boot. "Yes,"
he said, "when the men came up, they said, 'What have you?' The
woman laughed—evilly, and said, 'All the wine we can drink, and
all the bread we can eat, and all the fire we burn for years and
years.'"
"The man who had spoken said 'Jewels,' and rubbed his hands.
'That is indeed good! Jewels fit for a king!"
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The woman said, "Jewels now, thou fool! Where can one sell jewels these days when one cannot cross the border, and when the
world cracks? No one wants jewels!"
"'Then what?' said the man.
"'Oh, stupid!' said the woman. 'Pick up my sacks carefully and be
off."
"Then the other man who had already picked up the larger sack,
laughed.
'Better than rubies,' he said. 'You are always wise, my woman!'"
"And then the other man picked up the other sack and he laughed
too, and the woman held hand to them and whined, 'Please give me
some money for these poor little refugees are starving!'
"At that they all roared, and hurried on."
Ivan paused. "That was all they said," he added. "It doesn't help,
does it?"
The girl Evelyn leaned forward. "Say it again, Ivan," she said excitedly. "Say just what the woman said."
Ivan, repeated the words.
Evelyn whispered them after him. Then a wild cry broke from her
lips. She turned to her father who sat holding the package containing the fatal manuscript. She seized his arm and shook him. So great
was her emotion that she could not say the words she wanted.
"Father, father, don't you see it now!" she cried. "Oh, oh, father!
Oh, what shall we do? Oh, my darling little sister!" she gasped, and
the tall boy ran forward and seized her hands.
"Control yourself, Evelyn," he cried. "I never saw you act like this.
Tell me what it is."
She looked at him quite speechless. The agony of all that she had
witnessed, the terror of the past week, the fright of losing her precious little sister scarcely more than a baby, the blindness of her
father, all had combined to send her into state scarcely better than
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insanity. With a desperate effort to control, herself, she looked into
her brother's eyes.
"You see, don't you, Warren?" she begged. "You can't seem to be
able say it. Say you see it too, Warren!"
Then as if she had found some way of giving him her message of
doom, she drooped against brother's strong shoulder and fainted
quietly away. Warren laid her down, and the governess rushed to
her.
"Is she dead?" asked Warren.
"Certainly not," said the woman; "she has fainted."
"What did she try to tell you?" cried Ivan. "Was it something I
said?"
"Yes, you told her," said Warren, "and she read it right. I know
she is right."
"Well, well, what is it?" demanded the Professor. "This is fearfully
upsetting, fearfully upsetting!"
Warren bent tenderly above his sister. She was regaining consciousness.
"It is about as bad as it can be," he said hesitatingly. "The remark
about refugees told the whole thing. Our little sister was in one of
those sacks, gagged or unconscious. They have been stolen to be
used and brought up as beggars."
A deep silence followed. The governess covered her eyes. The
wounded soldier slowly shook his head. Professor Morris, Ivan and
jack stood with bulging eyes staring at Warren, trying to make
themselves understand his speech. Ivan, who knew more of the
ways of the half barbaric people of Poland and Russia, nodded his
head understandingly. Jack stood with open mouth. The Professor
rumpled his hair, though deeply, and laughed.
"Now what would they do that for!" he asked sarcastically. "That
sort of thing is not done nowadays."
"Not in the best families," said Warren coldly. "But it is done, I'll
bet."

12

"Oh, yes, it's done," said Ivan, "all the time. I know my father
talked a lot about it just before the commencement of the war. He
was going to try to stamp out a lot of that sort of thing, especially
what affected the women and children. Yes, it is done, Professor."
"Not now," said the Professor stubbornly. "There was recorded a
case of that sort in 1793, and even later in the early sixties. Later,
there are no records at all bearing on the subject. And if no records,
surely there are no instances requiring the attention of thinking
people.
"It would be most natural to record any instance of the sort, however small and trifling. In my researches I would have run across
the facts. There is no mention of it whatever."
"I know it happens anyhow," said Ivan, sticking to his point.
"Ivan, you forget that I am in a position to know," said the Professor. "My researches have led me, thanks to the presentations of your
father and many others, into secret records never before opened to
outsiders of any race. I regret the stand you take with me. I am unused to contradiction."
"Pardon me," said Ivan wearily. He looked at Warren. In the
minds of both boys there was a feeling that the mystery was solved.
There was no longer any need to discuss it. A little search around
the house would show if the children were there; after that it meant
that Evelyn was right.
"Well, Ivan's right," said Warren doggedly. "It doesn't matter
what you have found in your researches, father; you have had those
dry old records to prove everything to you. I have heard the people
tell stories that would make your hair curl. They not only steal children, but sometimes they cripple them, just as they did hundreds of
years ago in England. Why do you suppose boys like Ivan here are
watched every second? Sometimes they take them for revenge, but
when they are gone, they are gone. You can't go out with a wad of
bills and stick it under the park fence, and go back and find your
child on the front stoop like you can at home."
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Chapter II
The Search Begun
"Impossible!" said the Professor. "Impossible, Warren! It surprises
me that you should harbor such wild and impracticable ideas."
"It makes sound sense, dad," said Warren sadly. "Europe has been
full of beggars from the beginning of time. And soon, after the war
is over, there will be thousands of sightseers flooding the continent.
What could be more practical from the standpoint of such people as
the ones described by Ivan than to secure two beautiful little children like our Elinor and the strange child that wandered to our
doors? They would indeed mean 'drink and money and fire.'" He
stopped and for a moment looked reproachfully at his father. "Oh,
father, father," he cried, "see what your dreadful forgetfulness has
done! How will you ever forgive yourself when you think of the
misery and suffering you have brought on your darling! I can
scarcely forgive you."
Professor Morris sat with bowed head.
"My son," he
know what to
thought of my
Warren, surely
spoke tenderly,
breast.

said brokenly, "I can not forgive myself. I do not
do. I confess I did indeed leave the children. I
book. I thought they were safe—and my book—
you do not blame me for getting my book?" He
even lovingly, and clasped the bulky parcel to his

"No, I do not blame you for anything, father, knowing you as well
as I do. It is a terrible thing, but we will find her, our precious darling, if we spend our lives hunting." He turned to his sister and
brother. "Won't we?" he said.
They did not reply, but gazed at him with looks that were more
than promises.
"Well," he continued, "I guess my boyhood is over now. My work
is cut out for me. Come on, Ivan, come Jack, let's get going!"
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"What do you think you are going to do, Ivanovich?" asked the
wounded soldier. Like all his class, generations of submission made
him ignore as much as possible all save the one noble. All his attention was given to Ivan, the young Prince.
"Be careful, Ivanovich," he urged. "It is not possible for you to go
forth in the clothes you wear. There is danger lurking abroad for the
high born."
Ivan shrugged his fearless shoulders. "They would not dare to
harm me," he answered.
"He's right. Those clothes won't do," said Warren decidedly. "We
don't know where we are going, nor whom we may meet. Where
can we find something rough for you to wear?"
"Down below are the workmen's extra blouses," said the soldier.
"When I worked here, the room was kept locked, but you might
perhaps force the door. There are blouses and rough shoes there.
But I tremble; I tremble!" He suddenly lapsed into Polish. "Let these
Americans go, Prince," he begged. "Harm never come to them. They
go always as though they wore a charm. Poland shall yet rise, my
Prince. From these ashes she shall arise more beautiful than ever.
She will need you then."
Ivan listened with flashing eyes. "I shall be here," he said simply.
"I shall be here, I shall answer when she calls, but in the meantime
shall it be said that in Poland, even in her darkest hour, children
were stolen for such evil purposes? Never, never!" He turned to
Warren. "For a year now," he said, "we have been organizing these
Boy Scouts that you have so many of in America. Let us pass the
word to them. If little Elinor and the stranger are to be found, surely
they will find them. My rank has always hampered me, but even
then I know that boys will go where no others can penetrate. What
do you think?"
"It's the dandiest idea I ever heard!" exclaimed Warren, his face
lighting. "We will have to depend on passing the word to them as
we find them here and there, but it's the only thing to do, so let's go
to it."
"First the workman's clothes," said Ivan.
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"Assuredly!" exclaimed the Professor. "Let us disguise ourselves
and go forth. I know that we will find the dear children playing
near the corner."
"Father, you must stay here," said Warren, determination in his
voice.
"Of course not; of course not!" said the Professor. "Do you expect
me to sit idly here while my youngest child needs my protection?"
A smile as sad as tears crossed Evelyn's pale face. "You must stay
here, father," she said. "You would certainly get lost, and then we
would have to hunt for you. It has happened so before, you know."
"That was very different," said the Professor. "A man uses all his
powers of concentration at times, and if it has happened that I have
occasionally been so intent on my studies of Warsaw's past history
that I have for the time forgotten my surroundings, it is scarcely to
be wondered at. The present occasion is different. You will need a
man, with a man's wisdom, and a man's ability to act quickly. I
must go; I am ready."
Warren, knowing his father's stubbornness, hesitated. Catching
his sister's eye, she shook her head slightly. Professor Morris was
scrambling to his feet, still clasping his book.
Warren led his father around the narrow aisle that ran between
the great machines, until they were alone. Then he spoke.
"Father," he said, "you cannot go. Today has made a man of me. I
am sorry, father, but we children are the ones who are always the
victims of your forgetfulness, and we have suffered many times
before today. This is the worst of all. Perhaps we shall never see our
little Elinor again; and I am the one who promised mother when she
died that I would always look out for her. It is my fault that she is
lost. I should have known better than to have left her with you, but I
meant to see the others safely here, and get back before you started.
"I know you, father; you mean to do the right thing by us always,
but I certainly don't know what would happen if we did not look
out for you as well as ourselves." His voice trembled. "I know this
does not sound like proper talk from a boy to his father; but I've got
to say it for once. I promise that I'll never speak so to you again, but
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I'm going to get it out of my system this time. Since I can remember
we have been looking out for you. We have had to take care of you
and help you remember your meal times, and your rubbers, and
your hat, and overcoat and gloves and necktie. We have had to see
that you went to bed, and ate and got up and everything else. And
all because of books. It makes you sore at me because I hate them. I
ought to hate them! Your writing and reading and studying have
been the curse of our lives. I tell you, father, it has been just as bad
as any other bad habit or appetite. Why, when you are reading up
for some article or digging into some musty old work, you are dead
to everything else. And we have had to suffer for it. Do you think
any other man you know would have left those children a minute in
a time like this?"
He paused and once more pressed a hand carefully on the red
stain across his fair hair.
"Oh, you must forgive me for talking so, dad, but I'm pretty sore.
Little Elinor—" He turned sharply, and hurried away to Ivan. The
three boys hurried down the steep stairs and disappeared. Professor
Morris for a moment, a long, dazed moment, stood looking blankly
at the dark doorway through which his son had disappeared. Then
he sank weakly down on a bench.
As a boy and as a man, he had been noted for his ability to memorize remarks.
In college the worst of the lectures, no matter how dry, had been
all imprinted on his mind. Now as he sat thinking, he could fairly
see his son's accusing words like large print before his eyes.
For once in his life Benjamin Morris had heard the plain truth
from the lips of his favorite son. Yet he did not realize the seriousness of his son's charge. He had heard the words, but their real
meaning did not seem to pierce his brain, so filled with knowledge
that there was no room there for any interest in the living, or any
thought that the present, the passing moment in which we make
our little life history, is more precious to each of us then the great
moments of the past, no matter how filled they may be with heroic
figures.
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Benjamin Morris had been long years ago an infant Prodigy. Perhaps you fellows who read this have never known one; and if so,
you are lucky. An infant Prodigy shows an unnatural amount of
intelligence at a very early age. So far it is all right; and if he belongs
to a sensible family, he is urged into athletics, and sleeps out of door
and manages to grow up so he will pass in a crowd. But sometimes
there are proud parents who read too many books on how to train a
child, and pay too little attention to the child himself; and there are
aunts, perhaps, as well; and they all take the poor little genius and
proceed to train him all out of shape. He rattles off all sorts of pieces, Horatio at the Bridge, and Casabianca, and Anthony's Oration
Over Caesar, are easy as pancakes and syrup to him. Then he skips
whole grades in school and plows through college like a mole under
a rose bush, enjoying himself immensely, no doubt, down there in
the dark, but missing all the benefit of the light and air and sunshine. So the infant Prodigy gets to be a grown Prodigy, and presently an old Prodigy, never once suspecting that knowledge, hurtfully taken and wrongfully used, can be almost as great a sin as
ignorance.
Certainly Professor Morris, whose sins of learning were heavy
ones and bore cruelly on those who loved him in spite of his strange
ways, would never have believed any of this. At home, as a boy,
when Benny studied, the house was kept so still that incautious
mice sometimes came out of their holes and nibbled in broad daylight. At college his queerness, forgetfulness and oddity was excused because of his wonderful recitations and amazing marks. You
just couldn't rag a fellow who made one hundred right along. When
he married, he found a lovely, gentle girl, who believed him the
greatest of all men and held his position as Professor of Ancient
History in Princeton as the highest of all earthly positions. But when
Elinor was a year old, the little wife died, quite worn out from looking after Professor Benjamin Mollingfort Morris, who had proved to
be her most helpless and troublesome child.
Mrs. Morris died warning her older children to look out for the
father, and so passed her burden on to them. But some way or other, there was different stuff in the children. They did look after their
father, and took good care of the old Prodigy, but the task did not
wear them out. Young Jack was indeed so bright that it rather wor19

ried Evelyn and Warren, who were always on the alert to overcome
any symptoms of genius in themselves or the other children; but
owing to their caution, he seemed to be developing well. And Professor Morris, blind to it all, forever digging in the dust of ages,
knew nothing of the fact that he was the father of four wonderful
children who were successfully carrying on the difficult business of
growing up, managing a house, taking care of a parent, and looking
after money matters as well.
Warren was the soul of honor. He hated school, but went without
a skip, because it was right. And that's a hard thing to do. He
looked clean, and was clean, and thought clean. And that's hard,
too.
Professor Morris, sitting in his study feverishly seeking facts concerning the table manners of Noah's second cousin twice removed,
was deaf and dumb and blind. Yet when he occasionally "came up
for air" as Warren put it, the children thought him the finest and
funniest and kindest of fathers. It was at one of these times that he
came home with the news that he had been given a vacation for
three years with full pay. This was to make it possible for him to go
to Warsaw, and write an account of some parts of the city's history
of which rather little was known.
Warren and Evelyn, who had read "Thaddeus of Warsaw" were
wild with delight. It was a glorious journey and, on shipboard at
least, it was easy to keep track of the Professor, who had found a
very learned Englishman who disagreed with him on every known
point. The two old men hurried to find each other each morning,
and were dragged apart at night; and the children had time to enjoy
the voyage and make many friends. In Warsaw, which they reached
safely, they took a house near the magnificent Casimr Palace which
now houses the University. Professor Morris did find time to secure
fine teachers for the children, and reliable servants for the house.
Warren, who always boiled with activity, soon made scores of pals,
and immediately introduced the Boy Scouts to Poland.
The young Polish and Russian boys took up the work with the
greatest enthusiasm, and time slipped happily away, until war
swept the continent. Professor Morris refused to believe in its nearness until it was too late to escape, and they were forced to remain
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