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CHINNA.

By 3iks. Hobabt-Hampdev,
AulhoT cf ‘ The Secret VaUey,' etc., etc.
(Oontinu«d fNim pagre 7.)

CROSS the bridge jMr. Gaibraitli would come, and
Nancyand Btian stood watching in case he sliouki

appcar sooner than they expected, while Frederick

wandered on s few yarda further. Glose to the big
bridge was another—a temjiorary wooden structure
wtich had been ueed for the carriage ol materials from
bank to benk. It hadaspeeial fascmation fori’iederick
as, tbrough the latticed sides, he could look for a long
way both up and down the river, and always Loped he
<would »ee something very ioteresting. The river spirit
at play perhaps, taken by siirprise, and all unconscious
that some one was watclting it. lie ran 6ut on to the
woodra bridge now, and looked firsc down and then up
the river-bed. And, all at once, he called eieitedlv,
‘Xancy, oh, Nancy! Come and look. Tliere's some-
ihing 80 funny across the river. It's just like a wall.
A long yellow wall.’

Xeither Xancy fior Brian could hear what Frederick
was saying, for the noise the river made at such cidse
<)uarters was no longer murmurous, but loud and in-
siatent. They could see, however, that he was beckon-
ing esgcriy, and they ran to join him, and looked in the
«direction in whicithe pointed.

‘ There M a wall across the river,’ said Nanev, after a
moment, in a autprised and puzzled fashioii. It seemed
absurd and impossible that sucha thing could be. ‘ And

built it becauee it's so angrr, It won't ht any more
water come this way. No one but tbe spirit coidd bave
huilt a wall so gnickly. Not Daddy, even.’

‘It is moving,'Bnan interrupted, breathlessly. 'lc
has passed that tree on the bank already, It's moving
awfullv fast." He had pushed bis head tbrough a hole
in the lattice work that he might see better, but now
auddenly he drew back. .And be caught bold of Nancv
and i'rederick and began to puli them shorewards. ‘Jt's
a wall of water,'he cried, ‘It'sa greatwave. It'sthe
riter m flood, as Daddy said. Ilun, nin, oh, runl’

And they tumed to run, panic-stricken, tha same
thought in tbe mind of each. Mr. Galbraith had said
the big bridge was strong enough to resist a flood, but
what of the bridge on whicU they stood? Whbat if the
Corning wave swept it bodily away ? Towards the shore
they raced in speechless fear, Nancy and Brian belping
Frederick between them. He was so much shorter than
they were that he was almnst carried ofE bis feet, but he
struggled on manfulty.

And, as they ran, all the time the vellow wall carne
drwdfully nearer. It moved in a'swift, relentless
fashion very terrible to see. From high bank to high
bank of tbe river it stretcbed, murky and threatening
edged with creaming foam, Like some huge monster it
teeraed, about to devoiir them all,

It was of littie use to run, for ifom the first the
children were outmatched. On carnethe wall of water.
Against the hridges_ it thundered and broke, and then
swept Bulleniy on its course, its scattered fragmente
ilnited again. And now the river had risen to the
level of the wave in threatening tumult; and the

wooden bridge swayed in the fierce, strong currcnt as a
tree sways in a storm.

‘ We muet get to the bank,” Nancy panled. ‘Perhaps
another wave will come. The bridge can't jtossibly
stand another.” And, holding Lands alill, they strugglel
towards the bank.

To run was no longer possible ; to walk even was
difficult. And it was not only the swaying of the
bridge that made progresa so haid, but also the fact that
avery few seconas tbe whole structure quiyered, as
trees which had been tiprooted, and otber heavy objecis
borne upon the flood, jarred against the piers on which
it rested. Once the children caught sighcof the wooden
root of a hut which the great wave must have lifted
bodily from its place. And there was a brown goat, siill
alive and swimming gallantly with the swifteat of tlie
current. They all feit sorry for the goat, and hoped it
would succeedinreaching the sbore lower down the river.

A few yards towards the bank the children struggled,
and then the plaiiks beneath them shook from a vet
heavier biow; and nextthere carne a grinding, crashiiig
noise i and suddenly the bridge began to tilt upwsrds
towards the middle. From either end it lifted, tearing
at the iron topes which anchored it to the sliore,
wtenching fiercely at tbeir fastenings; and slowiy it
sank again towards the level and burst asunder as it did
80; and the two pieces broke into a dozen smaller
pieces until there was nothing left that could be called
a bridge, but just a tangled mass of wreckage only.
-And round thls the water swirled, and tore it bitfrom
bit, and sent each portion swaying and dancing down the
river. And to one such portion elung Nancy, Brian,
und Frederick, dased, bewildered, only able to realise
that in thus clinging lay their solé chance of safety.

Beneath the big brdge, which stood firm, as Mr.
Galbraith had prophesied, went the wreckage of the
transpon bridge, fast the garden and the bungalow.
On, on, on into the strangs wild country beyond. And
at such a pace it travelled, that the miles sped by as they
s j”~ by the Windows of a raitway train. And, giddy
with tlie ceaseless swirl and toss, desfened by the noise
of ibe waters in their ears, went the children on their
most unlooked-ior, most unwelcome, journey.

{Continuad onpage 23.)

PROPESSIONAL DINERS.

1ZZ1E was a Hule girl who used sometimes to go
and have dinner with a very oid great-uncle. One

of the oid man's peculiarities was that he liked to see

bis puests eat a great deal. Hehelped them very boun-
tifully—too bountifully, in fact—and yet he was offended
if Liizie left anything on her piate. So the poor child,
who did not like any one to be angry with her, struggleti
tbrough the meal as best sbe could, and sufferedagonies
of indigestion afterwards.

But Lizzie found a friend. The oid Unele had a big,
intelligent, sweet-tempered dog, named Cario. One dav,
w-hen Lizaie was dining with her Gnele, she coaxed Garlo
to her side, and quietly fed him with morsels from her
piate. After that, the dog carne to her whenever slie ~
was dining with his master. lie was pleased to be fed;
Lizzie was pleased to feed him: and the Unele was
pleased to see an empty piate. So there was satisfac-
tioR all round.

The other day, Lizzie was reminded of dear oid Cario
by something that she read about a curious custom of
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sorae American Indians. It appears tliat amongst the
Sioux ofi a certain Keservation, it has frora time im-
inemorial been considerad the correct thing for the host
to help his gueat to an enormous quantity of food, and
fur the guest to eat all that is set before him, Fot a
guest to leave anything is held to be an insult to his
cntertainer. This senseless custom was found incon-
venient; but instead of doing away with it, the Indiana
invented the ‘ professional eater,” who, like Cario, sits
beside the guest and lielps him through.

The host does not mind his guest having a helper.
The great thing—as "wilh Lizzie'a Unele James—is that
the piate should be empty at the end of the meal.

The professional eaters are not treated as guests ; they
are merety travelling corapaniona, with a particular duty
to perform. One of theaediners is said to have deroureil
aeren pounds of beef at one meal! E.D.

THE ROMANCE OF THE SPICE TEADE.
t-TKE OLD MARKETa
{Condiutdfrompage 5.

V O W Il.am going to take yon, in imagination, right

away over the wide seas to the home of the spices.
llefore 1 begin to describe these suicea, | want you to
have an idea of the jand in which they live.

Do you hnow where are the Spice Islanda, the
'ijpiceriee’ as they are called, islsnds where our spices
grow wild, and simply cover the land? The scent cf
the spices is wafted for miles out to sea, and travellers
tell US of the wonderiul waves of fragrance reaching
them in the open sea when many miles from land,

If you take a map of the East Indies you will find
the large island of Sumatra on the west with a whole
string of islands at its tail; these were very likely all
connected at one time, but the wonderful forcea of
nature as experienced in these parta have split it up
into these hundreds of islsnds. New Guinea is on the
ecast. The large island of Borneo is situated just on the
east of Sumatra. The oomplicated group of the Philip-
pine Islands is on the north, and bélow these, between
Borneo and New Guinea, are the island homes of the
spices, viz., the Moluccas.

In fig, 1, I show you a map of this part, just includ-
ing a bit of Borneo and New Guinea. Of course I have
giren here moro than the Moluccas, but | wanted vou
to observe the curious likeness between the island of
Celebes and the island of Gilolo, and also to gire you
an idea of the marrellous way in which the land in
these parts is broken up. This is aceounted for by the
fact of the presence of so many voleanoes. If you look
at Sumatra and its tail of islands youwill find the little
stars marking the continuous band of voleanoes right
along. There is no doubt that many of these islands
owe their origin to_volcanic eruptions—that is, they
haré been divided from one another by eruptions hun-
dreda and hundreds of years ago! But this is just as
likely as not to happen again, or for parta of these
islands to disappear during earthquakes, of which they
haré many.

Moét ot the islands in this region are extreraely
heautiful, being clothed with wonderful growtha ot
tropical flowers and fruits, many of which in températe
lands we haré never seen. The birds, too, are wonder-
ful beyond descriptioii, and so are the shells found by
khe seashure.

«-CHATTERBOX. 11

Now, the spice islands are shown on my map on such
a small scale that you cannot at all realisc them. so in
fig. 2 1 show you an enlarged edition of just some of
the most important enes. The whole group comprises
Bouru, Ceram, Batchian, Gilolo, Morty, and the much
smailer ones, Ternate, Tidore, Makian, Kaioa, Amboyim,
Banda, Goiam, and Matabello. In fig. 2 | show part of
Bouru, part of Ceram, Amboyna, and the Banda islands,
Strange to say, these last islands, although the smallest,
are the most important. In the Banda group there aro
three islands, and they are so arranged that they enclo'e
a large and heautiful harbour. When within thisharbour
there seemsno outlet—it isas though it was an inland sea.
Fig. 8, a further enlargement of our islands, shows you
this harbour. This sea is so clear that as you look down
into it every object is risible. Travellers tell us that to
gaze into this water-world is most fascinating, for there
you see fish most marrellous in colour and shape; won-
derful gently-waring foresta of seaweed, tbemselves of
varied tints and colours beyond description; also marvel-
lous masses of coral rock still in a living State, for, you
know, coral is made by millions of liring organisms.

Of the three islands which surrouni this apparent
inland sea, two are corered with bright olear gre>n
regetation to the tops of the hills, the third and
smallest contains arolcano of perfect cone shape. Here
the regetation censes part of the way up the cone, and
from crackson its sides smoke is always rising! A largo
cloud of smoke covera the summit, except in the early
moming and at night, when it rises straight and leaves
the outline of the mountain clear.

These islanda are the home of the Nutmeg. They are
covered with nutmeg gardens, the valué of which is
enormous | In my next article 1 will describe to you
this tree, and tell you of its preparation for market.
But before doing so I think it is desirable to gire you
some idea of this land in which it grows. We, who lire
in northern dimes, cannot picture the State of lifc in
these disfant islands. At home we look upon the earth
beneath our feet as a firm and sure footing, and it repre-
senta to USa State of steadiness and strength. We aay
at times that a thing is ‘as firm as the ground on which
we stand!’ Well, picture to yourselres the Uves of the
people who dwell in these islands! They are nerer sure
when, without waming, they may not be awailowed up
by an earthquake, for great chasms haré been known to
appear, buning whole distriets, all gone to an unknown
grave in a iew seconds of time. Houses are shaken to
the ground and great ships iifted hodily from the sea
and east up into the etreets of the towns |

Or a rumbiing mar be heard something like thunder ;
then great streamsof lava are thrown out of the rolcano
and come running down to the inhabited parts, often
burring the houses, and people too, before they can escape.
The land and sea for many miles is strewn with wbite-
hot ashes, the fumes from which are choking. To be
esught in the open is certain death. It roust ue a won-
derful, but awful, sighttoseo these eruptious of nature—
and in these islands they always have at least one each
rear, and a bad one erery few years! Yet people li\e
there, and carrv on a flourishing Irade. The early nistory
nf these islands is very interesting and most romantic.
But of all this | hope to tell you later. If you are keeu
on books of Irarel, you should try to get hold of A. 11
Wsllace's.Vh/nyAi'cAipefo~o(tIn*cludes the Spioeries).
lie risited these parts belw~MAE57 and 1861, and his
descriptions of his life there at~”~ bt fascinating reading

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



12

OHATTERBO X, No. I1.

for aoy oae. He went there to coUect biids, butter-
fliea, &c., and he writes accouats of all his doinga.
Much oi ouT knowledge of tbe islands U based upon Eis
books, and | £eel you would be entertained with all he
has to tell. | pewonaliy felt I wanted to be 0S to the
Malay Archipelago for my neit holidays! But, alas1
one can only read, and long, and live in the imagination.
E. ii. Baelow.
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A YBAB IN A GARDEIT.
I.-JANUARY.

LL tbrough the winter, on every half-holiday, the
A children at the Red House had worked very bard

in their garden. They had been making plana for next

summer, building a tool-ehed, whieh tiey called ‘a
garden-ioom,’ digging for pup« at the roota of trees in
the lafie, making neat-bosea and feeding-tablea for tie

Fie. 3—The Starlliig.

OHATTERBO X . IS

Flg. 2—The Wood-pigeoD.

mwild birda, and queerlv-shaped little wooden houaea for
the caterpillara Aey would dnd in the apring and summer,
and all thia work had kept them Tery busy and very

>'nén the first day of the New Year carne, they took
a speeial walk all over their own plot of grouisd. Very
slowly they waiked bet.ween tie rowa of gooaeberry-
buahea they had planted in the autnmn, earefullylooking
for Bwelling buds and any other aigns of coming apring.
Out on the common they had already found plenty of
aigns: the golden flowers of the furze-busheawere re'ady
to glow in the first warm raye of the aun; a hlackbird
had been ainging since dawn, and the sparrows mere
wildly chattering and quarrelling. There were plenty
of signs also in the kitchen garden, where a flock of
wood-pigeons were busily trving A see how many fresh
httle turnip-tope they could eft. As the ciiildren
examined their gooseberTr-btisbes they got one more
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splendid sign thftt spring was very near. A Btarling in
ilie oak-trea Buddenly began to wliistle. Tlie wbiatle
was 80 cleaT and sharp that Babe juttiped, tumiog ber
head quickly to see who had whistled to tbem.

But Billy only laughed; be was eleven, and knew
tbe notes of ali the blrds tbat carne to tbe garden-
‘It 19 a starling!” be said. ‘Look! Thbere are quite
a lot in thbat oid oak-tree at the gate!’

Tbe two last balf-holidays of tbe monlli were rainy
days, and the cbildren spent tbem in ihe tool-sh”,
making seed-boxea. The.se seed-boxes tvere fitted with
looee glasa lids, wbich Billy cut to the right size with
bis glass-cutter. Babe tben earefully covered tlie aharp
edges with Btripe of passe-partout, bo tbat there should
be no danger in hanaling tbem, Tbe next tbing to do
was to prepare tbe soil for tbe seeds. All seeds like
light, sandy soil in which to begin their littie livea. So
after the ctildren had finely sifted some ordinary garien
soil that contained noither slugs fior stones, they mixed
with it plenty of sbarp sand. At the bottom of the
boxea theybored littie boles for drainnge.andover these
boles they placed bits of broken flower-poU, that gar-
deners cali ‘croeba.’ Then they filled up the boxes
with the Boil to witbin two inctes of the rim. There
was just one more thing to do; the soil was vei” dry,
and it was necessary to moisten it before piitting in any
very small seeds. So each box was carefullv lowered
into a tub of rain water, and left till tbe buobles bad
stoppeil rising. When the water bad drained awav, and
the soil was quite finn again, tbe boxes were ready for
Ihe seeds.

CLOUD SHEBP.

h e clouds are fairy sbeep, tny dear,
That roam the summer sky,
But when the meiry wind comes forth,
The littie cloud sheep fly.

When comes the dusky night, roy dear,
Ko littie cloud sheep play ;

Our Lady Moon, the shepherdess.
Has hfd tbem quite away.

When day retums once more, my dear,
The stars do fall asleep,
And from their fairy fold once more
Come out the littie sbeep.
Come out tbe littie sheep, my dear,
Come out the littie sheep. 1. S.

THE BOY, THE TEEE, AND THE WIND.

RUNK and limbs and tangled top-knot—
That's a tree;
Trunk and limbs and tangled top-knot—
That's just me |

llusbing wildly, shriekihg, whistling,
Slamming doors;

Spoiling gardens, strewing papers
Uver floors—

That the wind—a wicked imp—
What things he'll do!

That's the wind”~d (let me whisper)

Tirniti vrtA Liwidm 11OtSIES.
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THE KITTENS IN THE WOOD.

‘T HATE England and | bate Nurse, and most of all

B | bate Jack. He's a Lorrid, teasing boy, and it»
yery unfair the way I'atherand Molher pet him, and let
him go down to dinner with them, and everything 1
And Urandfather is much nicer to him tlian he is to me,
and always tafees bis part! 1 don't cali it fair, and—
and | think big bcothers are beoitlu!” (Which word,
by the way, be bad learnt from the delested Jach.)

After tbis outburst, Robbie threw himseU on tbe
floor and kicked. liad he done that in the Indian bun-
galow, his ayab would at once have given him anything
be wanted; but in this case be was alone, having been
banished to the nursery by that odious English nurse,
simply because he had thrown a croquet hall at Jack-----
It Jack didn’c want a croquet hall thrown at Lim, he
shouldn’t have gone and won the game ! And if Nurse
didn't want to be kicked—and after all he had ofMn
kicked Ayah—sbe shouldn't have made him come in-
doors___ It was all Fsther's fault for saying be and
Molher could quite well leave the boya witli Nurse.
while they and Grandfather went away. And it was
their fault, too, for writing and saying they were not
Corning home with Grandfather this afternoon—it had
made bim/e«i like being naughty. And now Nurse was
going to tell Grandfather, who was sure to be very angty
and unfair.

So Hobbie went on, as he lay kicking on the nursery
floor. He considered hiraself very ili-used and mis-
understood, whereas he was simply a thoroughly spoilt
Hule I»y, who had made biinself as dlsagreeable as
possible ever since his arrival in England from India a
£ew weeks before. And there was really no excuse for
it. Jack, who had been in England for many ye.ar»,
spending his holidays with Grandfather and the rest of
bis time at school, had looked forward tremendously to
having a small brother to play with ; and thougb he
had found the fretiul, selfisb littie boy a great disap-
pointment, he was wonderfuTy forbearing with him.
And Nurse, though avery firm person with no idea of
letting Kobbie rule her as he had ruled his ayab, made
everv possible allowance for bis rudeness and duU-
obejience. But when Bohbie lost his temper over a
game, and, hy way of revenge, cut Jack's forehead open
with a well-dimed hall, she felt that no allowance could
be made, and locked the oSender up in the nursery lili
his grandfather should return.

An hour later Kobbie carne out of the Btudy, sobbing
angrily, and ieeling that if be had hated Grandfatkei-
before, be hated him Btill more now, As he stumbled
blindly upstairs he raat Nurse, who had just come from
Jack’s rpom. (That young gentleman, having turned
Btrargely dizzy while bis head was being bandaged, had
been sent, under protest, to bed.)

‘ Come, dear,” said Nurse, putting an arm round the
disconsolate littie figure, ‘it's all over now, and Master
Jack’s not the one to bear roalice. He's asking if you'd
take tbe kittens in to play with him, and I don’t think
it would hurt.’

"l just won't, thenl
tbem to me !’

"All tbe more reason you should take them in to bim
now!" replied Nurse. ‘Wby, you ought to be glad to
<lo anything fot him! Rnn alone this minute and get
them, without any more nonsense.

Robbie tumed and went downstairs, for he had learnt

They're my kittens—he gave
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to respect that note in Nurse's voice. But in lis preeent
mood ic eeemed outrsgeous tliat be sbould be expected
to let Jack play witb bis kittena.... If only be could
tell Nuree tbey were not to be found !

Then Robbie bad an idea, and, Lastening bis hitherto
unwilling footéteps, he ran out to the garden, and, after
a cautioua look round, atole oil witli an oid basket to
a little gate at the bottom of the Kitclien-garden.
ljeaving it there, he crept back lo the kitcben, wbich
to bi8 relief ;e found empty, except for the two
kittene. I*icking them up, he hurried off to where he
lind left his basket, into wbich receptecle he tipped
them. The kittena, however, disapproved of this
treatment, and at once jumped out and ran up a tree
clo&e by,

* All right,’ gaid Robbie, * I'll come back for you,’ atid,
taking up the basket, be passed through tbe gate and
down a sbady path ieading to the wood beyond, lie
reappeared as the kittens were on the point of descend-
ing, and hurried ofi down the pathagain, a kitten under
eacb arm, till he carne to the basket, wbich he bad placed
upeide down at the foot of a tree. ~Someliow or other
be managed to stufE them undemeath it, and then
he turned away and hurried back to tbe liectory.
There Nurse met hini, and was annoyed and rather
Aurprised to hear that he could not see the kittens any-
where.

‘You haren't looked xery hard, | expect, she said;
‘ but come to tea now, and we will search afterwards,’

But after tea, Jack, who felt better, said he would
rather do jig-saws with Robbie, and the two becarae so
absorbed that they were astonished when Nurse folded
up her sewing and said pleasantly, ‘Now, Master
Robbie, you must come to bed.'

Robbie looked up indismay, suddenlvremembering the
unfortunate kittens he had left in rte wood. ‘I1—Til
just go and say good-night to Grandfather,” he said.

‘ He's gone to see a uck man in the parish, dear,’ said
l\iurse; “e0 just pop those bits in the box and cume
along.’

‘May | just go down about the kittens P said Robbie,

anxiously. ‘Please, Nurse.’
‘Very well. I'll be turningon your batb-water. But
be quic'k.’

And Nurse bustled away, wliile Robbie tore down-
stairs and out of doors. . . . His poor little Kittens,
C'oped up all that time. . . He would never bidé them
ggun, and he wisbed be hadn't, anyhow, . . . Jsck bad
been so good to him that evening. . . . He would ask
Nurse if Jack might have one to sleep with him. . . .
Ah! there was the basket—how shauby it was. He
had no idea so much of its edge bad worn away—it
looked almost as if the kittens could liare crawlcd out.

‘But tbey can't have,’ said Robbie aloud. ‘They
wouldn’'t really be able, Oh! Ira stire they are ail
right, and—ana TU let Jack havefrofA ofthein to-nightl’

But when be tumed the basket over, there were no
kittens undemeath.

Toor Robbie looked round and called in vain. Then
very sadly Le picked up the basket and went indoors.
He wisbed very much that he had never hidden tlie
kittens. It was an ‘unsporting’ thing to do—like
minding when he lost in a game, . . . lie wished lie
could be more ‘ sporting,’ as Grandfather said Jack was.
e . . Perhaps if Mother had been horoe be ralghc have
told her how it was that the kittens liad dUappeared,
but he did not feel that he could tell anybody else. . . .

CHATTERDBOX. 15

He felt rather like crying. buthe had a dim idea that it
was 'unsporting’ to cry about a thing wbich was his
own fault, so he went quietly up to Nurse, and was uu-
usually good over going to bed.

The next day Jack was practically well, and joined in
a vigorous search for tbe lost kittens, though he bad.
little hope, for Nurse and Cook had looked everywhere
the night before. Nobody could explain their disappear-
ance, fur the little animais had never been known t»
stray beyond the garden, and besides. Cook had left them
shut up in the kitchen. It seemed almost imuossibie
that they could have got into the wood, but tlie two
boys spent the morning there, and asked in the village,
all witbout success.

Robbie was very subdued over it all, and every one
agreed that he was very good about it. Tiiey were very
kiud to him, and, except for bis unhappinesa about bis
pete, Robbie almost enjoyed the days which followed,
though he could not help wondering whether Jack
would be sojolly to him if he knew what had reallv
happened. Jack, for his part, only realised what much
better company bis small brother was becoming, and
begau to look about for two new Kittens to take the
place of the lost ones.

And so it happened that one afternoon when Robbie,
full of importance, was standing up to Grandfather's
howling, toe carrier'scartdrew up at the gate, and Jack,
who was flelding, rushed to meet theearrier andretumed
with a covered basket in bis amas. ‘Hete, Rob, be
said, ‘1 tried everywhere to get you another pair of
kittens, and at last the carriel told me he knew of two
going at Dene llollow—that village beyond the wood,
you inow—and here they are!’

Robbie tumed very red and then rather white. This
was dreadful! He felt that he must explain now—and
to Grandfather of all people, whom Le feared more than
anybody, and who had been so awfully niee lately, but
wbo would probably despise bim again now! It was
dreadful to have to do it, just as tbhings were getting so
joUy; but after all it was his own fault, and he might
as well get it over! So Robbie rammed his hands into
his knickerbocker pockets in ciése imitation of Jack, and
looking up at the rector blurted out: ‘1 don't descr'e
them. The others were lost because | hid them in tha
wood, 80 that Jack shouldn't play with them. | put
them under a basket, but | suppose they got out and
were lost in tha wood.’

‘That was the way of it, was it?’ said Grandfather,
gently. ‘Well, it's a great thing to have made a dedn
breast of it, oid man. And, do you know, 1 think Jack
would be disappointed if you didn't accept the kittens—
wouldn’t you, Jack P

‘Rather! replied Jack. ‘Come on, Rob, here’'s my
knife, but be careful how you cut the string. | haveii't
seen the kittens, but the carrier said they were tsbbies.’

So Robbie, grentlycheered.kneltdown and cautiously
cut the string. Then he raised the lid—and out sprang
the ftoo loit kittem !

‘ Well, of all I’ was all Jack could say; while Grand-
father remarked, ‘ This is very eifraordinary; either the
kittens were found in the wood, and were taken to
Dene lloilow, or else they actually strayed as far as
that. We must find Out later. Anyhow, all’'s well that
ends well. eli, Robbie f’

And Robbie, as he went off with Jack to get some
milk for the wanderers, warmly agreed.

N. M. La Touchk.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



Ayuntamiento de Madrid





