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TIN-TACKS.
A Fale.

fpilERE WM once a man who spent his leisura
X in deaigning a house. Jtwae not a large house,
neither was it particularly handsome, but it waa plaimed
witli the greatest eare, and when tbe raau showed his
wite the plans ete had only one regret.

*Itere, eaid she, ‘shall 1 keep my linen and china ?
If only there were a cupboard or eren a set of sbehee
in soine conrenient comer, | should be perfectly
contented.’

‘1 bad not thougbt of tbat,’ said the man, and after
carefal thougbt he planned a cupboard under the stairs,
so that it took up ihe least possible amount of spaee, and
yet, inside, there was room for all the linen and chiita
they possessed. So delighted was hia wife tbat alie
immediately summoned ber neighboura to admire the
designa, and tbe cupboard under the atairs lilled them
all witb envy.

‘How | wiah my huaband were equaliy ingenious,’
sighed tbe iirat crony.

‘What carel what clevemess!’ exclaimedall tberest,
and bearing the chorus of praiae tbe man thougbt he
could not do better tban put in another cupboard. Tbis
he did, and then another and another, till not a comer
remained unoccupied and hia good wife began aeriously
to wonder what she should find to put on the ahelves.
The fact was that thia vain man carne to think a great
deal more about hia own cleTemeas and the neighboura’
admiration tban be thought about his wife’aoonvenience.
Getcing up early and going to bed late, be spent all his
perey in finishmg tbe plans, and then, with their own
banda, he and bis two sons built the house in which be
hoped to pasa the reet of hia life.

A day carne when he hammered the last tin-tack into
the last floor; already his wife and daugbters were
arranpng the linen in the cupboards, but auddenlv the
man heard two neighboura pass the open winaows,
»mmarking one to another on the huilder’a care and skill.
13y thia time the house was quite a familiar topic of
mconTersation in tbat district, but, greedy for more

raise, the man muse needs rush after tbeiu to listen.

le dropped the tin-tacks on the floor, but in his baste
he couldn’t think of j»u8ing to pick them up, and in
fact he followed bis neighboura down the road in order
to crerhear every word they said. At last, to his
disgust, they began to talk about other matters, and
the man went Lome to help more the furniture.

In spite of all his plana, his measurements, and hia
clever contriTances, thia house-bulider actually becaine
a byword for carelessnesa. Within an hour of going to
lire in bis new borne he was lame, so lame that it would
be many daya before he could walk without a limp. His
wife was lame also, eo were his sons and daugbters, ani
oven a friend wbo bad dropped in to congrattlate them
...and | needn't tell you that the causa of it was Hn-

JOYCE COBB,

THE EOMAN'S DAILY LIPE.

e life of a Roman country farmcr in olden times
Th needa but littie description. The farmer would
rise witb the aun, offer bis morning aacrifice to the gods,
and take bis simple breakfast of bread, dtied fruit, or
cbeese ; then go into bis fields till noonday, when he
would retum to his dinner of boiled pudding, of spelt,

vegetables, and milk. Thia would be followed bv the
noonday reet, made a necessity by tbe lieat in italy.
Then back to the flelds, till aunset summoned him to
Bupper and well-earued slegj).

'lown life was more vaned and busy. The Romén
population tended more and more to separate itself into
two classes; the upper consisting of tbe members of the
oid Roman families, patrician (noble) and plebeian
(peasant, or ‘ lower ciasa’'i, alike, and the ‘new men,
oftén the free alavés of tke emperors and nobles, wbo
might have gained wealth and favour by real ability or
by every kind of baseness. Below tbese were the mass
of tbe peopla, llving on the bounty of their patrons or
the free distribution of com by the State.

Now we will come to one of tbe paiaces aituated on
the Palatlne Iliti in Rome, and see how tbe maater
theregf spends bis day. Even before sunrise the vesti-
bule is crowded witb visitera and beggars (*cliente’ wbo
Lave come to pay their morning cali on the great man),
All are dressed in the national toga—a long outdoor
wrap of white woollen cloth, always wom on auy visit
of ceremony, like the cap and gown in our modem
Universities.

The steward enters, followed hy alavés bearing the
gifts and Joles for each individual. Then tbe doors
of tbe ‘atrium’ (common room, or hall, of the family)
are opened; the master comes in, and greetiiigs are
eichanged. If, however, the master is ill or not inclined
to receive, the atrium doors are closed, and the
grumbling crowd besrs there will be no distribution
that day.

This reception generolly laste about two bours the
first thing in tbe morning. After tbis beginathe businesa
of the day. The master, after taking gome light refresh-
ment (bread with honey, dates, or cheese), goea out,
a train of these asme cliente following him, to the law
courte, or wherever else be carries on his particular
Work. If a man of leisure, he would go to visit friends.
He might be obliged to attend a wedding, funeral, or
some other function among bis friends, the train of
cliente alwaya following his litter, which was carried
by six stalwart slaves througb tbe ill-paved, ill-kept,
and evil-odoured atreete. Then back borne by noon, or
soon after, for the firat substantial meal of the dav.

Thia (the ' prandium ') consisted of various distes of
mcat, bot and coid; fiah, vegetables, fruit, bread, and
wine. It was (aken, Eastern fashion, reclining on
a couch, laaning on tbe lefe elbow; often, in luxurious
timei, supported by cusbions. Then followed the siesta
(noonday rest), which, thougb not universal in early
times, became so in tbe late daya of tbe Republic (haif a
century or so before Christ). Thbis was followed by
the daily exercise, the young men taking it in the forra
of milltary sports, running, leaping, wrestling, &c., in
the Campus Martius, the eider, even oid men, favouring
games of hall, of which there were several kinds, and
specisl games played with each.

But the time given to exercise wa.s not long, though
regular. Soon the bells of tbe publio baths would
ring as a sign that they were open, and the people crowd
in to what was one of the greatest and moet universal
pleasurea. A Roman bath needed at lesst three rooms
— (1) the frigidatium (coid bath), for undressing and
anointing; (2) the tepidarium (warm bath), for the
same pnrpoaes, only warmed, in case the bathers were
afraid of chill; (3) the ealdarium (hot bath), a heated
chamber in which bathers could take either a hoét-sir
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bath, as in a modern Turkish batU, or an ordinary warm
bath. Usually two sets ot batbs, for men and women
respectively, were built side by side, a furnace in tbe
iniddle heating the whole.
- n lounges, so abundanfly provided
ju the great batlis, the master of the house would go
jlome to enjoy the chief meal of the dar, the ‘cena’
taken late in the afternoon, just before sunset.
lhis meal consisted ordinarily of ihree courses; the
tirst of vegetables, eggs, &.c., being supposed to whet tbe
appetite, It was followed bv more substantial fare ;
hsh, fowl, and flesh of al! kinds. The last course was
of fruit and cakes. The only drink used was wine, and
tiiis was rarely drunk unwixéd or without water; to do
so was a mark of intemperanee. It was drunk with
water, bot or coid, and sometiraes eren witb perfuraed
«ods. A special vessel was us d fot auch mixed wine
and water. W e have an example of such an one in the
IwitisL Museum: the ‘crater.’

From the earliest times it had been a Eoman custom
to have a piper present at a hanquet, although it seems
bis Services were ouly called for at the sacriflce to the
household gods; but later it carne to be the fasliLon to
¢ave al! kindsof musi6 and singing throughoutthe dinner,
and we can imagine our Roman gentleman listening to
such, as he reclined on bis couch, and ate his evening

R. B. Dubrast.

A JOURNET to GO.
(Second Series.]

1.—LONDOX TO WEYMOUTH.

T ET US start out on a journey towards the West
iJ of England, leaving London by wav of Waterloo
Station (on the Surrey side of the Thames), and see
what our ttavels tell us. Frora 'aterloo we arecarried
swiftly through the suburbs of London, and see Vaux-
hall, famous long ago for its pleasure gardens; the
;pretty cultured plantation,” as Samuel Pepys called it
in the seventeentb century, where he used to gossip
with his friends on summer evenings.

Ftom Vauxhall we go through Clapham to Wimhle-
don, a place that was associated yesterday with shooting
matches, and is still to-day connected in our minds witn
tennis toumaments. If we go olt on to the breezy
commoD, however, we shall find traces of an older and
griramer warfare, for diere is the ancient entrenchment
that Bome peopie cali Ceeaar's Camp, but which was
more probably the scene of the Battle of Wibandune,
fought in 568, between the forces of Egbert, Ring of
Kent, and those of Ceawlin, the West Saxon moiiarch.
The very fiame, Wimbledon, has a warlilie sound, for
its ending, -don or -dUn, is a Celtio word, meaning ‘fort.’

In the fdiddle A ~s this district belonged to the See
oi Canterbury, ana it remained Cburch property until
the reign of llenry ~111., when, like many another fine
estate, it carne iiito the hands of the Ring, and was
presentad by him to Thotnas Cromwel!. During the
neit century Wimbledon had many owners, and at Inst
the land and the fine manor house which had been built
upon it became the projierty of Qiieen llenrietta Mario,
who loved tho place, and often stajed there with her
husband and children.

W e go on now to Woking, where the domed roof of
a Mohammedan mosque reminds us that England is only
-a very amali part of the great British Emjiire; and
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that Jews, Turks, Mohamwedans, and peopie of manv
other faiths are our fellow-subjects, claimiiig Ring
George as their protector.

Then we reach Brooklands, with its flying-ground;
and, as an aeroplaneis soen high overhead' against the
sky, we have a glimyse of one of the most modern and
wonderful of inventions, beféte we continué our ioumey
through history and legend into the ancient, kingdom
of Wessex,

Basingstoke is one ot the flrst places of intereet on
oiir route, and here we fiad ourselves back in the
stotmv, picturesque days of the Civil War; for the
ruined castle of Oid Basing, not far awav at Oastle
B.ising, *BB the chief Royaliststronghold inHampshire,
and it was besieged almost continuouslv by Cromweu’s
army for nearly two years. At one time diiring this
period the members of the bele”~uered garrison were
almost starving, but Colonel Gage marehed across
country from Oxford, and succeeded in provisioning the
Castle with supplies which he had captured from the
enemy ; and later, when food was scarce again, a bold
plan was made by which a thousand horsemen, each
with ahag of com fastened to bis saddle, were to gallop
through the lines of the Roundheads. On this occasion,
however, it was discovered that the siege had been raised
for a time, in consequence of bad weather, and the
relieving forcé wae unmolested ; but before long
Cromwell himself marehed against the Castle with a
laree army, and it was capturSl| and destroyed.

Soon afier leaving Basingstoke the Une oi tbe South-
Western RaQway divides into two branches, one going
towards Winchester, whilg the other keepson its straight
course towards the West. We will follow this latter
route for the moraent, and soon come to Salisbury, the
principal city of Wiitsbire, and see the exquisite spire
of the Cathedral—the tallest in England—rising above
the houses and other buildings. Salisbury prowr has
had a less eventful history than most great English
towna, for it only dates from 1220, when the bisbopLc
was transferred here from Oid Saniin, the ancient
fortified city of the Celts, whose grass-gyown ruins can
still be aeen on a hill not far away.

In new Sarum, or Salisbury of to-day, the most
important building is the Cathedral, which, having been
built all at one time, instead of during manv perLods
and by many architeets, is considereda perfect'specimen
of thirteenth century art. It is, however, almost
‘ faultily faultless,” and is not nearly so interesting as
Winchester Cathedral, wbLch we shall see soon, or as
Westminster Afabey, with its mingled styles of architec-
ture and its fascinating tangle ot historical memories
and traditions,

There are many fine tombs in Salisbury Cathedral,
among them thatof WilUam Longspée, tEe son of Fair
llosamond, and the monument raised to the memorv of
Sir John Cheyney, who carried the banner of Hénry
Tudor on Bosworth Heatb. There is also the tomi>
of a boy biahop, with a gnaint effigy of a child ciad in
cope and mitre, and with a crorier in his hand. In
medi®val times these little mock prelates were elected
each .St. Nichoks' Hay, and rul;i over a chapter of
fellow ehoir-boys until the festival of the Holy
Innocente.

We now leave Salisbury, and go n./rthward on to the
great Wiltshire Plain, where all the history of England
seems tobe gathered together, as it were, into awonderful
epitome, for hereare British barrowsand walled villages.
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Koman roads, Saxon eatrenchments, and Banish eamps,
while since 1914 the I'Uin has been covered with tbe
tenia and huts of Kngland’'s great new army, and men
from Ganada and Australia have been drflled upon the
~cund where, long aeo, their skin-clad ancestore fought
torcely for life and liljerty.

Situated on Saliabury Plain is Stonehenge, the strange
circle of boulders which history saya once formed part
of a Druidical temple. Legend gives the stones another
origin, and declarea that they were brought over the sea
by the magic power of Merlin, and were set up as a
memorial to trie British Levo, Vortigem, who on thia
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spot was killed, with bis three hundred nobles, by the
Saxons. There uaed to be an oid belief that it was
impossible to count the boulders of Stonehenge cor-
rretly; but it is said that Charles Il,, wben he was
hiding on Salisbury Plain after his defeat at Worcester,
amused himself by counting the stonea ovet and over
again, and so proved the untruth of the superstition,
We now retum to Bssingstoke, ani taking the
Southern branch of the railway, come to Winchester,
a City which was once of great importance, the seat ot
fovernment in England and the rival of London itself.
t looka quiet and old-fa,shioned now, but the green

, Sfonehenijp
SflllS-
burv>
mn-
\ 1

~&JrGa/i
*MiiTmnpfoft

ickenbursr
_ /fifemr,/S)7jio/r
>\ ~j Waredam
1

Beumemo'urh,

A Joumey from London to Weymouth: Western hali.
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it jg difficult now-
adays to realise the
tiast greatness of this
sleepy oid cathedral
- City, but the cathedral
itself is the centre of its fatne, and there, in the chapéis
and among the eluatered pillara, the memoriea of the
bygone limes gatber inost thickiv.

Ht. Swithin is the fiatron of W inchester, and, when he
died, bis body was laid in a ehapel outside the nave door.
Eater, Bishop Athelwold decided to transfer the bones
of the saint to a shriiie behind the high altar, but the
s'ory saya that there carne forty days of miraculous rain
«'hich delayed the ceremony. This legend is pr 'bablv
the origin of the strange belief which saya that, if there

rain on St, Switliin’s day, it wi 1 be fullowed by forty
davs of wet weatber.

Sevetal coronatioiis liave tallen place in A\'inchéster
~“N'ttdral, the earliest and one of the raost im[Kirtant of
all t»ing that of Kitig Egbert, the first monarcli of ail
England, There, too, Alfred was crowned, and in

ul?
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1IVimbktion Common

A Journey fron. London to Weymouth ;
" Eastem haAl

1 Winchester he beld bis court of justice
and reigned as the best and wisest of the
Saxon Sings.
Edward the Confessor and William
Riifus were both crowned in this cathedral,
a id here Queeu Emma underwent the ter-
rible ordeal by fire, and walhed unbarmed
over red-hot plotyihshares.
Hardly lesa ftfinous than the cathi-dral
7- is the grsat School, and the fiame, Wvhe-
haraist, giren to a Winchester boy,reminds
us that the school was founded by Wiliiaiu
of Wykeham, the arcbitect who built
Windsor Castle for Edward IIl., and
inscribed the proud words ‘Hoc fecit Wykeham'
(Wykeham made this) ou his flnished work.

Uutside Winchester, in tbe green fields that border
the river, legend says that a great combat took place
between the Saxon Champion, Guy of Warwick, and a
Danish giant, while King Athelstan watched the battie
trora tbe eity walls. In support of thestory it is pointed
out that the meadow is still called the Danemede.

From Winchester we travel southward through East-
leigli (wliere are the South-Westem liailwav works)
to Southampton, one of the ehief porte of ilngland,
which has been famoua since Saxon days, and even
before that, for tbe llumans sailed up the Itchen and
htiilt their city, Ciausentum, on its bank.

If we look at a map of England and see how ijouth-
nmpton is situiifed at the bead of its deep hay, it would
seem that it musr be Safe from any enemy, but this has
not been the case. Again and again in uarly times, the
tnwn was ravagiid by the Danés, and much lat.er, in the
reign of Edward II1., it was atlacked by the Frencli
with their Spanish and Italian allies.

It was necessary, therefore, that Southampton should
be Btrongly f Ttitieil, and ramnants of the oid defences
are still to be seen. The most interestingof ibese is the
Bar Gate. now in the raiddle of the town, but once its
norfhern en rance. On this oid gate are carved figures
of Sir Bevis, the legendary hero of Soulliamptuu, atid
bis victim, the giant, Ascupart.
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Soutbanipton Las witnessed many stirring scenes in
ita long history, for it is a conrenient port oi «tnbarka-
tioii, and again and again great atmiesiave besn coliected
liere and have sailed away on one or anotber warlike
erraiid. 1t waa from this place that RLcbard I. staried
witli lila Crusaders, and Inter we iind, Cist Edward ]11.
and then Henry A, gathering togetlier great armies for
the invasiéon oi France.

We all know the story of how, on the ere of the
departure of tke latter iing, a dangerous plot was
discovered, and how the conspirators (Cambridge,
fkrope, and Grey) paid for their treachery witi tieir
lives-

it waa on .\ugust ]3th, 1415, that Henry V., King
of Eiigland—and of France, as he proudlr called hiin-
self—sailed down Southampton 'SMater with a fleet of
iifteen hundred ships; and flve centuries later, so
strangely does history repeat itself, we fliid another and
a greater army asselnbled at the oid port of embarkalion.
It was Augnst 13th once more, but tbis time, instead of
being the enemies of France, our soldi.rs were tiieir
allies and brothers-in-arms, and they went forth not to
invade France, but to defend her, and to tightonce more
on the oid battlefields.

Leaving Southampton, we now go through the New
Forest, whieh covers land laid waste bv William the
Conqueror, who, while he ‘loved the tall deer as if he
were their father,” had but little coiisideration for his
unfortunate suhjects, and placed the whole district
under the cruel ‘Forest Laws.” Lyndhurst. Ringwood,
Urockenhurat—there is a woodland s<mnd about the
fAames of the stations throngh which our Irain carries ua;
and then we come to Wareham, with ita oid itaiil™h
walls. Here we must wait a little while in order to
pay a visit to Corfe, the great Caatle which, althoiigh
it waa destroyed by uliver Crorawell, is still one of the
most interestiug ruins in England.

The Castie iteelf dates back lo Norman times, but
before the Conques! there was another building on tbe
same spot, and it was h--re that, nearly a thousand vesrs

the golden-haired Saxon Queen, Elfrida, lived'with
her little son, Ethelred. Edward, her stepson, a bov of
fourt™n, was king, and Elfrida bated him and longed
for his deatli, so that her own child might reign ir bis
place. Edward iived at Warebam, not far away, with
bis stem tutor, Dunstan, who ruled him with a rod of
iron; and, as Edward knew notbing of his stei>
mother’s cruel ambition and loved his little brother he
was overjoyed when one day, at the end of a huntiiig
expedmon, he found himself in the neigbbourhocd of
~rfe Castie. He rodé happily up to the gate, and
yueen Elfrida, m accordance with Saxon custom, went
to riwive him, carrying a cup of wine in her hand; but
in this unexpected visit she saw an opportunilv of
fiirthering her wicked plans, and while Edward'was
dnnrléing the Cup of 176100016 he was stabbed to the
aeart.

A century later the oid Oastle was pulled down and
a new fortress erected, but a curse seems to have rested
upon Corfe, and one tragedy followed another. llie
Castle was used as a royal prison, and amone its
captiyes were llobert of Normandv and Princesa Elesnor
of Brittany, the niece of King John. Ester Edward 11
was imprifoned at Gorfe, before his murder at Berkelev;
and there is a terrible stnry of twenty-three Frencli
knights who were starvid to death iu the dungeous
beneath the Castle.

In the seventeenth century comes a brighter chapter
in the history of tbe ojd stronghold,for duriiig the Civil
War it was gallantly defended by I,ady Jiankes, iho wife
of the Governor, who, with Ave soldiérs, her daughtera,
and some women servante, held Cromweli's besieging
array at bay. Later, however, in another attack, oiie
of tbe ofBcers in the reinforced garrison turned traitor,
and the Caatle fell into the banis of the Koundheads.
Thus the annals of Corfe were blackened once more, and
the building kept its sinister character to the end.

Me return to Wareham again now, and, eontiiiuing
our journey westward, come to Dorchester, which at one
time was an importan! Koman town, situated on the
great highway called the Ickuield Way, and boasting an
amphitheatre thatcould hold more tban tweive thousand
people. A little way out of Dorchester may be seen the
remains of a huge British camp, Maiden Castle, the
strongest and most famous of ancient eartbworks iii the
whole of England. Maiden Castle ustd to be considt red
a Koman fortress, but it is now known to be much
older. There are five miles of earthen trenohes in the
fortress, many of them sixty feet deep. .4n eighteentli
century writer says of it: ‘It is not easy to imagine
that the Komans would have been at the inconceivable
labour of erecting mud walls of so astounding a magin-
tude when they were so well aequainted with tbe great
preference of stone ramparts. These opinions séem
slrange to us nowadays, when modem fortifications
have in many cases proved Useles?, and we huve gono
back to the trench warfare of our ancestors.

Dorchester was strongly fortifled by the Romans,
but its walls do not seem to have served it well. In
1003 the town was besieged, captured and burut by tbe
Daiiish King Sweyn, and it afterwards suffered severeiy
at the hands of the Norman eonquerors of England.

Weymouth, the Dorset port, which is the next and
last stage of our journey, was also often at the merey
of foreign foes during the troubled days of tbe Middl'e
Ages, for when Edward IlIL w»s collecting his armies
for the invftsion of Eranee, we hear that tbis town
provided ‘ fifteen sbips and one huudred and twentv-five
men to besiege Callice’ (Calais), because the Ftench
‘then and many times sithence (since) had essayed to
burn the town and destroy the inhabitants.’

Beyond M'evmautb, and stretching far out into the
sea, is what is called the Islar.d of Portlaud. It is
really, however, a peninsula joined to the mainiand bv
tbe sfrange Chesil Beach, a natural causewav formetl
of loose peebivs. In difiergnl parts of the ridge these
stones are of dilferent sises, laige at Portlaud itself
and growing smaller and smaller untlu they become
almost sand. In the lawless oid davs, when smugglers
landed on Chesil Beach in the darkness, with~their
cargoes of contraband, it was possible for them to tell
e-vaetly where they were by the sise of the pebbles
they picked up.

I'ortlaiid, now a great naval harbour, has an
interesting history, for jt was here that the Danés first
landt”, aud many centuries later off ihis coast the famous
runiiing fight between Drake’'s ships and the huge
vessels of the Spanish Armada began. Nelson put into
Portlaud on board tbe Victory while on his vovage to
meet and conquer the French in Trafalgar Bav and
from Portland, in 1914,-Sir John Jellicoe sailed lo
keep guard in the Nortli Sea against the threatened
attaclis of a still more formidable enemy.

A. A. Methlikt.
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WONDEELAND.

:[\’\RANK and Phyllis, hand in Land,
Started out for Wonderland.
US lind tbe lad,” said they.
‘Where the faya aisd elfins play.’

In tbe fielda tbey stayed awhile
"Whbere tbe pink-tippeil daisies smile—
Stayed to weave a daiay-cbain,

Ere they wandered down tbo lane.

Pimpemels and barebells blue

In tbe sheltered hedgierows grew;
Butterfiies went flitting by,

And to eatcb tbem they must trv |

‘What-o'-clocka’ tbey needs must blow,
If tbe time they want to know;

And a hird's nest they espied,

Whb four tiny eggs inside.

Whben at lengtb they homeward fared,

Prank and I'byllia botb declared,

‘Thoiigh not a single elf we've seen,

To Wonderland meve surely been!
Kathehisk E. Sherbifp.

CHINNA.

Bt M rS. HOBART-11A3dPDES,
Author of “Tht Stertt Valley, etc-, ete.
(ConUnued Crom page 10.)

" P~ Nancy, where are we going ?  Oh, Nancy, shall
A/ we be drowned?’ Frederick asked once, his lipa
ciése againat Nancy's ear.

But Nancy could only shabe her head in answer,
since there was no other answer she could give. And
Frederick, at that, decided tbat tbey had slipped into
tbe middle of one of the aervants’ stories. The river
spirit was apecially angry with tbem, perhaps, because
it was their fatber who had built the bridge. And he
tried to remember how the stories usuaily ended:
always—quite always—he was sure, in the defeat of
the bad spirita snd the triumph of the good human
beings. And. inuch cheered by this thought, Frederick
pyeped over Nancy’s shoulder, expecting to aee the bad
river spirit running away,

But, alas! there was no spirit tobe seen—only furious,
tossing water, and bits of wrechage chasing after the
piece to which the children clung, and bobbing all around
it. And Frederick shut his eyes and tumed his head
away, and he tried to believe 'ihat it wasn't the end of
the story yet,but only the frightening bit in the middle.
lie woulo wait a little, he toid himself, and then he
would look again.

But, though more tban once Frederick looked, there
mes still LO defeated spirit visible, and soon it was
difRcult to see at all as iiigbt drew in. And the dark-
ness, when it carne, was very terrifying, alive as it was
with the anger of the water and with flashes of wbite
foam Bgainst the blackness. But presentiy the moon
rose, and smiled in friendly wise at the children, and
Et new heart into them, and seemed to promise that

er things were coming.

The river was wider now from bank to I»nk, and, in
consequence, the current grew less swift and less
tempestuous. And here and there were smooth ba'ck-
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waters where piles of driftwood had collected. Against
this driftwood the wrechage of the bridge jarred, and
the children were sent sprawling again and again, and
recovered themselves with difficulty as the water drove
them on, Yet beneath this new threat lay a new hope
that tbey, too, might come to reat in some small bay t
and all at once a swirl of water caught them, tossed
them hither and thither, and Gung them against a
jirojecting elbow of the bank. Right into the hollow
of the elbow it forced them, and then—in hot anger
it seemed—flung other wreckage after them, andwedged
tbem in securely.

So suddenly did all this happen, they could not realise
at first their good fortune. \ ery still they sat, waiting,
waiting, for the swaying and the tossing to b~ in again.
Then slowly they crept on hands and knees towards
the aandy clift until they could touch it with their
Knger-tips ; and next they mwere scramhling eagerly up
it. So high was the water oi the river still, it was
but a little way to the top.

How good it was, how very good to feel tbe firm
found beneath their feet again! They could scarceiy

elieve yet that the danger was really over, that they
had come safely through their most perLlous adventure.
They stood, huddled together, staring roimd them at a
strauge and somewhat desoiate country. The ground
was covered with low scrubby hushes and loog grasa.
In the distance was a dark mass, which might be a
forest, or possibly a range of low hills.

‘1 wonder whal every one thinks has happened to us,’
said Nancy, suddenly breaking the silenee which held
them all. Her mina was gradually beginning to work
moperly again, free of the constant menace of tbe river.
Thuswas it with her hrothers aleo. All three had been
almost stupefied since tbe mwrecking of the bridge, and
now it seemed as if a heavy weigbt had been lifted from
them. And, naturally, their thoughts flew first to the
surprise and constemation their absence must be causing,

‘When they see the broken bridge, they'll think were
drowned,' said Brian.

‘But no one knows we were on the bridge,' Nancy
argued. ‘1 expeot they'll think we walked on too far,
and lost ourseives.” And this explanstion certaiiily
seemed as likely as the other. But, in either case, it
was ctear that they must return as soon as possible,
though how this return was to be accomplisned was
not equally plain. There was no doubt the river had
brougnt them a very long way from the burgalow, and
Frederick, at anyrate, could not walk the night through.
It would be best, therefore, Nancy and Brian decided, to
try and find some village in nhich tbey could shelter
until the moming. And they looked in every direction,
hoping to catcli sight of t&e glow of a fire, or the
glimmer of a lamp, but it was in vain tbey looked.
\nd, finally, they begaii to walk along the river bank
in the direction which must lesd them Home eventually.

They talked together as they walked, but very softly,
for the night was so lonely, so silent, that their volees
seemed unnaturally loud, And the moonlight made the
shape of everything most weird and strange, and they
felt as if all manner of hostile chinga were watebing
them, making ready to pounce at aily mnment. And, ail
at once, Frederick caught hold of Nancy in a frightened
grip, and be pointed to a laige bush near by.

‘I'nere’s something behind that bush,’ fie whispered.
‘1 saw ib move. | truly did. A big, dark, dreadful

- (Coniinuéd on page 26.)
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