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THE MEDAL.
{Conclud»dJrompage 71.)

(ALL.WVAY had scarcely recoveredhis normal con-

> dition when the home station wa? reached, but be
bucked up a bit on entering the town, for theannunl fair
was in futi progress. Surging throngs of people begnii
to presa around him. A fascinuting uproar iell on bis
ears, StalU radiantwith gas-flares, thougb darknese liad
scarcely fallen; glitteriog merrv-go-rounds pursaing
tbeir circular iourney to tlie accompaniment of strideiit
music, greeted bis sigbt Lnall direetiona. Smftll wunder,
tbgn, tbat tbe hoy borne for the week-end pressed bis
way into tbe dens”st throngs, peeped at tbe gaudy
show-pictures, and lost himself for a time among tbe
shootins”alleries, the awing-boats, and other attrac-
tions. Tue eventa of the aftemoon faded frnm his
memory. tiutherford Coliege and allit contained saiik
into the background of life, and not until hewasactually
retiring to rest for the nigbt did recent eircumatances
obtrude tbejiiselves upon bim. Then, when in the act
of removing his eoat and wsistcoat, he made the
shocking discovery that the watch and chain be had
taken from Scorby'a locker were gone— completely
gone!

With wide-open eyee and dropped jaw he sat upon
the bedside. Oh, what a fool te bad been! What
a gaby! Whbat an ass, to moon about at the fair witli-
out realising that pick-pocketa were on”he look-out for
what tbey could take. What sboald he say to Scorby?
How on earth . . . Wby in theworld . . .

But we must leave Callaway to chaotic thoiight and
arestless night |foreTentsatRutherford Coliege demand
our attentioa

Since good times and bad times and all times get orer,
there is no cause for astonishment that the moréent at
last arrited when Scorby was at libertT to leave
detention-room. But rejoieiiigs over freedom are not
alwaysimmediate, and it was with a gloomT aspect that
he wandered intothe corridor. Scarcely had he shown
bis solemu face there, when he was surroimded by the
most unwelcome company.

Warden. Green, and Fisber bad evidently been lying
in wnit, and now lost no time in carrying into execution
a deeply-laid plot. Seizing tbeir victim firralv among
them. tbey husrled hira away in spite of proteatations,
till the cominor.-room was reacbeu.

‘Now, yon sneaking cad! eried Green, echoing
Scorby’s words of earlier in the day, ‘hand it Over!
Bon't iet us Lave any nonsense ! | know all aboutit!’

<You leave me alone!" growled Scorby, feeling, how-
ever, the weakness of bis nosition.

«Oh, yes, my beauty! put in Warden. *‘We will
leave you alone whenyou have given me backmy watch
and chain.’

‘ Nonsense 1' was the scornful reply.
them,’

‘\"e don't believe yon,’ asserted Fisher. ‘ We heard
vou crawl into his cubicle thismomingand steal itfrom
his waistcoat, hanging on the bed-post.'

‘ Get away !’ retorted Scorby, tirowing out his arms
and kicking at the same time. 'You're telling lies!’

But he was dragged irresistibly toward his locker and
commanded to open it, for nothing but a thorough
searck would satisfy his captors. So the lid was lifted,
and Oreen, esger-eyed. stood ready to pounce upon the
treasure that would prove Scorby’s guilt,

“1’ve never had

But his face fell—the triumphant accusatioii died
upon his lipa; for, at the first glance, he saw that the
watch and chain were not ttiere. So unmistakable was
his embarrassment that Scorby’s indignatien put on a
deflant aspect.

Red with anger Green turned upon him. ‘You've
taken it awayi' he cried. ‘You must have done,
for | put it there ray very own self this aftemoon,
That's enough alone to— —"

But he was interrupted by a confusién of tongues—
denunciation from Scorby, reproaeh from Warden, and
a roar of laugbter fioin Fisher.

‘ You’'ve given the show completely awWay, oid dunder-
Lead!” gurgled the last-named. What an ass you
must be.

‘Ilow? Why? \lliat's the mafter ?’ hlinl al Green,
‘What | said was perfectly true.’

But to save the situation, his friends bore bim away,
and for the next quarter of an hour he enioyed a
dressing down that left him in little doubt as to liis own
im becility.

eWhbat | want to know is how you are going to get
my watch and chain baek? ' cried \\arden, when the
storm of vifuperation had spent itself a little. * Xdon't
mean to take such foolery lying down, so you need not
thiuk I do.’

mYon can take it standingonyourhead, for all I care,’
retorted Green. ‘How can | know where the trumpery
rubbish is goueP You agreed to putting it in the
locker.’

“And the ailly su™\veation was your own,” sbouted
"Warden. ‘Let’'s have no wri”iing to shift tbe blame.’

Green, with hands lhrust in trousers' pockets, tossed
his chin, coughing out a smiling expresaion of indiffer-
ence. ‘filame! he echoed. '1don’'t mind blame when
it comes from a chap like you, Teddy Warden. It
would take a lot more than that to bend iny spiiie.’

It was apparent to the most obtuse that the tirade
administered to Green had been an overdose. A trifie
more leniency would have secured his complete humilia-
tion, but you can over-goad the driven horse, and the
moro "Warden railed the more ungovemable became
the prancing spirit of Green, At last the watch-
owuer changed his tactics, and closed the arguraent
by sighing in dospairing tones, ‘ All right, oid man, |
see that you have done me; for clearly enough it was a
trickto get hold of the property for yonrself.'

‘Braw it mild! put in Fisher, sjieaking for the first
time. ‘You are makiug a lot of fuss, aren’t you, overa
tin-pot ticker ?’

‘It wasn't yours, so of course it had no valué, re-
torted Warden. ‘What | say is full of reason. We
know that Scorby didn't take it out of the locker, for he
was in detenlion all the aftemoon, and you know that 1|
didn't. At the same time Green was the only other
person who knew that it was there. 111 thauk him
when he has the honesty to reCurn it.’

With that he walked away, in too bad a temper to
Lear any rebuke in the peal oi laughter that fohowed
him out of the room.

Thus stormily did that eventful Saturday ciése, and at
Rutherford Coliche two boys at least went to bed in a
state of mental diaturbance almost as great as that of
Callaway. Throu~hout the following Sunday, when-
ever Green and Warden met, their iutercourse was of
the sulkiest kind, and the clotids had by no means
cleared away when Monday moming carne. But before
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the hour ot noon hid atruck, a remarkable circum-
etance took place whick chaiiged the wliole aspeot of
affairs.

Uur two.friends were sitting in clase when the door
opened and the Head carne in, After a few words with
tlie Form-master, he turned to the assembled company,
and, sweeping it avitli a critica! glance, called for atten-
tion, ‘1 Lave had a watch and chain brought to me
this morning,” he said, ‘ and shall be glad if the owner
will acknowledge the property.’

With these words he held oiit for general inspection
the rery identical artieles that the schemiug Oreen had
Dlaced in Scorky's locker. Wardeu gazed in speechless
amazement, too confused to take in clearly what fol-
lowed.

‘They were found on Saturday aftemoon,” con-
tinued the llead, ‘haiiging on the tnmk of a tree in
ililwood Park. Thekeeper, rery good-naturedly, brought
the things to rae an hour ago.'

Warden rose with much hesitation.
me, sir,’ lie stammered.

«Then, at the end of morning school, be so good as
to come to mv rootn for them. | should like a little
«xplanatiou, wtich doubtleasyou can gire.'

As Warden sat down, he was conscioua of a mocking
itnile from Oreen, and as soon as the moment of liberty
arrired, he made overtures to that youth for as'istance
in solring the mystery. But Green's solé replr was,
“It'sa conjuring trick. Shows what magic poweri haré
for spiriting back a stolenwatch.’

With no faetterbacking than this, Warden presented
himself in the llead-master’s room, and was greeted with
tne ominous words:

‘This should be a lesson to yon, my boy. It should
make clear that the lawsof the school’cannot besecretiy
fcroken with impunity. Silwood Park is well known to
be pohibited ground, yet vou— '

‘Please, sir,’ broke in Warden, ‘1 Lave not been jn
Silwood Park, | have not indeed.’

‘Rut this is your wateh, and was found there as |
bave described.’

mTes, sir, but | was not wearing it on Saturdav.’

'"Then who was?’

ml don't know, sir.’

‘That's very csld,” carne the rroly, in lones that fliled
Warden with alarm. ‘ Pethaps 1 can aid your memory.
During his cali this morning, the keeper intormed nie
that the boy wbo left the watch behind was a boy wLo
bad to climb the tree to recorer his cap which a skv-
larWing gang of schoolfellows had tossed into the
branches.’

‘Oh:’ The exclaraation escaped Warden's lips before
be could cbeck it, and his face reddened as he teali.'ed
the revelatioua that were about to be drawn from him.

‘Do you know who that boy was ?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘“Were you responsible for the trouble he was put

' They belong to

‘Partly; but | did not know he had got my watch.’

‘Then you had not eren that excuse for teasing
him ?’

Warden was silent, twisting his fingers behind bis
back and feeling that he was getting more than his pro-
portion of embarrassment.

Perhaps the Hesd began to share tbis feeling, suspect-
ing that others were sheltering in the backgrouiid, for
Le Buddenly hended orer the watch and chain with the
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remark: ‘ Now, we will say no more about it on this
occasioD, but you may send to me at once the boy who
appropriated your property.’

‘lie was realiy not to blame, sir,” stammered Warden.
‘1 see now that it was all a mistake, so if you don't
mind--—--

A smile dawned on the listener's face. ‘It that is
vour wish,” said he, ‘ matiers shall remain as they are.
it seems to be a case of general wrong-doing with no
one to blame. The keeper nimself uiged that the tres-
passer should receive no punishment this time, and now
you exonérate him as well. Dismiss.’

Warden obeyed with alighter heart an'l netter temper
than he had possessed for some time. While Crossing
the playgtound a moment later. Le ran against .Scorby
and Caliaway. A long explanation had just ended be-
Iween them, whereby Caliaway had leamcd of his
unintentional theft and the manner in which the pic-
erty had been recorered. ‘The best thing | can do,
Le s&ghed, ‘is to go and mahe a deén breast of it to the

ead.

The beaming Warden caugbt tbis remark as he joined
them, and graciously responded, ‘Youneed do nothing
of the sort,'backiDg up the assertion with a full account
of what had taken place.’

‘Well, under tnose circumstances,’ acknowledged
Caliaway, ' it would only be stirring up the mud to no
purpose. I'll jet the matter drop.’

W'arden withdrew, glancing back with a genial smile
as he remarked, ‘And it's a good end to much ado
about nothing,’ John Lea.

THE HEDGEHOG.

e had been asleep for a few weeks, but one night,
H about the middle of Norember, when the wind
was causing the dead leares to scurry sil atomid in the
wood, he emerged from his sleeping quarters in a hollow
at the base of an oid oah-tree, where the leaves were
particularly deep, and formed for him a cosy bed. Per*
haps the screech-owl had roused him, for he had been
uttering bis nasal, eldritch ery incessantly for the last
half-hour, disturbing the slurabers of the inmates of
the liouses near at hand.

At any rate, the little animal was now thorougbly
awake, and set out fearlesslv, at a run, in search of fooil,
fot be was very hungry. fie was about a foot long and
some six inches high, round-backed, pig-beaded, black-
eyed, with spines about an inch long, sharplv pointed,
lirm and elastic, covering his back. lie was known as
the common bedgehog,

Certainly he resembled the hog, being pi~ish in
sbape, if not in greediness, and it was in the direction
of the nearest hedge that he directed his course. He
rustled as he went, for his body was so ciése to the
ground that, even in the moonlight, bis feet were not
lisible as they guided his stumpy body over to the
hedge, a few yards from his winter quarters.

Wi ith the aid of his sniiBng, seurching snout, he soon
discovered a slug, and with a few scrunches, be swal-
hiwed it with relish. Further on, a fat worm, which had
unwarily wriggled too fai up out <f the soft earth, was
tugged ™ by this night prowler, and in a second was no
more. Then, without hesitating a moment, he S|
along under the hedge till he reached the back gate cf a
house on the outshirts of tbe wood. Ilere he visited
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B . <

«Then with tu» p»w sbe smartly paMed the rouad impassive objeet."

the dustbin, finding a piece of atale bread, which he
swiftly carried back to his home at the foot of the oak.
Aa heretnmrd to the duatbin. a cat caught sight of him,
and sprinted after him. mistaking him for oneof herown
Jiiad, or perhapa out of curioaity.

The hedgehc”, ahout to be béaten in the race, atopped
auddenly, and contracting the maéseles of his back so
that his bristles stood out stiffly in all directions. he
rolled himself into a ball, and waited for the attack.
3'iiss paused a mnment in donbt at this unuaual sight, and
then with one paw she smartly patted the round im-
passive objeet before her. But once was enough—she
retired on three lega!

Having deposited the erust of bread in his borne, the
hedgehog retumed to the dustbin, and found a large rat
theie, makingsome investigations among the contents.
But the rat’s appearance inspired no terror in the hedge-
hog, for he calmly approaehed and started to chew up a
crust which the rat was aiready busy upon. The rat
witbout more ado walLked off, and left the hedgehog,
grunting contentedly, at his meal.

Ail the ofher cats he met, all the midnight prowlers,
left him severelv alone, for his annourivas his safeguard.
After another half-honr he returned to bed, and to
sleep, possibly till the genial warmth of spring would
Nain tempt him out of his hiding-place. Then, per-
haps, as in last April and June, he would hear again the
shrill cries of three or four blind little bahy hedgehoes.
as they held iip their tiny snouts to their parent, wno
would be unremitting in his care of thera till tbey
reached the time when their own armour would be
aufficient to defend thetn trom the cruel ereatures that
haunted the wood.

It was August, and the hedgehog still lived at th&
foot of the oak-tree, but now he was not alone, for his
little wife was busy feedingfour hung” little hedgehogs,.
who were giving fortb strange noises, half whiatle,
half squeal, as they ate up the worms and other dainty
morsels which were brought to them by their diligent
fareuts. Soon all the food was gone, and Father

ledgehc” had to salir forth early in the moming, two
o'clock a.m., in searek of more. A tent was pitched
about a hundred yards away, and he made a bee-line for
this, for many a scrap had been picked up there, just as
the dock in the distance was chiming two.

Rustling under the flap of the tent, he approaehed a
basket which had been overtumed, disciodAnga bag With
two fauna inside. Quick as lightning the snout of the
hedgehog was poked into the paper bag, and the crinkling
of paper that ensued aroused the campera, who tbougbt
a passing tramp was giving them an early cali. All
they saw, howerer, was the hedgeh” disap”aring with
a lai”e bun in bis mouth. lie carrieii the welcome meal
to his hungry young ones, and returned fire minutes
later fot the ¢ther bun. Still bis hungry family shrieked
on for more, and be set out for the nearest house. In
the hen-run Isy a basin, with some hen's food still
adhering to jts sides. With his snout the hedgehog
pulled ¢ e basin down, clirabed in,and collected all that
was left of the food, the while the basin swayed this
way and that, as the weight of the eager torager rested '
now on this side, now on that.

' Rut the day was now breaking; so he hurriedly made
his retum joumev t6 the oak, where his family, drowsy
after theifdiet oi worms, inseets, slugs, and 6ther deli-
cacies, awaited him, the little ones silent at last. Man,
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mwho in the couuUy at least Works by day, would soon
be abroad, passing through tbe wood with heavy tiead ;
aud $0 the nedgebog retired to bis cosy heap of hay and
JeaTee and moss, to sleep ti2l the darkness fellagain,
wben once more he emerged and went on bis nocturnal
quest for food, 1 Macli.bavkv.

A YEAR IN A GAEDEN.
111.—MAKCH.

h e rock garden really began in iVbruary, wheu
T . preparations were first started for draining tie
tield-patn. But on the first day of Marcb Billyheard a
Tisitor say, * W hat a capital place for a water’'gardei]!’
His father had replied, ‘ But this is to be the ehiet path
nmning throiigh the children's new garden, and | am

Alpine Flai.

going to bave itproperly drained, so tbat it will always
Se drv for them.'

Biliy thought it all over, and tben went to talk about
it to his faithful little belper. ‘Babe,’ he said, ‘why
shouldn’'t w« make a water garden and a rockery, too ?"

To make a real rockery had been his great desire since
he had had a garden oi his own." And now here wos
the opportunity! All this bank of earth that had been
lying piled up for weeks was already in many placea
covered with nuge blocks of stone that had been dug
up. Babe enteted into atl his plans with enthusiaam.
Tiiey ran up and down the bank so often that rery soon
a little narrow path had been beaten down over the
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ridje. Tliey mftde plana for a water garden that could
be undertaken in the summer holidsys, when the rockery
was finished. Finally, their father's consent was
obtained, and work waa begun in eamest.

First ot all, tbe little patk over the top was widened
and levelled, bricks were laid down, and tbyme was
planted in amonpt them. When allthis wasquite neat
and firm, operations were b~un at the foot of the lank,
where the largest ‘roeks’ were collected and fixed.
Some of these were big boulders from the stream at the
other gide of the meadow. Above the boulders, wide,
tiat spaces of soil were made for patrhes of various kinds
of seduui and Alpine pinks, all of wblch like plenty of
room in which they can grow and spread. Over the
rocks a little higlierupwere planted drooping gypsopliila
and Alpine flax and mossy saxifrages; nere alvo were
blue campanulas, yellow aljissam, and purple anbretia.
All these things were put in rather ciése together; it
was Billy’'s aim to haré a good show when the suinmer
carne, but prowbly by next year they would have “owiii
80 mucb that some would have to be taken out. JStone-
crops, wiib their lovely red-and-white tufts of fiowera,
were given a aomewhat dry Msition, and some clumps
of orpines, which belong to tae same family, were put
in a corner that was still more dry, and where probably
little else would have thrived. Perennial candytuft,
blue Alpine aster, dog'a-tooth violeta, several kinds of
hepéticas and veronicas, all tound homes in the rockery.
The eommon red hoaseleek had a place of honour, and
near it were the cobweb houseleeks, all great favourites
with Billy, who loved to watch the tiny offsets grow in
the summer.

Showers of rain often stopped their work, and then
the sunk psth was quickly under water. One day they
were watching the brown water rising and overflowing,
and Billy looked on with prophetic eyes that saw the
future water garden in all its Mauty. ‘ That must be
QUTwork in the summer Lolidays, Bahe,” he said.

TO SCHOOL!

OH, if 1 was a fairy-boy,
And didn’t want one bit
To go away to school each day,
I could get out of it,
Because 1'd beg a 'Will-0’-Wisp
To lead me on and on,
And nohody could scold me then,
Because | should be gone!

And if 1 was a beetle-boy,
Who didn't want at all

To learn, you know, | would just gO
And find a foK-glove tall,

And there I'd lie quite high and dry
All through the school-time hours,

And if they tried to blame me—why,
The fault would be the flower's!

But I'm the other sort of boy,
And | must start at once,
For there's tha bell! And, besides—well,
I can't grow up a Dunct;
For boys like me are all, you see,
Going to be growii meo;
And if we grow aml do uot Joune,
Well, what would happen thenf

GOOD-NIG-HT.
G OOD-NIGHT, Nurse; you don't know where I'm

Good-night, Mother; you cant come with me.
I don't sleep; | go to chase the squirrels
On the top of the very tallest tree.

Great White Uw!, he waits outside the window.
‘ Tu-whit, tu-whit,’ don’'t you hear him cali ?
On bis back I cuddle in the fenthers;
He takes care, and rever lets me fall.

In the sky the little stars are dancing.
ulow-worma light us as we fly along;
In the woods 'tis very, very quiet,
uniy flowers ritig their bells, ding-dong.

Xow | know tbe boles the squirrels live in,
For they drop their nuts upou my head ;

They jump out, and as we race together,
aH the birds wake and look out of bed.

Oh 1such fun to jump upon the branches,
While the rooks scold, ‘ Ah, you naughty boy I
See-saw, see-saw, swinging hack and forwards,
There we play till the squirrels squeal with joy.

White Owl watches from the tallest fir-tree,
Till he sges the grey dawn in the sky ;
Then he calis me, ‘Come borne, come,

home,’
Spreads his wings, and back ~ in we fly.

come, come

Nurse, she always leaves the shutters open;
White Owl drops me through the window-pane.
Scurry, hurry, scurry to the pillows . . .
When 1 wake, 'tis moming come a”in.
Ii M. Atkinson.

CHINNA.

By 51b8. Hobakt-Hampden,
Author of ‘ TJie Setret Vallen," ", eie.
(Continued from paga <6.)

h e raft grounded at this momeiit on the shores of
T the ialand, and Chinna scrambled on to the rock.i,
and began to climb towards the summit. Brian watched
him until he diaappeared on the further side, and then
he could hear Chinna’s voice raised questioningly, and
another voice answering. Almost every word was
audible, so atill was the day.

«Oh, Wonder-worker, come to our village,' said tha
voice that wasn't Chinna's. ‘ Come, O mighty hunter,
and save us from the destréyer.’

‘ And whose anger have ye now aroused, O people of
little worth ?’ Chinna demanded in a superior aud eou-
descendilig fasbion.

‘ The anger of the great ono of the foresta. He whboee
fiame we may not speak. Lo. yesterday did he come to
our village when all worked in the fields save the very
oid and me very young. Very softly he carne, ereeping
un the village Street, and entered tbe empty house cn
toe chief among us, and the wind shut to the door

ybehind him, And all day he slept, and none knew of

' his presence. And in the evening we retumed; and as
the headmun, all unaware, would have entered his
dwelling, forth sprang the great one and caught him by
tbe arm,’
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‘Did hekill?’ Chinna asked.

‘ The headman he spared; he has not yet tasted of
human flesh. But he slew of our herd, A fine cow.

-'A fatcow. Uneof the two tJiat are mine.” And, at
lilis, the stran”e voice rose in a wai!, ‘And then he
drank from the tank which ia beside the peepul-tree,’ it
went on. ‘ And, afterwarda, he retiirned to the house.
<lome and alay iiim while yet he ja heavy with meat.
"Twitl Iw an easy task." And now the voice wheedled.
eilost simple indeed.’

‘Um,’ said Chinna. <Then surely there i* no need
for a mighty hunter, onewho is wortny ot arich reward.
l)eal ye with the great one of the forests yoursehes
since ye deem it but child's pUy to do so.’

And at tliat there carne the sound of footsteps re-
tumiiig towards the raft, and the strange voice shrieked,
‘Ask what reward thou deemest fit, thou master of
the great ones. Oniy come and save us. Uh, leave us
not to perish.’

CHAMEU VI.

CiusiTA, it seemed, was moved by this appea!, for he
carne to a halt, and begau to .bargain. And, when
he had arranged that he was to receive a new axe, three
bens, a kiil, and enough silver to mate two bangles for
5irs. Chinna, he finally agreed to face the great one.

‘ When thesun is setting for the second time | come,’
be announced then.

eDelay not. Ketum with me even now,’ the strange
voice implored.

But Chinna answered, ‘ There are matters which must
tirst receive due attention. 1 mnst speak with the
si>irits of the forest that thev may be gracioiisly disposed
and lend me their aid. '/he great one will doubtless
kill again on the second day. When meat ispientiful,
he wiil eat of it, fresh and fresh. Uri\e the herd past
his dwelling betwean noon and sunset to-morrow that he
may feed ere | come.’

sMy other cow. W!'ithout doubt it is my other cow
he will choose,’ tiie stranger moaned,

‘What is that to me P~said Chinna, loftily. ‘W'ill ye
not all sit safe within your houses while | face the great
one in his strength p It is for me, therefore, to choose
the manner of that facing and the moment.’

The strange voice died away in doleful sighs, and
Chinna added, ‘ Go now, and look not behind yon. It
is not meet that any should see the way that | take.
And in aiittle while Brian could hear the spiash-splnsh
of 8 paddie from the further side of the island.”™ And
jiresently Chinna carne scrambling down towards the
raft again, his face all twisted into thoughtful linee.

But at sight of Brian he began to smile, and wavfd
his hand as a king raiglit wave it. ‘Ye heard?' he
asked. ‘Ye heard thetn ask for my aid? Now it is
plain how great | am. |, Chinna, the hunter; I, Chinna,
lord even of the lords of the forest.’

And be tossed his little axe up into the air, and
caught it again, and gave a short, sharp yell. And the
splashinp of the paddie, which were getting more dis-
tant eacn moment, grew extremsly hurried.

‘1 heard, said Brian. ‘But | aidn't understand what
you were talking about. Who is the great one P’

'The great one P’ said Chinna, and his voice was
tinged with awe. ‘It is the striped one. | may not
speak his fiame. He who walks by nigbht. He who
fefeds on the flesh of beasts; and, sometimes, on the flesh
of man.'
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Brian understood now. It was a tiger of which
Chinna was speaking. Most natives of India think it
is unlucky to mention tigers or snakes, or any dangerous
creature by fame, They hold it is wiser instead to use
a descriptive title.

“And i% there a striped one in the village ?’ Brian
asi.el, not liking to say °‘tiger,’ lest he should vex
Chuma. ‘But how can you kill it ?’ he went on. ‘with
only a bow and arrow ?’

‘1 shall kill the great one with a poisoned arrow,’
Chinna explained. ‘ Such an arrow as | brought from
the hut lase night, the head of which hadpoison smeared
onit. When he has fed fiill, and goes to the water to
drink, then I will hide within reach. And if the spirits
are kind—as kind they have been in the past—1 will
slay him. Thus did my father with a bear, using the
very bow that now 1 use, Often has he told me the tale
besides the camp-fires of my vouth.’

lie took up the paddie, and began to urge the raft
away from the island ; and. simultaneouslv, Brian ques-
tioned eagerly, ‘ Will you take me with you? li,
Chinna, do take me witii you! Oh, do, do let me come.'

‘Nay,” said Chinna firmly. ‘Such hunting is for
grown men only. Moreover, to ftnd a place in wliicli
to hide may be uiflicult. I'erchance I must remai.i ex-
jiosed to view. He, the great one may take for one of
the village peopie who are beneath his notice. But a
white face and strange clothes might stir him to
Euspicion.’

And no amount of pleading would tum Chinna's ‘N o’
into ‘ Yes,” and it was a dejected and gloomy Brian who
followed the little man to the clearing. Frederick was
playing on the outskirts, so busy with some wonderful
game that he scareely noticed his brother. But Nanev
carne riinning to meet Brian, very full of the hnppy
moruing she had spent. Mrs. Chinna had taiight ner
how to cook rico so that eaoh grain was plump and
white and $oft,and separate from its fellows. And had
let her grind grain in a little haudmili. And, together,
they had sathered cerfain fruits, which, it seemed,
Chinna hafi need of, and had collected more lirewoud.
And had chasedaway the monkeys which haJ persecuted
tlie goat until she had taken refuge in the hut. *‘And
tliis evening,’ said Nanoy happily, ‘ 1 am going to learn
how to muk.’

And then she noticed Brian’a moumful expression,
and at once she began to question him anxiously.
Nancy always had a great stock of sympathy ready for
aiiybody who might require it. ‘Is aiiything wrong,
Brian? Didn't j-ou enjoy yourself this morningP’ she
asked.

‘Oh,yes, | enjoyed myself,’ said Brian, wiih added
glorim.  And then out cama his grievance with a riish.
‘Chinna’s going on a tiger hunt, There's a tiger in a
village neiir here, and it's eating the village cows, one
by one. And Chinna's going to kill it with a poisoned
aiTow, and he won't take roe with him.’

* Oh, I'ra so sorry,’ said Nancy, trying very hard to be
as disappointed as Brian evidently expected her to be,
but not succeeding very well because she could not help
feeling relieved also.

And Brian, well aware of this, accepted consolation
with a somewbat a”ieved air. And, to himself, he
said, ‘I'm not going to stop behind. 1'm not. | must

with Chinna, 1 eimply must. Somehow or other,

1 fiud a way.’

{CorUinutd on pag» 82.)
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