Ayuntamiento de Madrid



98 CHATTERBO X .

CHINNA.

By Mbs, Hobibt-Hampuex,
Avthor Of ' The Steret Vatlcy,' etc., etc.

(Contliiued froni page 96.)

N Brian wailied until he came to the spot wLere the
path which led to the lake bnncbed off, and thea
ho flpng down a Uttle of the grain. It would be best, he
thought, to let the monkeya know tiat he really did
mean to feed them, or very likely tbey would gire the
alarm directly he stepped across the boundary. And
down they carne crowding immediately, but lhere was
80 little grain upon the ground that only the largesc and
strongest w i able to snatch a share. The test were
cuffed back inte the trees by their superior», where they
sat watéhing with greedy, wistful eves, all else for-
gotten in eager hope.

Brian sfood still for a moment, watching the sleeping
figures in the distancc. Not one amoug them move”
and he tumed gleefully towards the lake, the monkeya
following him as though ther were a flock of sheep and
he the shepherd. The cheeks of tlie biggest were still
stuffed with the grain they had not had time to eat, so
afraid were they iMt they should miss a further supnly.

Brian felt certain now of euccess, and he rentureu to
walk more quickiy. lie scattered a little of the grain
from time to time, but kept a reserve for the l«t.
Then, when it seemed to him that he was far enough
away from the encampment, he threw all that remained
upon the ground, and began to run as fast as he could
towards the lake. Behind him be could hear the
monkeys scufliing and quarrelling over the spoil, hut
Eone among them pursued him. They were clever
enough to grasp that they had got all that he had to
give, but n,ot clever enough to reallse that thev had
allowed him to escape from the encampment.

On Brian ran, treading very ligbtly (as Chinna had
taught him) and following the track. And soon he
Btood by the water, and undresaed in the warm sun-
shine, and began to rub the brown fiuid all over his
legs and arms and body, upwards from the waist, and
over his face. He uséd it as eparingly as possible,
because there was only a small supply, and the water
of the lake raade a looking-glass inlo which he could
glance from time to time, and judge of the effects of
the dye. He was csertainly a mueh paler colour than
Chinna when he had finished ; but he was undoubtedly
brown, and not white aay longer. And there are so
many shades of colour among the nativos of India that
he hoped he might not attract any special attention.

‘ive seen boye quite as yellow as 1am often,” Brian
decided. ‘Every one will thmk I'm iust one of the
yellow ones.'

lie dye was all used up, in any case, so that it was
not possible to make himself any darker; and Brian
unfolded the piece of cloth, and began to wind U round
his hipa. But, with this part of his disguise, he &oon
found he was not at all succeasfuL There was so much
of the cloth, and he was so small anrl sim compared to
squat, square Chinna. And, when Brian had fliiL«lied
and bent aniiously to stare into the water, he liad to
admit that he looked eicactly like a top, the cloth heing
the body of the top and his own self the two points.

‘1 shall have to cut the cloth,’” Brian thought, and he
began to hunt for his knife in the pockets of the coat
he had just taken off. He was rather frightened at his
own daniig. It would certainly anger Chinna veiy
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gready to find his cloth bad been ciit, for the stuff
would be of little use to him afterwards. But, then, he
migbt be angry in any case about the dye and the grain.
*1t is much Setter to finish the thing properly now/
Brian eoncluded, desperately. ‘After al” Chinna can't
be more angry than os angry as possible” And he
opened the knife, and began to unwmd the cloth from
ahout his waist. And, as he turned round slowly to
help it untwist, he came face to face with Chinna, who
had crept iip noiselessly.

‘So,” said Chinna. And he looked* at the emptv
gourd, and at the cloth, and he lield out his hand towards
Brian, and on the palm of it were a few dusty grains.
And then, just as Brian thought he was going to be
ferociously ang”, Chinna suddenly began to laugh, and
be laughed until the tears streamed down his cheeks,
and he coliapsed weakly on the ground.

‘ Thou art like,” he gasped, ‘ thou art like the donkey
of the TUlage washerman with two great loads of
clgthes on either side. And wherefore hast thou tumed
thief, oh, little donkey P Was it well done thus to
treat those who had befriended thee?’

Brian fldgeted from one leg to another, uncomfortablo
and ashamed, as he iistened. He certainly had bebaved
badly; and yet he did so dreadfully want to be present
at the death of the tiger. Surely Chinna, who was so
great a hunter himself, would undarstand if heexplained
very clearly,

‘It was the tiger,' said Brian, looking eagerly al
Chinna. ‘You said you wouldn’'t take me, and | wanted
so much to come, And | thought, if I was properly dis-
guised, and was here waiting, perhaps you would change-
your mind. Oh, do take me with you. I'll do every-
thing you tell me. | won't be a trouble, I really won't.”™

Chinna considered this answer for a few moments.
He was mueh pleascd that Brian should be so amioua
to take a share in sach a dangerous expedition; he-
thought it showed a right and proper spirit, worthy
eren of ason of his own. Moreorer, the disguise could
easily be made effective. If the cloth were arranged
properly, the yellow of Brian’'s skin might well pass
muster, eince jt would be almost dark by the time the-
village was reached.

‘Give me the knife,’ said Chinna; and, to Brian's
immense relief and delight, the little man himself
divided the cloth, twisttd the larger piece round the
boy's hipe, and made of the rest a turban for his head,
so that his brown hair should be hidden from sight.
And now, when Brian bent to look into the mirror of
the lake, it was an ludian boy who looked back at him,
a boy completely transformed. Frederick and JsancY
even would fail to recognisa him, he thought. He coulU
Bcarcely reeognise himself.

Chinna, too, seemed quite satisfled. He handed the
bow and arrows to Brian to hold while he began to un-
moor the raft. Brian handted the arrows very carefullv,
for all were poisoned, and he knew that the least little
prick from those dark tips might carry death with it.

Chinna soon had the raft loose, and took the paddie
in his hand, and called to Brian to clamber aboard.
And then across the lake they began to move, while
Chinna ebanted a new verse of his song in time to the-
Btrokes of the paddie ;

“O! mighty one.
Bless thou the bow,
The arrow speed,

{Continind on pagi 110.)

For forth I go,
The stripéd one to 8lay.’
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OuUB BAZAAB.'

| ~"LfcAfeE step this way a motnent, Sir, the iourney
_is not far; j
This is a public building, and we're holding a bazaar.

W e wtsb to raise a certaiD sum to purcbasH acid drope,
But somebow at oui atalls to-day no aiiigle person stops.

And yet we haré a splendid show, I'ni sure you -will
agree,

Of fancy things and useful things, of thinga for lunch
and tea.

Just see this choice assortmeat, Sir, of buttons laree
and small, ®

And tbose most lovely seaside shells «<pon our fancy stall.

We have odd paira in dollies’ shoes, a hite without a
string,

Some broken bits of coloured glass, and belis that will
not ring.

That shuttlecock and battiedore | cannot ofTer you,
Nor this nice birthday cricket set—they're much too
nearly new.

Youll notice the refreshment sfail is atthe furtherend:
Ihere eyerything is very nice if you can just pretend.

Oh, thank you, Sir! *Will sixpence do to clear the lot
away ?’

'i'ouVe guessed exactly, Baddy dear, the price of things
to-day. Eilees Cartrae.

THE GHOSTIE-GANG.
A Story of Long Ago.
1

‘AXTILT come with me and help to drive the cattle

t? from the byre ?' said llab.

He glanced rather shyly down at his little cousin;
although he was a full year older than she—for his
lenth birthday would fall next Martiamas—yet he feit
a little awkward before her tovni ways. ‘They will not
bann you,” he add” kindly, as little'iloU shrank at the
idea; ‘ they be quiet beasts enough.’'

Moli tried hard to be braye. It was oniy yesterday
howBver, that abe bad come to the yillage to lire with
her aunt and cousin in the farmhouse under the moor.
Country ways seemed yery strange, and she missed the
bustle and Hum of the town.

" Wilt take care of me, Cousin?’ she said; ‘and may
Nix come too ? ' as she slipped her little hand into her
cousin’s firm lingera, and put down the puppy that she
had been nursing by tbe fire.

' Aye,’ said llab. He held firmly to his little cousin’s
hand as she picked her way daintily over the muddy
road. ‘Twere betterto leayeyour shoon at borne, to say
nought of the wee doreie,' he said, striding along with
Lis bare feet; ‘happen he were to come to a peat-bi«!’

‘Oh, Cousin lab! what's yonF’' asked the little
town cousin,

‘A pea”bog!’ Rab laughed, and pointed to the lower
side of the moor, ‘See where the wee, white cotton-
grass is blowine? And there's bog-myrtle there, too;
when the wind blows strong this way, maid, 'twill often
bring the soent with it.’

His little cousin sniffed in the moorland Lreeze. ‘1
feel mighty strange,’ she said, in rather a quarering little
Toice; ‘and Nix, too, is not used to country ways !’
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‘Nay, now, Cousin,’ said Rab; his sturdy steps
slackened to keep pace with the little girl's'feet, and he
looked down ather with a good-humoured smile on his-
sunbumt face. ‘'Twill soon be borne to you. Keep
clear of the water-holes, and there's nought tofear We
wuntry folk would do ill without tho fuel that we get
from the peats.’ He seised a sapling as he spoke, and
ran forward to chase the lazy cows on to the moor «
‘Come up, then, for a lazy Ressl' he called to the
neareet.

‘Rab 1’ said his little cousin, as they made their way
homeward, ‘ what is yon house on the pathway before
us? Mustwe go by there?’

‘Thou silly lassie!’ laughed Rab. ‘ Yes, sure enough
we pass it. Tis but a croffer's hut, where liyes Auld
Janet. See her, maidie, at the door,’

“ A fine night, Janet |’ he shouted, as they passed by.

| canna hearyou; but away now withtiie weedcc"”
said the oid woman, none too pleasantly, as Nix sniffed
at her skirts.

‘Oh, Rab, cali him oli, Cousin1' cried Moli. ‘Oh 1
like not that woman 1’ '

‘Hist, hist, Moli!’ said Rab. He laid hold of her
hand and c”~led the dog off. ‘Moli, Janet will not
harm you. She has been here in this wee house for
many yeaw ; thou/gh folk say she is uncanny, 'tis little
hurt'she could do."

“Uncanny. is she, Cousin Rab ? Oh, I knew fine that
she was a witch !’ said silly little Moli. ‘1 am fearful
of her, Cousin Rab. Tell me, she tumed and gazed
uneaaily behmd her at the oid woman, who was still
gazing after them, * does she liye there alone?’

‘ Aye, alone indeed,” said Rab ; ‘and why not?’

“'Tis the only cottage on all the hillside," said little-
.Uoll: * how lonesome she must be.’

‘ There's a town lassie!” laughed her cousin, ‘Nixf
Nix ! For the little dog seemed tohaye tahefia strange
interest in the ofid woman at the cottage door; he”~d
retraced his steps and now stood at her side, growling
and showing his teeth at her, while oid Janet wlled to
nim to be 0S in no ~ntle Toice.

‘ w* ye 1' she shouted, reaching for a stone.

Oh, IUDb! " b~rgedMoll, ‘she’ll do him a mischief.’
~ughmg heartily, Rab dropped herhandforaminute

id ran Uck to fetch h:> L.ml» couain’s pet, lifted
him up. and carried him off. ‘Better leaye him in the
house next ime,’ he said; ‘ there seems to be ill blood

There, see that tree there,
MoU . Run to it and show me how the town lassies
can step out. He raced her to the edge of the moor,
and into the farmhouse, at the door of wbich his molher
fitooa waiting for them.

‘And how went the aftemoon for wee Moli?’ she
asked, smiling at her hule niece,as she gaye eacb of the
chiidren a piece of scone before hurrying them to bed.

*She wili do fine,* said Rab. *Maybe she’a still awe&
hit afraid of oid Janet, but____ *

‘Yon's a strange body ; | remember her since | was a
child myself.’ said bis mother; ‘butshe will dono hurt
to little'wencbes.’
™ reason,’ laughed
~Nb. Mol!, for a town girlie wbat dost thinkoffAia?
Yon ola woman in the cottage takes aa much as a sack
of flour, my wench, from the milier eacb week 1’

‘What does she do with it?’ asked Moli, with round
oyea.

‘Aye, what?’ Rab laughed, with his moutk fuU.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



100

litife2..' V.=

CHATTERBOX.

No. XII1.

<V .

\y- lir
%

<« Away now with thc dog | *”

<Well, tiere's gome gay she bakes and eaté ber W1 of
gconeg. And tbere'g eome say again that she hoarda it
—thougb if ehe ia a miaer of JUntr, ta a mystery

= S hW, laddie!” bU motber was beginning, witb a

look at Moll'g fngbtened faw, when

wamine the doot opened, and a attancer tbat”e Uttle

town girl had not yet seen burst into the fajm kxtchen.
<Mifltress, haat heard the news r he criecL

on pag” 106.)
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THE STOEY OF SOME ORDERS AND
DECORATIONS.

Bt Constance M. Foot.
I.—ABOUT CHIVALRT AND ENIGHTHOOD.

T a time when onr country
has been plunged into agreat
War and many a noble deed
of daring has won for its
hero a personal recognition
of bis bravery, it seems not
unfitting to tell the story
of some of the orders and
decorations being beatowed,

. 80 that Chatterbox readers
may not only understand
about the orders thernselves,

[ omethj f tr jrit
A Kmalebaad nthfen e SUE e
prometed’all brare and noble deeds.

r Koighthood is, in one -word—««mee/
There issurely, then, no diegrace in serrice;
indeed, we haré only to look back inW the

Middle Ages to find that, nnderlying the whole dnty of
a eentleman—which then meant a man of noble birth
wM chiralry, represented by personal servia to God,
his lord, and his fady; for a knight m those ;ays was a
soldier as well as a chivalrous gentleinan, who tbought
a great deal of the honour of knigbthood and the
obiigations it implied . . e i *

The oid Anglo-Saxon term, whicb is the equiralent
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of our Word ‘ knight,” originally meant a youth, and
later on a servant or attendant. 1”oming finally
restricted to the militarv attendants Upon nobles and
great officers of State, or one who held land of hi*
sorereign, on condition of rendering hitn, m retum,
militarv service—became. in fact, his knight. Yon see

‘Confirring koighthood on the field of battl®
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by this, therefore, that chiTftlry and knightbood are
practically one and ihe same tbing, for chivalry taught
the World the duty of noble aervice willinglj rendered,
and beld up an example to those of lower degree—a
standard of nonour, honesty, and sobriety.

The custom and praclice of bnighthood as a profeasion
of arms dates in England from the Norman Conqueat,
though it waa then chiefly a feudal institution—that is,
a System hy which vassals held lands from their lords
OQ condition of military serrice. It did not eren stop
lat the obligation of serving in arma, but, we are tola,
included also ‘rights connected with the mili, the
pigeon-house, the cultivation of the demesne, the ad-
ininistration of justice, and the supply of the caatle
with food, firew«>d, and all that was required for daily
use’; estatcs, or ' fiefs' as they were called, being only
held on condition of discharging such Services.

It was not until the time of the Crusades that to
knigbthood—which had previously been merelva matter
<of war and feudal denendence—was added ciiivalry, in
the form of a hrothernood of noble soldiera ; this bound
aU Christian knights into an order, and consecrated the
soldier not only to servioe, but also to life-long obedi-
«nce to certain rules and laws.

As long as chiralry maintained its original character,
a knight was, as we have already smd, a soldier as well
:as a geutleman and landowner, and so great waa the
dignity implied by bnight-serTiee, that the higheet
prince in the landcountedhimself honoured byreceiving
n knighthood st the hands of some famous commandei,
this teing. even as late as the time of Queen Elizabeth,
often conferred on the field of battle; so coveted a dis-
tinction was it, that we read of squirea begg” to he
knlgbted before a battle in order that they mignt fight
in the front ranks, and of othera ‘ winning theu" spurs’
—as did the Black Prince—in their first battle, and
receiring after it a degree of knighthood -called
ebanneret,’ from the fact that their pennon was
exchanged for a banner,

In the fourteenth century the educatlon oi a knight
began at a very early age. Boya of noble birth were
left under their mother’s charge until they were aeren
years oid, at which age it was customary to send
them to some nobleman to receive a knightly training
among the other squites and pages who seired him.
Cponreaching fifteen or sixteen, the youth worea collar.
This entitled him to be callada ‘ squire of the body,’ and
the rarious domestic duties he had previously fulfilled
were left to bis younger companions, whilst among many
other personal Services now required of him, the tollow-
ing became bisduty: ‘ To bear the shield and armour of
bis leader in battle, display and guard in battle the
banner of the knight he served ; if unhorsed, to supply
him with bis own or anotber; rescue him if capturad,
bear him to a place of safety if wounded; bury him
honourably if dead.” If he bote himself worthly until
he attained twenty-one—that being the age of full
manhood—he was accounted fit to be a knight.

Among thegentler forms of chivalry was the beautiful
institution of brotherhood in arms by which two knights
vowed faith and love to one another. They wore tho
same arms and clothes, in fact sbared everything, under-
taking further to support each other in battle or quarrel
and to have the same friends and enemies.

The actual ceremoni&s praetised in conterring knight-
hood have varied in different ages, but there were two
Joims chiefly used from earliest times in all countries
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whete chivalry was known. In both, the most important
one consisted in the ‘ dubbing,' as it ia called, when the
candidate knelt before ‘ the chief of army or some valiant
knight' who struek him thrice with the flat of the sword,
at the same time pronouncing certain words. This older
and more simple form was naturally the one adopted in
conferring knighthood on the fleid of Imttle.

Then there was the other or more formal investiture
(or making of a knight) which was of a partly religious
character; this latter became more general after the
founding of the orders of roilitant or fighting monks
in Palestine, such as the Knights Templars and Knights
of St. John, of whom we shall speak later on. In the
meantime you may be inteiested to hear some account of
the ceremony itself.

The investiture was usually preceded by fasting and
bathing, followed hy a midnight watch in a churc aml
the reception of the Holy ~crament. In token of bis
determination to lead a holy life, the new knight laid
bis sword upon the Altar, redeeming it by the payment
of a sum of money,

The benedietion having been pronounced, the sword
was girded on hy the hignest Church dignitary present,
who, before doing so, dealt the young man a sharp tap
on cheek or shoulder (‘dubbing’ him) and saying : ‘' Be
thou a good and faithful knight,” or some such words,
wkereupoa he took an oath to protect the distressed,
maintain right against might, and nevar hy word or
deed to stain his character as a Christian. |i he broke
any part of his oath be was degraded: his spurs cbopped
off with a hatchet, his armour broken, his escutcheon
reversed, and each piece of armour taken off in succes-
sion. This ceremony, we are glad to say, was of rare
occurrence, though of course there were bad knights just
as there are bad Christians.

Nowadays, when a knight is personally made, he
kneels before the sovereign, who laya a drawn sword
(usually the Sword of State) on either shoulder and saya:
‘ Bise,' calling him by his fiame with ‘ Sir’ before it.

After the long wars it became customary for the
sovereign to receive money compensationa from those
of his subjects who were unwilling to accept knight-
hood ; this led to many grievancee, and, finally, in the
reign ot Charles I., to the abolition of knight-service.
Since then, knighthood has been conferred irrespective
of rank or property and only as a mark of the sovereign's
esteem or as a reward for Service rendered to Crown or
oountry. The first Engish civil knight—that isa knight
who is not a soldier—was Sir William Walworth, Lord
Mayor’ of London, who won the distinction hy slaying
Wat Tjler in the presence of the king.

But it is of aobler deeds that we nave to tell—deeds
which remind ua that not only does true knighthood and
chivalry still exist, but that to-day, irrespective of rauk,
it is open to all to ‘ win their apura.’

THE CHINAMAH.
By Harold Bindloss.
{Cormludedfrom fag» 90.)

h e man opened his eyes as they pulled off his bine
T jacket, but he did not speak, and after wranping
him in their blankets they put him on a locker. Then
he hlinked at them vacantiy, but in a few minutes took
a can of hot coffee from Dawson. He drank some and
spilled the rest, and aftcrwards a little colour carne into
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Lis face, ond he sighed once oi twice. When Jake
broiighc out some coid pork and a baunock, he ihook
Lis head, and foi a time they watched hiin siiently

lie was not young, but it was hard to guess hov oid
he tvas, for Chmamen of different ages look mucl the
same. He did not wear a pigtail, and his clothes 'were
good, while now he was recovering his eyes were keen
and intelligent. Dawson did not think him a conmou
coolie. The boy liad seen otber Chinamen, of tvhom
there are a number on the Canadian Pacific coast, and
liad generally found them industrious, steady folk. Por
oli tliat, he had heard tales about mysterious secret
societies, and know the mwhite workmen disliked the
Chinese, partiy because they took low wages. They
had to pay a high duty and aatisfy the immigntion
office» beféte they were allowed to enter the couniry.

'Iwant to find out how he got into the water,’ Jake
fsid, when he had put away the food. ‘1 haré a.nction,
but don't know if he can unde»tand me.” He tumed to
the Chinaman. ‘Say, John, how far you awim P

The man shook his head, and Jake resumed; ‘ No
saTvy? You come from schooner? Swim froni sailiog
ship P

The other gare him a quick, searching look, and Jake
remarked to Dawson: ‘ Guess I've hit it! Theymust
have seen the Govemment propeller and were afraid to
stop and lower a boat. Wantea to get rid of the feliow,
and | expect he reckoned he could make the beach by
the point, but found the tide running harder than he
thonght. | wonder if ho understanda what I’'m aaying.'

They could not tell if the Chinaman underatocd or
not, but he made a Tague mOTement with his yellow
hands and drank the rest of the coffee when Jake fiUed
the can. Then he shut his eyes and tumed his head
from the light.

ml don't know if the anchor will hold us, but tlere’s
rotbing we can do,” Jake remarked. ‘One of us had
better keep awake, and 1'll take firet watcb.’

Dawson spread a sai! on the floor beside the caitre-
board trunk, and pulling sotne of the canraa orer him,
lay down. He heard the water spiash against the
plnnks, the jarring of the cable, and the halyards
slapping on the mast, but after a time he wert to
sleep. When he woke the lamp hurned with a dull
yellow light, and he could see the drifting clouds
through the half-opened scuttle. He sat up, shivering,
and noted that the shxip was not straining at her chain
and her morementa were languid, altliough the water
splashed about her as she rolled. Then he missed
fomething and drowsily looked about. Jake sat on
the locker ciése by, but his head had fallen foiward
and he was fast asleep. Two or three blue Hudson's
Bay blankets lay on the opposite sidc, and for some
moments Dawson looked at them with dull curiosity.
Then he got N with a jerb, for he knew what had
puizled him. ‘Ibe Chinaman had gone!

He woke Jake, and they went out on deck. It was
daylight, and the wind had dropped. The sloop Lad
swung round and rodé nearer the shore; the tidt was
running out and the water nearly smooth. Not far off
a line of weedy rocks projected for some distance from
the mainland heach, behind whieh white roist lolled
about. thick forest. Then Dawson glanced astern, and
saw the canoe riding at the end of her rope. She was
very low in the water, and he thought she was nearly
full.

‘ How did the fellow get sshore?' he asked.
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‘1t looka as if he swam,’ Jake replied.

‘Dut why didn’t he take the canoeP’

Jake shrugged. ‘Perbaps he thought she'd capsize
and he couldn’t find anything to bale the water out.
Pethaps he was afraid she'd float off the beach and we'd
send the poélice after him for stealingher. Ireckon hed
want to keep clear of them.’

‘Why?

‘Five hundred dolia» le a nice littie pile, and.that's
what they charge a Ckink for landing in Cenada,' Jale
said dryly. ‘Anyhow, it's not rery far to the rocks,
and | expect he went when the tide was slack at high-
water. i allow I musi haré been pretty fast asleep.’

‘ But he looked exbausted.’

‘I reckon he must haré got better quick, or perhaps he
wasn't as used up &s we thought. There are very few
white men as cunning as a Chxnk. But it's a fair wind
home, and if youll get breakfaat, IH shorten cable and
loose the salle.

llalf an hour later they got the sloop undet way and
reaehed the inlet near the ranch in the aftemoon. When
they landed and toid their story, Mr. Winthrop looked
thoughtful.

‘1 suppose it was your duty to see the fellow didn't
get away, he remarked.

‘How were we to stop him?' Jake asked. ‘Ought
we to haré tied him up with a rope and stunned him
with the pump-handle if he objected ?*

el thought you said be was half drowned!" Mr.
Winthrop rejoined with a twinkle.

‘ Well,~ said Jake, ‘when 1 puli a man who's nearly
drowned out of the water, I don't want to begin by
tying him up. Would you P’

‘You might haré kept awake and watched him,” Mr.
Winthrop said dryly.

‘1 certainly might,” Jake owned. 'Still, I don't know
I'm sorry | dtdn't watch him now, | belieye we sared
the fellow's life, and wouldn't like to think we'd finished
the job bv giving him to the pélice. 1I'm not an immi-
gration officer, and don’t know that he's hroken their
regulations, anyhow,’

Mr. "Winthiop pondered for a few moments and then
said, * Well, pernaps you had better drive across to the
settleraent to-morrow and report the matter, Then you
will haré done your duty and the rest will be policeman
Nelson’s business.’

‘Well go,” Jake agreed with a chuckle. *‘Oid man
Nelson hasn't caught anybody he got after yet. |
reckon they gaye him the joh because the folks all like
him and he’'s notmuch use. Besides, they knowhe won't
interfere with them.’

In the momirg the hoys drore through the forest to
the settlemenc, which was some distance oif, and Jske
stopped for half an hour at the policeman’s log shaek.
When he carneout he grinned as he got into the waggon
and started the team.

‘Neison’s got an important job and can't cmncentrate
on anything until it's tixed.” he said, ‘Somebody's Loga
Laye raided Mellor’s pumpkin patch! Guess itwill be a
week or two before he's ready to get on our Chinaroan’s
track, and if he spots the fellow, after what | told him,
he’s much smarter tlian | thought,’

Dawson laughed. In the smallsettlementstheranche»
laigely man”e their own affaire, and they had chosen
Nelson for policeman because he was getting oid and
could not Work at clearingland. On the whole, Dawson
thought the Chinaman was safe.
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