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THE CINNAMON BEAB.
Bt llarold Bindlosb.
{ConiintMd from pagt 135.)

7 OR a long time thev saw nothing to shoot, and Jalee
]a said that now and then all tlie large birds and

niraals left the neighbourhood, for no reoson that oiie

could learn. There were no tracks in the enow wlien
tbey carne to a brulée, or hurnt patch, where tall biirned
irunka that the ranchera cali rampLkes stood like rows
If cliarcoal pillars. There was no wind, but by-and-by

heary crask rolled across the wood as a btirued tree

broke. Tben another fell elote bv, and a cloud of
dust leaped ~ and floated in the air as if a shell
bad burst. The noise was deafening, and Dawson's

face was sprinkled with fine black asb.

' IVCt's get on,” be said. ‘ That one was very near u?.
What made it fall ?’

<The shock, | eneas,’ Jake repHed. ‘Yon don't wnnt
to loaf about a Sndée when the rampikes are Corning
down. They look pretty solid, bnt sometimea tbey fall
over in a row; yon can't tell why.’

Another tree fell, and Dawson feit happier when thev
left the dangerous wood. An hour iater they found
some pigeons among the green fira, and Jake was proud
of the two he shot. One needs a steady hand to hit
a small bird with a rifle, and he did iiot mind that
the pigeons were badly smasbed by the ballet. Those
Dawson bronght down, flying, were worse damaged, for
the range was ahort, and the ehoked gun threw the shot
in a compact masa. Then they followed a big blue*
groase, and at length carne out of the wooda high up at
the edge of the glacier.

They atopped, and Dawson studied the river of ice
that partly tilled a hollow between two moiintaina. In
places it ran down, wbite and snjooth, between the rocks,
out in others it was curiously wrinkled, and here and
there hroken maases rose lihe breakers in a rapid,
Jake looked across at the growth of willows on the
other side.

"If we could get over, we might find something in
that swale,” he said. * VVillow-shoots make pretty good
afeed, and they won't be froten brittie yet,’

Dawson doubted it they could get across, but he
followed Jake down a gully, and at the bottom they
carneto the flrst obstacle, a curving bank ot large, sharp
stones that followed the course of the glacier like a
tide-mark on a beach. The stones were covered with
anow, through which one hroke, and it was dilRcult to
scramble across the bank, Dawson imagioed this was
what they cali a moraine in Switzerland, and tlie
glacier had broiight duwn the stones trom the distaiit
peaka. It showed that the icy river moved, although
one could not see it do so.

Fot a shorc diatance ita aurface was smooth, and they
headed obliquely upwards towarda a spot where thev
thought they could elimb the other hank, but the snow
preseutly got crumpled luto ridgea and hollowa. Dawson
was Crossing one of the hollowa when the anow slipp*'d
down beneath him and he sank to hia waist. As he
sank he fell forwards, and while he tried to crawl out,
there was a curious dull thud below. He could find
no supjiort for bis feet, but used his banda, and Jake,
Corning towarda him cautiously.pulled him out. Looking
back, they saw a ragpjd hole in the snow.

“I'm aure | don't like that holc,” Jake remarked in
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a rather strained voice. ‘Wonder how far it goes

down, | thought I beard a splosb!’
‘So did 1, said Dawson. ‘I'd sooner we didn't stop
just now.'

They went on, keeping to the top of the ridgea where
they could, and by*ani-by their curioaity about the
depth of the hole waa satisfied. A blue Une ran across
their path, and Jake, who reacbed ita edge first, moved
back. ‘Stop right there!’ he shouted.

Dawson stopped, and leaning forward, looked down
iuto a gulf. It was narrow, but he imagined Jake had
unconscioualy ventured out upon anovernaiiging comice
of anow. Ilie could not see the bottom, because the
horrible crack was shadowy, but thought be was looking
down a hundred feet. The opposite side was perpendi-
cular and coloured a dirty, greyish blue.

‘ This oid glacier's getting worse,’ said Jake. ‘Looks
as if that snlit went right down to bed-rock, Vell,
| ~esa we'll get out. 17e had enough’

The trouble waa that they did not know where to go,
for the anow all round had the wrinkled look that they
had come to think threatening. Some diatance in front,
however, a line of rough, hroken masses ran nearly
serosa the glacier, and they headed in that direction,
without any very clear object, escept that the ridge
looked solid. They found other cracks, which they
skirted, and in one place a stupendous chssm ran
between them and the ridge; but they worked round
and reached the broken ice. It ran up steeplv, and
looked like a frozen waterfall, for great white "blocks
were piled, like rocks, in irregular masses, with smooth
channels between.

‘ This place isn't cbeerful, but we'll have some food,’
Jake remarked.

They sat down, and while they ate Dawson looked
about. The aun had gone, the aky was grey, and it
felt colder. The glacier ran down, like a'white river,
between the atiil g”~en pines; in fact, it was a river,
and it flowed. Where the bottom was uneven the
surface crumpled and cracked, and great hlocks were
thrown up where it poured over a steep pitch ina frozen
Cascade. Dawson remembered having read about
crevoitet and teract. Well, now he had seen them, and
he rather wished he had not, In the meantime he ate
his lunch, until he dropped a bannock and jumped up.

Ci6se by a massive block of white ice leaned forwari
and fell, smashing others, and great broken lumps rolled
down the slope. A ahower of amaller pieces fel! about
the boye, and the echoes of the crash rolled up the
valley.

‘1 reckon that's pretty fierce,’ said Jake.
to get off this glacier, and I'm going now.’

They atarted cautiously, and Dawson long remembered
tbe hour they apent before they reached the bank.
Crevasses were plentiful, and they trod gentlv even
where the treacherous anow looked flrm. One could
not tell what horrible pitfalls it hid. At length, how-
ever, they carne to the moraine, and as they crossed

‘1 want

it Jake fell down and dropped his rifle. He got up,
and climbing a gully, they rested at the top. It waés
bitterly eold and a wind had begun to blow.

“ kVe'll go back the shortest way,’ said Jake. ‘1 put

my foot into a hole and wrenched mv knee.'

Wlien they were near the other end of the table-
land he atop”d beside a frozen swarap. Thin willows
grew round its edge, and the level white space, dotted
with cliirops of withered reeda, ran on into dark forest.
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The light was going, the bitter wiod made a dreair
noise in the pine-tops, aod the swamp had a forbidding
1Gok.

"My knee's getting sore,’ he said,
but it wil! soon be dark.’

They went on for a few yards, and then Dawson
indicated some marks la the show.

“llullo, what's this ? It looks as i£ an elepbant had
gone across the sttamp.’

Jake examined the marks, which were ominously
la~e and deep. It was plaintbat a heavy animal had
been there not long since. ‘1 don't know much about
«lephants, but this is the track of a einnamon bear.’

They pushed on, following the edge of the swamp,
past scattered trees that rolled together in a shadowy
mass when they looked back. Dawson did not know
why he looked back, but felt that he must do so now
and then ; he remembered the marks on Stexe’s rifle and
tbe tom tent.

After a time Jake turned his head.
heard something,” he remarked.

Dawson listened, but for a few moments only heard
the wind in the trees. Then, some distance, off, a rotten
branch broke. ‘Let's get on,’ he said. ‘It might be
the wind, but | don’t know.’

He heard nothing more for some minutes, but had a
«disturbing feeling that they were not alone. There was
no obvious reason for this, but he imagined that some-
thing was following them in the shadowy hush. lie
began to feel breathless, and nnted tbat Jake was limping
badly. ‘Am | going too fast?’ he asked.

"My knee's pretty sore, but we won't stop. China
Creek”s not far off, and Steve said some Chinks were
washing gold there, When we hit their camp ITI take
«a rest.'

Dawson did not want to stop; the bush was getting
darker, and he feit uneasy.

By-and-by Jake looked round. *‘ Thought | heard
something &again, but I've eot to rest for a minute or
-two. W'hat sise cartridge haTe you in your gun?’

‘Sevens,” Dawson answered. ‘1 fired nt a pigeon last.’

'Take it out. Load with numberfour; you haré some.’

Dawson changed the cartridge for one with larger
shot.and Jake leaned awkwardlyagainsta broken trunk.
Then dry willows rustled across the swamp, and Dawson
thought he saw something move. Next moment an in-
disiinct object carne out of the gloom and got plainer
as it advanced. It crossed the snow with an awkward,
shambling gait, and looked rather like a very lai®e and
.clumsy pig. Dawson felt his heart beat as be saw
the animal was eoming towards them, and Jake dropped
in the snow and rested his rifle-barrel on the fallen
trunk. iGet down,’ he said hoarsely. ‘That's the big
einnamon, and it'i after ut. Don't shoot yet. | think
my magatine is full’

{Concluded onpag» 157.)

“1'd lite a rest,

“Ithoughtl

THE STOBY OF OTJR ROADS.
II.-THE ROMAN WAYS IN BEITAIN.

have learntsomething of the splendid roads made

Tt by the liomans in different parts of Europe, and

now you will like to Lear about the roads in our own
little island.

W hen the Romana coiiquered Britain they did as they

iad done when other tetritories feU into their hands:
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that is, they ‘colonised’ the eountry, built forts and
encampments at different points. and" linked up these
strongholds by a series of fine roads, The four principal
ones are known and used to this day. In many cases,
especially on the lesa important routes, they probably
used the older British track, but remade it or altered jts
course to suit their needs.

W'atling Street ran in a rigrag course from Kent
northwards to Chester and York, whence two branches
penetrated respectively to Carlisle and the district
around Newcastle. The portion of this highway between
London and Y'ork is now known as the Ureat North
Koad. North-east of York jt is called the Leeming
Lafie, and in the sixteenth and serenteenth centuries
many coaches ran along it, and it was the seene of
robberies hy notorious highwaymen like Dick Turpin.

The Fosse W'av ran diagonally across the breadth of
England, from Exeter through Bath to Lincoln, and
Ermin Streetran from London to Lincoln, with a branch
which went northwards again through Doncaster to
York. Last of the four was the lkenild,or Icknield.W’ay,
which curted from Norwich to Dunstahle and then on
to Southampton. A glance at the map of England will
show you that tbese four roads were plarmed in such a
way as to lead north, south, east, and west, and so throw
the whole eountry open to armies. There were also
many less important roads which branched to the larger
towns away from the four main roads.

After the Roméan era had passed away, the roads they
had made in England gradually fell into disuse and
became very bad, owiiig to neglect. The people
travelled but little, and when they did they mainly
used hridle-paths and narrow tmeks across eountry.
It was, besides, the law at tbat date that when a road
became too bad to use a new one should be laid out
alongside it, and this resulted in the splendid oid
Roman roads being spoilt for lack of repair.

By the end of the thirteenth century people were
waking up again to the importance of good roads, and
in 1;S5 a law was passed to make them safer for those
who used them. This enacted that along highways
which ran between market towns all trees and shrubs
must be cut dowu on each side to a depth of two
hundred feet, so that there would be no growth in which
lobbers and footpads might lie in ambusb,

In the middle of the next century Edward Il. deter-
mined that the streets around London must be kept in
better repair, and to pay for doing this he levied a toU
or tax on the eitizens. In 1555 Parliament passed an
Act ordering everv parish to elect two surveyors, who
would be responsible for keeping the highways of their
own distriets in repair; but in spite of this measure
roads continued to oe very bad, especially in winter,
when they were full of Dogs and ruts, until coaches
became common.

Tliis was about 1760 or thereabouts, when the world
was making rapid progresa, and people had greater need
to travel from one place to another. Coaches were such
curobersome and heavily-loaded vehicles, that thev could
not travel on iJl-made or sieep roads, and so it became
necessary to improve the highways more and more.
To avoid deep ruts, they must he kept in good repair.
and in many cases new winding roads were cut to avoid
some steep bili. As the numbér of coaches and coach
routes increased, so did the roads get better, and they
were at the height of their glory about 1830, just
beféte railways were invented.
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Of course, these splendid hi“hways cost a great deal
of money to maintain, but their expenae was paid by
charging tolls to all wbo used them. Toll™ates were
set up every few miles along tbe main roads, and were
open to travellera only, on payment of a fee, which
varied according to the style of conyeyance tbat was
being used. Of course, these frequent charges, added to
tbe higb coacb fares, and the medis and nights’ lodgings
Ore must probably have on the way, made traTelling
ruLnoualy expensire, and no one took a journey unless
he was torced to do ao.

Compared with modem forms of conTeyance, conches
were very slow. Ninety years ago, it toofc a whole long
day to get from iruntingdon to London, though the
distance is lese tban sixty miles. To-day the trains do
it in littie OTer an hour.

After the introduction of railways new methoda of
road-makiDg were necessary, but tfiese we musi leare
for another articU.

ORNAMENTING- BOX-LIDS.

O coTer flat surfaces, suoh as faox-lida, with a neat

geometrieal design, cut a pattern similar to that

shown in fie. 1.

of cardboard, which should be a littie larger tban the

wished'for size of pattern. A piece of sectional card or

paper one-eighthor a quarterof an inch in size will save
the trouble of squaring-off.

fig. 2.

Mark out the small squares on a piece
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Tiq.2.

If preferred, a piece of sectional card the same size
as tbe boi-lid can be marked out with the design, the
divisional lines of each key-piece being heavily marked.
whlle adjoining keys are differently coloured, to give
more eflect to the design ; the piece of card, witbout
any cutting whatever, being afterwards fixed to the lid
of the box.

A TEAMP IN THE WOODS.

‘T SAY, Riley,” said Weidon to bis chum, * let's go

X and watch the Captain bowling. He's got a
deadly break on. Kearly took Wright's kneecap off
the other day when he stepped out for a swipe.’

‘1 suppose you want to practise on me when youVe
watched a bit. 1've got a lump somewhere on the back
of mjheadyet from your other patent twisters,' saidthe
longsuffering victim.

AVeldon smirked ingratiatingly and expressed heart,
felt sorrow,

‘ Sorry to disappoint you, oid chap,” continued Eilev,
‘but Lester’s not on view. | heard him tell Firth he-
had to go to the Bank for a heap of monev to clear up
all the “ STOrts” accounts before the end o'f the term.’

‘Oh, dash! Well, let's go into the woods and find a
spot in the tiver where we can have adip. | have got
my bathiog togs.' “

Again Riley objected. ‘1 don't mind coming witli
you, oid chap, but I m not going into the water. | had
a brute of a toothachs all night—at least’__endeavour-
ing to be strictly trutbful in spite of the remembrance of
previous agony—' | couldn't get to sleep for at least a
quarter of an hour, and I know the beast is only waiting
for some provocation to start again.’

‘Hard lines! ' symmthised bis friend, ‘But, dashit
all! we oan't waste this ripping aftemoon. We must
amuse ourselves somehow! Let's go to the village and-
get oid Dykes to haul itout for you.'

‘ No, thanks,” said Riley, a trifle coldly. ‘We’'ll go to
the rivér, and I'll give you another lesson on the ovet*
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" Quick | he's gettisg tbe worst of it1 "
aim stroke. You know, Weldoii'—tuckiDg a hand Keeping his head well down to his shoulder, Eiley
through his ehum’'s ano—‘ycm're a bit of a goat in *8wam ' sideways alofig tbe high road at a pace whicii
tbe water, | believe you're stUl frightened if you get prored tbe efficacy of the stroke.
a eplasb in your eye oi youi inouth. Thii ia «e "Try it yourself, oid chap.’
action.’ Weldon joined bis friend, and tbe two went along
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in fine style witb anos going like fiails, heedless of tbhe
Burpriae of passers-by.

‘fhat's Al!"' 8aii Riley.
that in tbe water ?'

They left tbe road and tumed into tbe woods. On
one side of the path tbe ground fell away sbarply. The
two lowered tbemselTea, pusbed their way tbrougb
thick busbes, and found tbenselvea at tbe edge of
tbe river. llere Riley planted bimaelf on a boulder.

“Jolly nice spot this! Skip into your togs, Weldon.’

Weldon ‘ekipped,” and soon waa disporting in tbe
water.

‘I'm going to try tbe orer-arm, Riley!’ he shouted.

A furious splashing followed witbout any perceptible
progreasion resulting. Riley stood on bis boulder yelling
instructions oi wbich Weldon, being totally unable to
bear, took no notice.

After a short time be rose to bis feet.
better ?’

Riley, Bearlet in tbe face witb laugbter, anawered, ‘ No,
it wasn't! Come out here and watch me again.’

In silence Weldon Tiewed tbe masterly performance
on tbe top of the stone. Suddenly Riley'a arma dropped.

'Whbat's that ?’ be aaid under bis breatb, ‘Listen!’

Words of altercation could be heard on tbe path abore,
followed by tbe eound of blows. Riley sprang from bis
percb and burried up tbe bank, followiii by ~eldon.
Up he clambered till he got bis ejes on a leyél witb tbe
path,

“It's Leeter and a tramp!
He's getting tbe worst of it.'

Regardless of pebbles under bis bare feet, regardless
of kicks on bis scantily-clad person, Weldon ‘ boosted'
for all he was worth, and Riley scrambled OTer just as
Lester went down under a heaTV blow, while tbe tramp,
bolding bim witb bis knee, drew from bis breast-pockei
acase. Next second, witb a yell and a leap like a wild
cat, Riley waa on bis back, fighting tootb and nail; tbe
pocket'book hurtled tbrougb tbe air while tbe man rolled
over, endeavouring to rid himself of bis new assailant.

For a brief time Riley had all tbe sensations of being
under a road-roller, tben bis grip loosened and he was
thrown ofi. The man grabbed tbe pocket-book and
disappeared into tbe wood at top speed.

Slowly tbe two victima rose to a sitting position.

‘You're a brick, youngster!’ said Lester, still loobing
wbite and dazed. ‘I'm afraid be mauled you a trifle.’

Riley nodded spasmodieally. 'But | got abit of my
own baek! 1 feel like a blooming dog!’ A pause.
‘ Have you—bave you loat much ?*

‘ More tban I sball be able to refimd witb comfort'—
%omily. ‘1 saw tbe brute looking tbrougb tbe Bank

rs, but never thougbt any more about bim till he
tackied me.’

<Riley, give us a hand I’ carne a plaintive volee. ‘1
have slipped down three times.’

Weldon waa hanging on to tbe edge of tbe path,
looking reproaehtuUy at bis chum. Witb a littlo
assiscance be managéd to climb over. lie waa still
in sketeby attire, but bis neat blue swimming-suit had
turned to khaki, bis knees werebleeding, and altogetber
be looked as if be, too, had been getting tbe worst in
a scrap.

Lester gazed in surprise at tbis ajrparition. ‘1 sav,
kid, badn’t you better retire below P You're not exactly

t up for parad# inspection, and tbis is a public

otpatb.’

‘Why don’'t you do it like

‘Waa tbat

Boost me up! Quick!
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lleedless of tbis auggestion, Weldon looked round
furtively, and tben adclressed tbe Captain in a hoarse
whisper. ‘1’'ve got tbe notes, IVCSter, It's all right.’

‘Whbat!' exclaimed tbe sénior, running bis eye over
tbe brief skin-tight costume ? ' Where ?’

‘In a rabbit-bole—down there. | was trying to get
up, but I couldn’t, and tbe pocket-book carne whirling
ciése to where | was clinging, and I knew as soon as
be'd settled Riley be’d make a grab for it and scoot, so
wbite be was busy | got the notes out and left tbe case,
80 that be wouldn't stop to make furtber intuirles.
Come on!’

lie glissaded down again, followed by tbe otbers;
tben thrusting an already fiithy band anj arm into a
bole be drew out a crumpied collection of notes.

"Are tbev all right? ' be inquired breatblessly.

“You bricks, both of you!' Lester exclaimed. ‘I
won't forget it. If ever | do------- Hullo!' as Ruey's
ingenuous countenanee suddenly tumed scarlet—* wbat
is it, kid ? Out witb it.’

‘Isay, Lester. Weldoii's dead fiute on learning how
you do that pateut break «n your bowling.” A sudden
grip on bis biceps and a gasp from Weldon made bim
realise tbe enormity of tbe hint.

Lester laughed. ‘Come down to tbe nets next half-
boliday and I'll give you botb a lesson. Slip into tbhe
water, Weldon, and get some of tbe thick off wbile'
Riley and | give eacb otber a brusb down.

In a distant and secluded part of tbe wood a tramp
sat down to estimate bis proiit and loss on tbe after-
noon’s transaction:

Xo»s.— Item: Adilapidated suit still furtberdilapidated.
Projit—Item ; An empty pocket-book.
Item: The marks of ten strong teetb on bis arm.
(N.B.— It was not one of Riley’sfront teetb
whblcb had been botberii”*bim.)
Ci E. Thonoer.

CHINNA.

Bs MbS. HIOBABINHANMPDE. M,
Author of 'Tin Secrei Palifi/, etc,, etc.

(Contlnued from ptge 131)
CHAPTER XItl.

BR IAN, clothcd once more in bis own garments, told

bis tale at length next meming, and Naney and
Frederick listened witb breathless interest and admir i-
tion. And Brian showed them tbe axe, to prove that
everytbing had hnppened exactly as he said it bad bap-
pene<i j and tbere were tbe hens also, tbougb these were
soon disposed of, for Chinna orderéd Mrs. Chinna to
cook all three for tbe mid-day meal. Cbinna liked to
eat at one sitting as much as he could stuff jnaide bis
small body, If there was notbing in reserve iu con-
sequence for next day, be still felt he had done better
tban if be bad dividéd tbe food into two portions.

“I'm verv glad it was Chinnawho found us, and not the
viniera,’ brian ended. ‘lie said tbey were treacberous
E le, and he was quite right. And they probably would

treated us worse tian they triea to treat bim,
because thev wouldn't have been afraid of anything we
could do. it was fun tosee how soared thbey were wbon
Cbinna tbreatened them.’

Naney did not answer immediately. Brian's story
had started a new train of thougbt in ber mind; and.
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pressntly, she said: ‘ We've been here two wLole days
DOW. and nobody Las come to look for ub yet; and,
oh, Brian, | get dreadfully afraid sometimes tjiat no one
mwill ever come. Do yon think Chinna woald take us
borne if we told him he would get a reward—a mucU
nicer reward than the villagers gave hira?’

Brian conaidered the ouestion for a little. But,
after a wbilo, he answerea doubtfuily, because be iras
beginning to understand Chinna rather well by thia
time: ‘He might, but I don’'t think it was exaetlv for
the reward tbat be Killed the tiger. 1 think he'd kave
done it in any case, tbough he pretended he wouldn't.
And he woa aure the spirits approved. If we could
make him think the spiritswauted him to take us home,
then it would be all right.’

‘1t would be mher difficult to do that,’ said Nancv,
‘because he would aay at once be knows more about tfie
apirita than we do. Shall we talk to him about the
reward, and see what be says?’ And, Brian agreeing,
they looked round for Chinna. He had just finished
rubbing the tige>»kin again with ashes, and was at
Work on the grasa slippers he had promised to make.

He smiled at Xancy and Brian as they sat down beside
him. And then Nancy began : ‘ Chinna, if youwill take
us to our home, our father and mother will give you
anythingyou like to ask; | know they will.’

mAnd they won't try to cheat you, like the viBagers
did,” Brian put in. ‘TheyTl give you more than you
ask. instead of not as much as was prombed.’

<H'm-m-m-m,’ said Chinna. And this was the oniy
answer be would gire. Aloreover, be immediately began
to talk of the slippers, as if be found the subject of much
greater interest, ‘ Shoes of grass are good sboes,’ he said,
‘but to walk with no shoes at all is best. Soon the skin
becomes hard. But watch thy feet carefullv. for on
their soundness may thy very Ufe depend. "\Mio can
hunt when sorefootéd f "Whocan flee from an enemy ?’
And be looked at the tough soles of bis feet with a
critica! eye for possible cracks, and searched between bis
toes for thoms, or the little blood-suckers of the forest.

The shoes were finished very quickly, and when Brian
had put them on, Chinna announced tbat it was time to
pather in the nets again. He continued bis instructions
in forest lore on the wav to the lake, and told Brian tbat
the brown dye was a kind of medicine, and showed him
the tree from the frnits of which itwas brewed. * There
is a use for all forest things,’ Chinna added. ‘ From the
biggest of the nuts do | make a necklacefor myself,and
tbis | wear when | am Chinna, the healer—not Chinna,
the hunter.'

The little manwas in the best of spirits. The slaying
of the tiger meant much to him, experienced hunter
fhough he was. He had alwavs hoped to equal his
father's exploit, and now he liad excelled it. He
touched his little bow affectionately from time to time,
and stiutted along on the tips of his toes, his cliin high
in the air, his chest well thrown out. And thus he and
Brian carne to the edge of the lake. And, as Chinna
stooped to unmoor the raft, across the water carne the
tap-tap of a driim, beaten in a steady, insistent fashion.

The most surprising change toolt place in Chinna at
the sound. He dropped the rope be beld, and stood
uprigbt, Btaring across tbe lake in a perplexed and
nervous manner, with no trace left of the confidence
tbat had inspired him so lately.

Brian watcbed him, astonished, 'What could there
be in the beating of a drum to disturb Chinna so greatly.
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he wondered. And after a moment he asked: ‘What is
it, Chinna? Is anything wrong? What is the matter?’

And Chinna answered slowly. and his voice was as
anxious as his face; ‘Canst thou not bear that sound ?
Dost thou not know that only to drive ill-luck away are
drums beaten in such fashion? And what ill-luck can
have overtaken the village since | freed it from the
strip” one yesterday ? | cannot understand. My heart
misgives me.” And then he fell stent for a while, and
listened intently to the drum-beats. And, at last. he said:
‘ "Twere best to go across to the island, and see if any be
there. Maybe we shall find a messenger. At least, then
we shall know.’

And he began to paddlo towards the island, helped
by Brian. He muttered apprehensively from time to
time, rather to Brian'asurprise. But it was soon clear
that there was good reason for this appreliension, for no
Booner had Chinna crossed to the lurther side of the
island, than a voice could be heard in loud and angry
protest.

‘Why didst thou reject the kid, Wonder-worker?’
it asked. ‘Was it not a good kid? In all things
perfect? Very meet to be giren as a reward ?’

‘1did not reject it,’ Chinna answered, still in that
anxious voice. ‘The kid broke loose, Already | was
weary. | had the hurden of the skin on my shoulders.
I could not follow. It waa a good kid enough, though
small—small,’ he added, with o touch of his oid lofty
manner.

‘ Small,’ the other echoed. ‘Then why didst thou not
ask for a largor kid? Why didst thou, instead, send
the siokness upon us when to please thee was all our
desire? Why didst thou so cruelly punish those who
had doalt with thee so honourably ?’

‘The siokness?' faltered Chinna—and all the assur-
ance had gone from his voice again—' the sickness? |
send not Uie sickness upon any. | deal with the good
spirits only. | fight ever those that are evil.’

The messenger did not answer for a moment. Then
he Baid, very sharply, as if he were is'uing an order, not
proffering a request: ‘To-night thou must come to tbe-
village, Sorcerer, and take the sickness away. We will
await thee at the landing-stage with torchea and conch-
sbells, and all things that are meet. See that thou
dost not iail us, or eise, surely, we will come to seek
thee in thy lair.

‘It is already late, and there are things that flrst
must be made ready,’ said Chinna, still submissively.

‘We cannot wait. Already our headman lies dead,
and many others are stricken. Shall we fall, as the
leaves fall wheli the hot wind hlows, at thy pleasure ?
A few hours thou shalt have in which to prepare.
More we will not grant thee.

And, as the voice stopped, from the far side of the
lake carne a wailing cry, so pitched that it carried

to the island; 'From house to house ,the sickness
spreadt, Did the man of spells come, and come
quickly.’

«4nd, at that, Chinna seemed to gather his eourage
together, and answered defiantly: 'l come at the hour
of midnight. Without doubt, the sickness will fly
betore me. Begone, and do tby part.”

There was the sound of descendin” feet, the splash
of a paddle in the water, as on the previous occasion,
and then Chinna carne down towards Brian again, and
greatly disturbed he seemed despite his last brave words.,

(CoRiinucd on page 146.)
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