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154 CHATTERBOX. ]S'o. X X ,

S H E B P ’ S C L O T H IN G .
(Conditded from poffs 151.)

KIQ U E T T E , wrapp^ in the sheepskin, seated her- 
seif cióse beslde Hm, and for some time the two 

atitched m álence. The big fleece more tlian covered 
the small girl, and where the sltin of the legs would not 
meet about her wtists and ankles, all gaps were bidden 
by the long, matted wool. The soldier am iiged the 
head, 80 Chat it appeared quite natural, learing a alit 
for Riquette’s eres under toe ueck.

‘ I  couid not have believed it would look so well I ’ 
the woimded man cried, when all waa ficished. ‘ Go 
amongst tbe other aheep, so that I  can see. No, don't 
crawl so fast. They are not sure what to make o f  you 
now they’ve smelt the wool and decided that you rá lly  
are a sheep— a rather clumsy little sheep ! Riquette 
you are a wonderful ch ild ! r u »

The little girl retumed to sit by the soldier's side and 
receive her fina! instractions. The message had beeu 
carefully sewn into a slit in the fleece, and Riquette 
learnt exactly where to find the Genera!, after she had 
m a i^ ed  to get through the TÜlage, which was in the 
hands of the Germana, unobserved. Thev looked a
quamt pair, the bandaome young soldier taiking to a__
sheep! But both were far too serious to think o f the 
fuimy «de, as Riquette listened to her directions and 
learnt the pass-word which would help her through the 
hrench lines, if  she reached them.

Suddenly there carne the scufiling and tappinn- of 
bundr^s of little feet along the road. °

‘ It is more sheep,' whispered Riquette. ‘ 1 must iro 
now.’

 ̂ little one,’  the soldier said softlv.
ihat must wait, until—perhaps— we meet again. But 

God be with you, for your own sake and for France! ’ 
ihe next minute Riquette waa driving the half-dozen 

sheep towards the gate. They huddled together for a 
minute, theu scampered out to join their companions 
Dropping down on all fours, the little girl s l i^ d  in 
n ^ n g st tbem, and they all pattered away along the

There must have been seyeral hundreds of sheep 
loquette couid see nothing but woolly bodles and siilv 
tebbing h e ^  all about her, and the yoices of the 
Germán soldiers who were driying them sounded from 
some distance hehind. The pattering hoofs raised a 

cloud of dust, which hung over the flock, partly 
hiding them. Riquette was thankful for it, ahhough ít 
got into her mouth and nose and ejes, making her cough 
and choke and feel utterly miserable. She crouched as 
süe crept along with the slow-moving flock.

le  waa terribly hot inside the fleece and terribly 
tiring to run on all fours, yet Riquette dared not fall 
behind, in cane the Germans shouid notice something 
strange about her, I t  was best to keep as far from them 
¡is possible but the only thing which couid have raade 
her struggle on was tíie tbought that it w4s all for ‘  
X ranee. •

It seem ^ houre tfind hours before tW flelds and 
treel turn^ to hSusesT and Riquette inew  that thev 
were in the ^llage. TliJ» went along the cobbled 
Street, passingtnany soldiers. One of them called some 
dirwtions to * b men who i ^ e t h e  sheep, tellino them 
m Germán to put th,- j j P T  fl„ck into a fiefd iust
to encamp “ “ 'T» was

Of course, Riquette did not understand what wa» 
^ V*" *‘ ' ‘‘ l'i’’P couid haye been better for her plans. 

Ihrough a gate she went with tbe other sheep, and 
once there it was easy to slip into the deep ditch which 
skirted it, and work her way along until she was out of 
Bight behind a hedge.

>iow, at last, she couid stand upright and look about 
her, across a couple of flelds, and a belt o f straggling 
■woodland, to where, through the trees, she couid iust 
see a wliite farmliouse.

That was the place which she must reach, but ít 
seemed a tem bly long way off, and she felt quite dizzy 
with heat and tiredness. Yet, somehow, Riquette 
struggled on and on, falling agaínst tree-stumps, hardly 
able W walk upright, until without warning she founS 

tn the midat of an amazed group of red and blue 
srfdiers. The little girl had forgotten what an extra- 
ordina^ otnect she must appear, but, just in time, she 
remembered the pass-word which the French officer had 
giren to her.

‘ Jeanne d’A r c ! ’ she gasped, and fell in a little heap 
amongst them.

When Riquette carne to herself, they had taken off 
tbe fleece and her face was wet with deliciously cool 

í  she Tra$ well enougli to be takén up
to the farm, and to delÍTer her rnesaage to the General, 

l íe  was a charming, white-haired oíd man, who did 
not make Riquette feel at all frightened. l ie  read the 
m e s s ^  eageriy, and the little girl was quite bewildered 
by tbe praise which she received from him for her 
braTery.

^\rapped in a rug and tuched up on the General’s 
own sota, Riquette slept througb all the confusión and 
aoise of the honra which followed, and ne.xt dayrode 
to the town which the troops were now to occiipy 
perahed m front of the horse of one of the General’s own 
aules-de-carap.

In that town, to Riquette’s great delight. she found 
her mother and the U by : and you can imagine, without 
t»ing toldjjust how delighted her mother was to see the 
little girl once more, safe and sound, and quite a heroine 
amongat the Frenoh soldiers.

During the days which followed, the Germans were 
dnyen back from the village near the tannerv. and the 
b rench officer was discovered, yery weak, but still alire. 
And_ one of the first people whom he asked to see in 
hospital was little Riquette, that he might giye her the 
kiss which he had promised. V. ÍI. Mfthlby

T H E  R O M A N C E  OF T H E  S P IC E  T R A B E .
Y .-T H E  LOXDON- SH OW S-CIN .VAM OX A V D  

CASSIA,
T Íá | P E C T  many of you haye seen the Lord Mayor's 

but I  do not expect that you 
l■^K otlce  of the laige number of representatives 
F gpmpnniBS who always attend. In fact if the 
were know-n, you yery likely thought them al! 

unnecessary and uninterestíng. Yes, they certainly are 
not mueh to look at, but they are all that remains now 
*0 represent the gay times of the past.

Of late yeare we haye had, in yarious towns, wonderful 
p ^ a n ts , depictmg the different erenU of important 
history associated with the particular town in which 
the pageant twk place, This kiud of thing is all rery 
mterestmg when heid just now and then, but in Tudor

too 
of Ci 
truth
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idíiys pageants were at least a yearlv occurrence. TLey

Cere the outcotoe of 'wiiat were caíled ‘  mystery plays,' 
hicb were founded upon Scriptural Bubiccts.
Now, in tlie sixteenth century tbese plays -were very 

ipopular, and tbere is stillin existence an account of tbe 
aoinpfs of the city of Norwicb. Ilere they were 
'arranged by the difterent traders of the city, eacb trade 
beÍDg made responsible for the production of a certaiu 
pageant or portion of the Scriptural history. The 
Siercer.s, Drapers, and Haberdashers had tostartby pro- 
ducing a pageant depicting the creation of the w orld! 
¡N'ow, the Grocers and Eaffemen ('fallowCbandlera) had 
allotted to them the pageant entitled ‘  Paradise,’ or, to 
'give it its full title, ‘ The Story of Man in Paradise.’ 
As it had to be produced every year, the company 
naturally had a stock of ‘  propertiea ’ necessary for the 
players.

Mr. Pees, whose book I  haré mentioned, gires a list 
lof some of these, and here they are: ‘  A  Griffon, gilt, 
,with a fane to sett on the said top, a rib coloured red, a 
coat and hose and tail for the serpents, stained with a 
tvhite h ue; an Angel’s coat and overhose of aphis 
skins; and a cote of yellow huckram with the Grocers’ 
Arms for the pendón (pennant) bearer.’ Xow, doesnot 
all this remind yon rery much of the Lord Mayor's 
Show ? It seems there was a set sort of play, which 
they performed on a car described tbus: ‘ A  House of 
"Wainscot painted and builded on a cart with four 
wheels.’

The Grocers’  Pageant at Xorwich was discontinued 
somewhere about 1570, and all the weird propertiea 
carne to a bad end. They were, first of all, tumed ¡oto 
the Street because the Grocers’ Company would not psy 
for theii storage, and then, after six years of expoaure, 
th ^  were handed over in lieu of rent!

But, although pageants decllned in some parts, they 
grew in importance in London. Yon know how Queen 
ElLzabeth loved a show, and naturally this sortof thing 
was popular in the capital. Pageants of all kinds were 
giren frequently, and the City Companies seem to haré 
vied with one another to produce the most briliiant 
parade. One occasion alwars chosen for a gorgeous 
pageant was the election of tne Ixird Mayor of London. 
The Company to which he happened to belong seems to 
haré atwaya made itself responsible for the {^ ean t, or 
‘ Show,’ as we now cali it. Mr. Bees gires niany 
interesting details of the pageants arranged by the 
Grocers’ Company wben a grocer was eTected Lord 
Mayor. For these pageants they spared no expense, 
one in 1617 coating the Company 882/, 18». llá , This 
sum oí course represented four or fire times as mucb as 
it does to-day. The particular detall which interests 
US hereis the fact that in all these pageants there was 
alwars a young ludian rery gorgeously attired in robes 
of Eastern design, seated on a camel. The camel had 
‘ two sllrer pauiers, one on each side, iilled with all 
kinds of fruits and spices,’ representing the wealth and 
tiade of the Grocers. A t giren points the Indian 
scattered the contenta of the paniers to the people, who 
scrambled for-the possession of them. Baisins, almonds. 
figs, dates, prunes, nutmegs, were scattered atound! 
(I wonder wnether this custom garerise to the practice 
of thiowing coins to the crowds from the Windows while 
waiting for the Lord Mayor's Show ? . I  do not know 
whether this is done now, but 1 remember years ago 
that it alwars caused much fun.) The Indian boy 
always carried a bamier on which was the arms ot the

Grocers’ Company. The. shield of the Company shows 
a camel at the top, recalling the times when the spices 
had to be carried long distances b r  these anímale. On 
the shield there are three groups ot clores, showing again 
the importance oí the spices in the trade of the grocer.

There was a rery wonderful pageant for the Lord 
Mayor, Sir Thomas Middleton, a ^ a t  grocer, in 1613, 
One of the ítems was ‘ fire islands artfully garnished 
with nll manner of Indian fruit trees, the middle island 
with a fair castle especially beautified.’ The pageant 
does not seem to haré started complete ; but, as they 
conducted the Mayor on bis way to the Guildhall, 
they were joined by certain cars carrying emblematical 
figures, sereral of whom addressed the Mayor, g ir i^ h im  
welcome or adrice. There was ‘ Truth,’ ‘ Zeal,’ ‘ Error,’ 
‘ Envy’ ; also ‘ London,’ surrounded by ‘ Beligion,’ 
‘ Liberality,’  ‘ Love,’ and other figures.

In 1617 there was an eren more wonderful ‘  Show,’ 
which cc»t 900Í Among the expenses were ‘ fifty 
sugar-loaves, thirty-six pounds of nutmegs, twenty-four 
pounds ot dates, and fourteen pounds of ginger,’ which 
were, I  suppose, thrown to the crowd as usual. One 
of the cars in this pageant represented a number of 
Indians working on a Spice Island, «orne planting 
nutmegs and others trees; some gathering the fruit, and 
some taking up bags of pepper,

So you seo, although the terms ‘  Spicer ’  and 
‘ I’epperer’ had departed, the spices were still higbly 
raluM. One of the songs sung by a party ot supposed 
spice-planters at the Lord Mayor's pageant in 1681 
incIuQed the following quaint Unes :
‘  Of cinnamon, nutmegs, of mace and of olores,

5Ve haré so much plenty, they grow in whole grores, 
Which yield such a savour when Sol’s beams do 

bless "em,
That ’tis a sweet kínd ot contentment to dress ’em.’ 

{Gonelud*ii on paye 164.)

M A Y  H A S C O M E.

Ma y  has come! The April showers 
Called a host of lorely flowers 

From their sleep beneath the mould. 
Bluebells carpet erery dingle,
Purple plumea of lilac mingle 

"With laburnam’s drooping gold.
May has come, and brought the swallow;
Soon the dusky swift wlll fo llow ;

Sparrows build in cottage eares ;
Nightingales sing in the gloaming.
And the rillage children, roaming,

Spy their nests amid the leares.
May has come, with blossoms ladeo,
Like a pretty rustic maiden.

Garbea in dainty robes of green,
When the sunbeams gay are falling.
And the merry cuckoos' cslüng 

Echoes from the coppice screen.
May has come! In woodlands shady 
Lilies bloom to greet their lady ;

Kingcups glitter hr the stream;
Cowslips nod amid the grasses,
As the gentle Spring wind passes,

And the rosy campions gleam.
M a u d  E . S a r g b n t .
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‘ D O N K Ü Y .’

TH E E E  w s  ooee 4 gallant littíe horse v tioh  w«s 
aUo a doBkey. Thaí ¡b to 6»7, bit naarie was 

•l>oiibey. He belonged to a vouDg'ofEcer who fell, 
mOTfally wounded, in t ie  famcma Ciiatge of the ligh t 
Brigade. The horse was captured by t ie  Russiaiis.

A  few weeke later, tn the middle of the night, ao 
alarm was aounded in the Bricish camp. The urgent 
CTT, ‘  Guard, tura o n t! ’ was passed from sentry to 
sentry, and the soidiers, aroused from aleen, sprang up 
and prepared for the enemv'a attaek. The soun3 of 
galloping horaes was plaioly heard. Nearer aad ne&rer 
it carne, and each soldier graaped his rifle firmlv, and 
peered anxiouely into the darkness.

But preaently some one laughed, and the next moment 
all the naen were ahotiting with merriment. Trotting 
to-warda the British linea was litüe Doakev. And not 
alone! A  long etring of riderlese horses íollowed his 
leed. W hat did this mean ?

.A  daring French Zouave had silently crept into the 
Kussian camp and etrt the picket-rope of the horsea 
belouging to a squadron of Coasack cataliT. Donkey 
was among tbese liberated animáis, and ’  the elerer 
little oreature 8t47ted off at once towardfi híe own 
camp. The Oossaek horses, following bim, were now 
m their tum made priscmers. Thns Donkey did a good 
tura to bia own eide, and wan for himself much bonour 
and praise. g  j j

A  Y E A E  IN  A  G A E D E N ,
V .-M A Y .

great neet-bnUdiiig month, when the 
garden is fu l! o f the aiusie of the biids. It is 

much loM er aad aiore varied new, and aoBsequentlv 
it  i8 much more diffimjlt to disOnguish Üe different notes. 
r h ^ i s t ^ ‘ chink,chink!’  o f the hlackbirk, the song 
OI rae •ntrttinmle, -ftie trOl of A e  A y  grasAopper 
warbler, the chattenng notes o f  the starTings. -fte 
yellow-hammer is busy buüding and slnging now. and

fíy'-y y .

Qmsshopper Warbler. T  eflow-hamiaer.

already some of the swallowa haw  got iheii eegs laid. 
But if it turas ont a coid ancaith, t i »  swailowsalwavg 
EaTe a hard time in May. ''

Part of the ehüdren’s wnrk last winter had been the 
makmg of boses for caterpdllare and suiiíc. I t  was 
■quite* new occupaíion, for neither of them knew \ e ij

mueh aboui buiterfiies and motbs, and still Jess about 
their eggs and eateroillars. But one day a neighbow 
had riven to BQly the chiysalis of a butterfly A e  had 
found under her garden fence, suspended by a thread of 
silk round its boSv. BUly put it in a matchbox and 
carried it borne. I t  was hu first pupa,and he and Bivbe 
looked at it with delight when it was safely placed ou a 
liedof moss in the matchbox. It was a'curious grey 
little tbing, spotted with black and white dota. Billy 
put it into a larger box, properlyientilated, with a glasa 
door, and here it stayed Tery quietlv all the winter. 
Ihen, one moraing at the and of the month, it waked 
again to light and Ufe. It had already been through 
quite a number of atrange adrenturea. First of all it 
was one of a batch of litüe bright yellow egjs on a 
cabbageleaf; thenit was a tiny Caterpillar, eating the 
cabbage leaf all day long: then it stopped eating, ea«t 
lU sliia for the la&t time aod carne out ae a chrvsalis ; 
jt bad dúnbed on the under side of the fence and tiere it 
hung by its silken thread till Bilíy’s neighbour found iL

i ' i

%

Swallow.

' A  loTely white butterfly 
clinglng woakiy to  the 

top o í  the boa."

And now it was going through the most wonderíul 
change oí all. The aun and the garden were calUng itj 
and I t  split its case and became a lovely white butterfly. 
l^ b e  found itclinging weakly í* d  Jimply to the ton of 
Ü « box. Sbe callad Billy and they watched it as ita 
wmgs tiUed out w d  grew strc*ger. When they carne 
home from achocd it  was walking aU loser the box 
Uying to flr, eo BiUy opened the door and Itt it out! 
A t first it flew rery awkwardly and faU downinto the 
grass seyeial times, but presently a light breese carried 
it safely over the top o t  the bedge out o f  sight.

Aftar thwBabe’squiciblueayas were always looking 
aut for caterjállara. In the .orehwd, on an apple-tree 
A e  foBnd aome palé grey ia iry  oues, about an in d i 
long, spotted with red and Wue. Tbese were eaptured 
and placed in a Caterpillar Louse. Aa hhe ehildren did 
not know wheOier they wouJd tura out to be butterflies 
or moths, a bed of fine earth covwed •atith moss was 
placed in the box for the cocoons tliey migiit make. A 
few leaves from the appla-trae were placed iu the box 
too, in a bottle of w arií; a cork was fitted intoÁeneck 
of the bottle, and a h d e  made in it just laige enough to 
adaiit the atem o í the leaives; this was to  prevent the 
caterpiliars from crawliug down into the water and 
getting drowoed.
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íitríl'k

“  Xte bear tolled feebly and' lay still.”

T H E  C IN N A M O N  B E A E .
[Cuttdrtded from  fo g t  139.)

A 'W SO N  *at dowD, with bis rigit foot drawn 
_  iinder him, behind the trunk, and tríed to brace 
himself, bu6 bis hand shook aa be took out two or three
D

cartrid^ea. Jate G o u ld  not run  ̂ and thej durst not 
wait to see ií the bear meant to attack tbem. ‘ l6 
inijfht be too lite when tíiej found out. The anim^ 
waa half-waj acuosa the opening, and looked very big 
in the fading light. He doubteJ if  it could b »  
stopped by a Bhot or two.
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The muzzle o í the rifle ierked, red epMks leaped 
out, and a tbm puff oí emole drifted past Dawsons 
bead. He waa not ooneeious of the report, because 
hi8 mmd was hxed upon the bear, whú h he could not 
see very well, for the amóte stung hig eyes. The 
animal aeemedto stop and rige half upiight, then 
dropped on all-fpurs, and carne on faster. Jate bad 
obv.ously not misaed, but hig riñe wag rather email, and 
IJawson waited with keen euepenge for the second 
ahot. He heard a aharp snap as the cartridee spransr 
out but J ^ e  wag very gJow, and seemed to be strug^linl 
with the lever. St.ll, there was no use in Dawson-g 
shooting v et; the ehoked-bore gun would carry about 
sixty yards, but the shot would not hurt the tear at 
that distance; he must wait until ie got quite dose, so 
that the shot m.ght strike it before spreadirg. The 
nfte ^ h e d  again, but the bear ¿id not stop, and Jake 
beet the stock upon the trunk.

‘ Magaaine-sprmg’s stiff, and mv hand’s c o id ' ’ be 
ga^ped. \V atch o u t; jo u  haven’t got to mUs' ’ 

í o r  a moment Dawson feit uunerved. Hig throat 
^ m e d  to swell, so tbat he was forced to swallow, and 
bis hauds ahook; besides, tiey  were numbed, and he 
could scarcely hold the gun. It wag doubtful if a shot- 
gun would stop the bear; he must let the animal eet 
very c l o ^  and then there might not be time to load 
again. One would need a few secondg to replace the 
burn^ CM tnd^ F ora ll that, he must brace up, and 
he tned to pul! himself together. ^

He thought he heaid sometbing bebind him, but durst 
not look round Strugghng hard to keep cool, he íixed

at that diatance the shot ought not to scatter much • 
w® together in a nearlv

Mhd ball. He wished he knew where he ought tó

Then he felt the gun butt against hig shoulder 
though he did not remember that he had tbrown it up

the
rigger. 1-here was a flash, and smoke blew in hiseves • 

he could not see, but heard the ejector snap as the carú 
ndge was thrown out. His numbed fingers glipped, as 
he pushed in another and tried to cióse tle  breí^íi he 

forced the berrel up against the 
t r ^  ’̂ e  bear was oniy a few yards o f f ; he must be 
qmck. Bui, m  he pulled the trigger there was a curious, 
double report; the bear feU OQ its 8ide and rolled 
in tile anow.

Dawson reacbed for another cartridg¿, but, in hU 
tense exatement, could not get the barril do«íi The 
levCT would not push across, and while he struggled 
wilh jt a man stepped past him and threw a gun to bis 
sboulder. There was a flash and echoes rolled among 

trees; the b e^  rollrí feebly and iay stüL Dawson 
got up awkwsrdly and jomed the man, who stood 
iooking down at the big dead animal,

He wore an oíd skin coat and loose blue clothes, and 
T l í  8urpr.se that it was Ah Lee, the

Thin’ K̂ «>tne in time ' ’Then he held out his hand for the other’s gun, and put

^ k e ! ’ he exclaimed. ‘ I f s  lucky she’g fulU

This was not quite what he meant to say, but his I 
brain was dull, and the others silently eiamined the

W r .  So far as they could see, it had been hit at three 
different spots, and although the rifle’s raark was only 
]ust distinguishable, one could not mise the boles the 
shot had tom. Then they sat down on the fallen 
tree and began to talk. A h Lee bad been returning to 
hiscampfrom a distan tranch when be heard a shot cióse 
by, and explaincd that he had brought his gun because 
one aometimes found a pigeon or a blue-grouse in the
^̂ OOQS,

Jake asked for one of his cartridges, and turning it 
over, remarked, ‘  Number six ¡ you certainly have some 
sand:

Dawson was getting cool again, and thought the 
comphment justiíied. It needed pluck to fire at a 
charging cmnamon with small bud-shot when the 
animal was only a few feet o ff; but, in a way, 
the shortness of the distance was an advantage. 
An ounce and an eighth of lead, gathered into the 
spaoe of three or four inches, strikes with a terrible 
shock.

‘ I  don’t know what's the matter with my gun,’ 
Jake resumed. ‘ Perbaps sbe got a jar when I  let 
her dropi perhaps the oil got stiff wilh coid. Anv- 
how, _my fingers were cramped and awkward; you’re 
Mmetimes clumsy when you try to be too quieb. 
vvell, 1  suppose we ought to skin the brute; but I ’ve 

had enough. Ah Lee can have its hide, and we’ll 
p «ll out for the ranche’
, P°Í,“ P' “ Díi «ííer thanking Ah Lee, who stopped
Mlimd, limped away with Dawson. ‘ I  reckon he 
de^rves the skin,’ he said. ‘  A  cinnamon’s hide ought 
to te  worth a pile, and the CTiinks bnow how to get a 
good pnce for anything; but I  allow that wasn’t what 
he wM B íte r  when he butted in, Tried to give him a 
bmt I knew it, but I ’d got kind of rattled, and didn't 
sav what I  meant.

Daw^n understood his comtade, and agreed. They 
had pulled Ah Lee out of the water when he might 
have teen drowned, and it looked as if  he had not 
forgotten. After all, it did not matter much who liad 
k iilrf the bear. The brute was dead, and they were
ík i’  1 ^as glad when
the lights of the ranch began to twinkle among the 
t r ^ .  The minute or two he had spent in crouching 
tehind the fallen trea had shaken him worse than he 
thought.

H a ü o l d  B is d l o s s .

C H I N N A .
B t  M b .s. H o b a b i^ H a m p d e x ,

^ui/utr- o f -The Steret ^'altrv,' etc., etc.
(ConUnued íTom page 147.)

answer,’  said Chinna gloomily 
J- Yet I  cacnot telieve that the spirits’ favour has 

altogether been taken from me. What oflence have I 
Mmmitted that so it should be ? They wül help me 
Surely tbey will help í  ̂ ^

‘ Oh, let US flee while yet there is time,’ Mrs. Chiima 
besought agam, wnnging her hands.

But Chinna answered: ‘ Peace, woman; such matters 
are too high for th.ne understanding. I  will not flee 
unfil i  am very sure it is needful to do so.’ And 
at that, he slipped softly into the darknesa of thé
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forest, for night had come by this time—a black and 
Leavj niglit, obscured by thick clouds.

CH APTEU  X V .

It  seemed very lonely in the forest wLen Chinna had 
gone, most extraordinarily lonely, aisd each sound tbat 
pierced the silence took on an aspect siniater and 
tlireatening. A  barking deer called on a high, alarmed 
note tbat suggested the presence of some stealthypnrsuer. 
And the moiikeys, perched in huddled groups on the 
txees surrounding the encampment, surely murmured 
andwhispered together of daneer to come? And over- 
head the tbick-clouds hanked and banked, and the air 
was breothless and very still.

The children could not sleep. Xancy and Brian were 
too anxious, and Frederick too excited. l ie  was deter* 
niined to remain awake until Chinna retumed, that he 
might hear all about the fight with the sicluiess and the 
victory thatmust certainly have resultad. They all sat 
round the tire, despite the heat, for its cheerful light was 
most companionable. Its dancing llames delied the 
loneliness of the forest, and kept, it seeraed, all the dark, 
secret terrera at hay.

Mrs. Chinna was very restless, and the fact that a 
storm wás brewing seemed to add to her disqtiiet. She 
fussed over one httie task aftei another, and threw so 
many stones on the heap beneath the tree that it 
perceptibly increased in size.

‘ The spirits are angry to-night,' said Mrs. Chinna. 
‘ They wUl speak prosently with loud voices. (She 
meant that it would thunder.) ‘ And, perehance, the 
people of the village will say that it is because he, my 
man, has done wrong.’

‘ But perhaps they'11 say it is because the spirits are 
angry with them, and not with Chinna,’ Frederick 
suggested, and this seemed to comfort the little woman 
Eomewhat.

‘ It may be so,' she said; ‘  it maywell be so. In truth, 
my man has erer done good to all, and never harm. 
Why, then, should not the spirits fight on bis side ? ’

And she grew more cheerful, and began to tell the 
children tales of Cbinna's prowess. And she spoke of 
the wild things of the forest ns people speak of those 
they know well. Tbere was a striped one, very large, 
but with a short tail, she said, who ruled over a certain 
portion of the forest. And sornetimes be would choose 
tosit in the very centre of a narrow track, so that Done 
might pass to right or left of him. But, if he was treated 
with due respect, and addtessed by higb-sounding tilles, 
such as * Maharajah,’ ‘  Cherisher of the Needy,’ and the 
like, he would move aaide courteoudy, and harm 
none.

‘ The striped one that mv man slew yesterday bunted 
always with bis mate unti£ he took up his abone in tbe 
house of the headman,’ Mrs. Chinna went on. ‘ Doubt- 
less she seeks him now everywhere. It would not be 
well to meet with her in her wrath.’

‘ I  wonder what made him go into the village ? ’ said 
Brian.

‘ Maybe, in some way he was injured,’ Mrs. Chinna 
answered, ‘  and so could no longer follow the swift 
wild things. Some such reason tbere must have been 
to drive him to the haunts of men, for the creatures ot 
the forest leave not tbe forest easily. But the spur of 
hunger is sharp.'

And Brian remembered how tbe tiger had limped.

l ie  had covered tbe ground quickly for a short distance, 
it was true, but proBably he would soon have grown 
weary.

‘  It is for tbis same reason tbat ihe striped ones first 
take to eating men,’ Mrs. Chinna explained furtber, 
‘ if other food, even cow-flesh maybe, is hard to come 
by. Man cannot run far; man is easily caught. But, 
once the striped ones have eaten of human fiesh, then 
does a spírit enter into them which drives them to eat 
of it again and again. Tbere is a tale of a striped ene 
that I  know.’

She looked round, smíling at the children, her fears 
forgotten for a while, because every one was so much 
interested in her stories, and this pleased her simple 
Boul. I t  was not often she found berself the most 
important person present, for she was used to consider 
berself vastly inferior to Chinna, though ^ e  in no way 
resented the fact.

‘  Once tbere was a man and a woman,’ Mrs. Chinna 
began, ‘ and they were retuming together from a fair. 
Through the forest they walked, since their village lay 
on the furtber side. And it waa dark. And the 
woman said, “  I  am afraid, lord ” ; and tbe man made 
answer, “  Peace, peace. What need of fear, since I  am 
with thee ? ”  Moreover, he had in his possession a most 
powerful charm of which he had not toid her. Now, 
after a little, there carne a rustling in the undergrowth.' 
Hete Mrs. Chinna paused impressively, and the children 
gtanced hastily at the forest, as did Mrs. Chinna siso, 
and she huiriál on again, lest she shouid be too afraid 
to tell the real of the story. ‘ And the rustling grew 
louder, and íorth there crept on to the path a striped 
one, very fierce. And the woman screamed, and said, 
“ Lo, this is death.’’ But the man replied, “ I  have 
here a powder, half o f which I  will give to thee and 
half of which I  will swallow. And, at that I  shall 
become a striped one myself, and drive this other away. 
And afterwards I  will retum to thee, and thou must 
place the second half in my mouth, and I  is ill take my 
own shape again.”

‘ And, as he said, so ic was. In  his mouth he placed 
one half o f the powder, and no longer was he a man ; 
but the woman saw two striped ones on tbe path before 
her. And one drove the other afar, and retumed toher 
thereafter with opeu jaws and eager tongue outstretched. 
And, lo, so fearsome was the sight, that the woman 
dropped the powder in the mud, and, screaming, fled. 
Theief ire was she slain hy him she had betrayed, and 
who never might be a man again. And afterwards did 
he live on human ñesh only, seeking always a new 
reven ge.’

A  lüw roll of thunder interrupted Mrs. Chinna at 
this point, and was followed very shortly by another. 
The storm was coming up with great rapiditv, and, 
scarcely was there time to seek the shelter of tiie hut 
before its full forcé swept over the encampment. For 
a while the rain held ofi, and the lightning daried and 
flashed everywhere at once with a keen and blinding 
light. Hither and thitber it sped like some cruel lance- 
pointguided by a cunniug hand. And, all in a moment, 
the hollow tree flared up towards the sky, one mass of 
blue and yellow ñame.

And upwards rose, too, a shriek from Mrs. Chinna, 
a shriek of horror and despair. ‘  See, see,’ she wailed, 
‘  the spirits are angry with us. They have destroyed 
the tree; they will abide with us no longer.’

(Coníinusd on paffs 162.)
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