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C H I N N A .
B í Miis. H obakt-H ampdk>j,

AviAor o f  • Tht Statt l'ulUi/,' etc., etc. 
(Contmued froin p a ^  159.)

C H A PTE B x v t .

OR a motueat the whole eacamprnent was lit bv blue
i  fl*“ eí,andecboedwithM r3,cL nna ’8 shr¡ek8 'Tben
Uown carne tbe rain, as it had coree on the dav of tbe

»ave tha,t of ite own drumimng on the earth. The líttle
from 8 «a y  that ¡t was protected
from tbe storm. And, by crouching in the furthermoM 
comer, it was possible to keep dry inermost

G í^ually  tr.e storm pessed. The rain ceaaed, and 
be thunder runibled awaymto tbe distance. And Mr- 

ChinM crept out of the hut, and tried to coax the ember- 
í® effort» we>-e

together, sjgbiug deeply, and e>err now and tben break- 
ing out mto miserable, bewildered apeech.

What baTe we done-w hat bave we don e»’  she 
inoaned. And 'They will kiü mr man. ilreadv 
I^rc^nw, he .a dead.’ And tben,' all at onde ahe 
stopped her moauing to listen eagerly. Her quick elrs 
b ^  caught a sound wbich the c-hilÍren did not deteet 
till sereral seconda later, ueiect

Thev heard it then, the sound of feet running swiftlv 
4  b^iíh'l the^clearini!
tbe ground and pant, They could see hira as well as 
hear him, ^ r  now the moon had risen. Before be could 
recover sufflcent breath for speech, Mrs. Chinna pobited 
to what «as once the hollow tres, and said: ‘  The suirils 
base tu m ^  their faces from us. See, lord the^tree 
that was their borne is dead ’ > , luc iree

And Chinna stared at the stil! smouldering stmnp and 
the tiret words he said were : ‘ 'Twas not well done of

1 ^  *i i  ^ faíthfullv. I  Lavenot been like these evii men of the Tillajre who tum
flgainst the hand that has helped them.’  ^

lie  was able to stand again now, and he went to 
tbe hut, and begaii to make a üttle heap of bis «nare 
arrows and another bow that he had 4nd the 
^ m s he took from the thatch, beneath w l l f  he had 
hid them. And to Jira. Chinna he said ‘ Make readv 
M e will go from this place.' - '
.«■'■Pk 8t once set to work to írather
together her few cooking pots, while the cb^dr^-n
t X Í  “ ^Surel tbey would^ be
in t í »  .1 '«8''e them behind
AV 8t the mercy of the aiigrv v i l l^ r s  '
wouw'^nrn that tfeír own fom e
would prove a » f e  refiige for the whole p a r t v l i u t  ¡t
did not bkely he would consent to embark on ' 
an entirely new venture at saeh a moment. Moreover
hisTbfd ’  i.;

A t last, Brian rentured on a question, ‘ What has

‘ lk n ow n ot,’ ^idChinna; ' I  did not wait to see tor
evü?rwith°m^H t í  people to ’deaí
Tbil^eh t ‘^k-^® Mckness does not speríily depare
■alien l  had made the olTer.nís, and sung the son>t of

^  1 w T " ‘ - ^ " ' ‘ ‘ H vsaidi'Thereshaltthoureraain  I thr fí'M the goda have hearkened to
I vouchsafed no

answer to my prayer,’ Chinna went on, and his voice 
whlt^ í ’  heart faiied me, and now I know witb

the sickness would indeed ceaee, but at the height of 
the storm I eseaped whlIe the v illa r  people hid within

íjie dark, for of that, too, thay are afruid ’
h,.nli '̂®’ “ feed DOW, her
íhe s í^ k e^ ^ ^  complete. Sha placed it on her head as

s b llT u ^ I f” '’ ®Í »»'d Chinna. ‘ There we

íh íu e  ®í *‘ ‘® "'*1' "0 ‘  íollo"^thither, They have neither the wits ñor the couraue,’
tiirníl "•Pr« «nished now, aUo, and he
w ^ t n !  H®tk “ [‘• T  come
Miir y? brought good fortune inyour train; perchauce, ye will do so eren yet.’
tliá^fo’oTt‘ '^ír^ '^^Planation, he moved off into
w bie í t í  - r̂®- loickly untied the rope witb

1*̂ r ®  tf'tared, and thrust the T d  into 
iirian s hand. Then after h»r lord and master she weiit 
and Nancy and l-rederiekfollowed, witli Brian last of all
t U v w  '?  andoutamongsc thetree-stem.^
thev went for a eouple of miles or lesa, |uided unerringly 
by Chinna, nntil the little man carne to a hait at the 
foot o f  a rockslrewn rise. ‘ The fort is near by, above 
U S , be said. I  will go ürst, and make certain that tbe

' 4nd h“ fl t t ^  y®. I  siimmon you.’• k ^  ne flitted on ahead, and seemed ro roelt at once 
into the sbadows. Tbe children looked after him, but 
could see nothing save trees, and yet more trees. No 
strijglit wall-lme. ijor indentí*d battlenuínt 

And, pu22led, Nancyquestioned .Mrs. Chinna. ‘ Are
there many people in the fort ? ’ she asked

And .Mrs. Chinna answered: ‘  It is tlie ¿wellins-nlace 
of no man, and eyen the defences are no longer stanáing. 
But still we cali it the fort, for once it was a place o f  
refute fot alt our people, ^

-And before the children had time to wonderwhat 
need there was in such a case to reconnoitre first, Chinna 
reappeared, and beckoned them on, .And, after a breatb- 
¡e.-3 cllmb up a steep and rocky path, they foiind them- 
selves standing on a wide and moonlit plateau, covered 
■witb great hummocks, over which grew bushes anii 
creepers and grasa, llere and there stone block.s 
emerged from the greenery, and showed that these 
hummocks had once b^n buildings which were now in 
ruine. And at the further end of the plateau was the 
begm n.ng-or rather the e n d -o f  a wall whieh had 
tem erly encirc ed the whole bilí. And also there wer.- 
great stone tanks, sunk deep, which were evidently still 
water-tight, as the recent rain had filled them to the 

{Coníinuíd on paga 17-5.)

T H E  C OOK’ S O P IN IO N .
T H E  griat scientisl. Charles Darwin, was hot 
L  ®®®b' It  is said X  one
siiídi because her husband had
such a ^ r  appetite, consulted the cook as to how 
they couíd tempt him to eat

‘ He does not seem to care for ordinary food,' said
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Mrs. Darwin. ‘ Do try to think of «omethinjf very 
niee.’

‘ I f  you will excuse the liberty I ’m takinp, mn’iini,' 
said the cook, ‘  I  think tliat maater would be able to 
take hia food better if he ffot sometbing to do. Idle 
folka are neyer hungrv.'

jUrs. Darwin was indignant. ‘ Biit your msster is 
not an idle man,’ she said. ‘  l ie  is always at w ork; in 
niy Opinión, he works too hard.'

‘ Excuse me, ma’am,’ said the cook; ‘ but if I may 
mafce so bold as to say it, 1 eati’ t «gree to that. With 
my own eyes I  saw him in the ganden yeaterday staring 
at a leaf for over two hoars— t» o  whole hours! That 
isn’ t Work, anyhow! '  E. I).

T H E  K E E P S A K E .

IT was John Prior’s birthday, aitd bis littie sister, 
Katie, who was very fond of him, and whom he 

loted de*rly, gave hira a birthday presen'. It was a 
knife with maiiy blades, which .John had cbaiiced to 
see and admite when he was out walking one day with 
Katie.

‘  This is for a keepsake,’ said the littie inaid to her big 
brother. ‘ Promise me that you wiU neter, iiever pnrt 
with it as long ¡ui voii Uve.'

‘ I  promise,’ said John, laoghing.
Before .Tohn’s ne.xt birthday carne round, the great war 

had b^ un . John Prior wa.s one of tile tirst to volunteer 
for active Service. After his training in England as an 
artiüeryman he was sent to France. And, of courée, 
wherever John went, he earried with him bis pteciou.s 
knife.

One day, when the artillery— protecting the soldiers 
who were carrying out a flnnk raovement— waa in action 
under hcavv tire, sometbing went wrong with one of 
the guna bélonging to John s battery. I t  seemed to be 
jaramed. and to re-charge it proved irapossible. The 
lieutenant in command of tbe battery carne forward and 
examined the gun. ‘ W e need a tool,’ he said, ‘  a sharp- 
pointed instrument-------’

Instantly, without speaking a word, John fook his 
knife from his pocket and handed it to the officer. Then 
be applied himself again to bis duty.

With the aid of the knife, the difficulty was sur- 
mounted in a moment, and the gun reaumed work. 
Soon afterwards the order oame to rejoin the main body 
oí the troops. The position was abandoned.

‘ I f  you please, sir,' said John to the lieutenant, as, stül 
under fire, the men were retreating in good order, ‘  may 
1 have my knife P’

‘ Your knife?’ said tbe lieutenant. ‘ Ah, yes! I did 
not retum it to you. I  dropped it and forgot to  piek it 
up.’ '

Then, observing that John loohed rather troubled, the 
officer added, ‘ Xever mind! I  will give you a better one 
in place of it.’

John thanked his officer, but said to bimself that he 
wanted no new knife. He wanted the oíd one—the one 
which bis littie sister had inade him promise to keep,

So John loitered in the rear, and presently 8lippe<l 
away and tumed back towards the spot lately occupied 
by the battery. A  rain of deadly missiles was falling 
aíl around him.

Regardless of this, the young soldier coolly went on 
nntil he caught sight of his knife, half buried in the

sround. He wrencbcd it out, wiped it with his handker- 
chief, and put it into its acciistomed home—his pocket. 
He then ran back to his comrades.

‘ Where Lave you been, IM orP’ inquired the lieu- 
tsoant, severely.

‘ To look for my knife, sir.' answered John. ‘  And I 
Lave found it,' he addeá, ioyfully.

The lieutenant frowned at him.
‘  You might easily have lost your life for that worth- 

less knife,’ he said. ‘  1)W I not promise you another ? ’
‘  But yon see, sir,’ said John, with a smile, ‘ this is the 

One I  wanted—because it is a keepsake.’ E. D.

T H E  C U C K O O .

TH E R E ’S a cuckoo in the coppice,
Just aoross the field of mangold.

Alt among the twigs and branche».
Where the trees are low and tangled.

For a mossy nest she’s searchirg.
Home of chaffinch or of liiinet;

When the treusure is discovered 
She will drop her small egg in it.

Then across the meadows apeeding,
Leave to othei birds the hatcliing 

Of her young one, and its feediiig,
While’s she's Caterpillar catching?

Stranger bird than any other,
Won’t you eren stay to look who 

Come’s to sit— a foster-raother—
ün the egg you’ve left her, Cuckoo ?

L ili.vn H oi.mes.

M IC H A E L M A S  D A Y .

GO O SE for dinner on Michaelmas Day is a very oíd 
custom indeed, and a great many of the people 

who enjoy their belping of goose on that day have no 
notion of how the idea origiiiated, I  do not think any 
one is quite sure, but tlíere is one siiggestion that 
seems to be a likely one.

Michaelmas Day is quarter-day, and quarter-day is 
rent-day ; and in tbe oiden times, when the country 
fnlk uséd to cometo their landlord's house, rent inhand, 
they would also bring along with thera a fine fat goose: 
no doubt with the liope of putting hira in a kind 
humoiir towards them. They ehose a goose, no doubt, 
as their present because at that time oí year the geese 
are naturally well fed and plump. Evidently the plan 
worked, and the landlords were pleased, for in time the 
custom grew so commom that the mention of ‘ one 
goose fit for the lord's dinner ’ as part payment appeared 
in the title-deeds of an estáte in the days of King 
Edward IV.

There is another mention of the oíd custom in long- 
ago history that is also interesting to us to-day. It is 
said that Queen Elizaheth was actually enjoying her 
Michaelmas goose when she heard the áelmht'ful news 
of the defeat of the Spanish Armada, miether that 
goose was a particularly plump and tender one, or 
wliether it was not, I  am pretty sure that that eventful 
Michaelmas dinner stood out for ever in the memory 
of the Good Queen Bess more clearlv than any other.

E tiie l  T albot.
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T H E  E O M A H C B  O P T H E  S P IC E  T E A D E .
V.-TH E GROCERS’ COMPAN’Y : CINXAMOX 

AND CA88IA.
(Conrlud$d from  pa<i» 155.)

LE T  me tnm now from the Grrocers’  Company, whose 
ahieid is shown in fig. 1, to aome of the ápices 

th6m.?elT«!. *

I  thmk the boet ksown apinong those stiU pemaiiiiiig 
to be described is Cíonamon. W e bave had ápices whiclt 
were fruits, parts of fruits, ílower-buds, rootó, but now

we have one whicb la a bark. Yes, cinnamon is the 
dned mner bark of a tree of the laurel family There 
are a number o f similar treea the barks of which are 
often aold as true cinnamon, all having an aromatie 
bark, but the proper one is Cinnamonium znlanicttm  
Its original home was Ceylon, where eren now it grows 
best, but it wül grow, if  properly planted and ten ¿d , in 
most tropical countriea of the East. I t  attains a height 
of thirty or fortv feet, and bears looae clusters of not 
very large white ñowers. The leaves are large and rery 
like those of ordinary laurel. Fig. 2 gires a sketch of a 
spray. The stamens of this plant are rather interest- 
ing, having special lids to keep out the wet ! A t a

3. CINIMMON BACK AS USCD IN COOKEPY

sketches, showing one with its 
hds shut (a), and one with its lid open (b). The 
bark used as cinnamon is taken from the younger 
branehes and is an inner laver, not the outsMe part 
which we kno-w as ‘ bark.’ This is peeled oñ  in short

4, SPCAV Of CAS51A

lengths, which promptly curl up, and as it dries it curia 
tighter, atriving here in what I  have seen well described 
as ‘  closely rolled quilla.’  In fig. 8 ,1 show you a pi^ce 
from my sptce-hox. I f  I  tried to uncurl it, it would 
split all to pieees, and it seems to he curled round about 
three times, and is about thiee-eightha of an inch thick.
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Jt smells beautifuUy aromatic, and its colour is abades 
of warm brown, including, o f couTse, the abade known 
as ‘ cinnatoon.’ Cinnamon ia several tunes referred to 
ín tbe Bible, the ápice being used in oü for sacred pur- 
poses and aa a perfume.

A  near relative o f  thia tree is Cinnamomvm cania : 
tbis supplies wbat is known in commerce as ‘ cassia bark.’

and tbe buds of tbe flowers of tbis same species supply 
the cassia buds of commerce, botli being important in 
the manufacture of medicine.

Another spice menticmed in tbat long list I  gave tou 
was Cania JitttUa. Tbis is a beautiful member o f tbe 
pea family. Its natire tand is India, but it is poesible 
to  cultirate it in most trc^ical countries. I  vas enabled 
to  obtain sketches for yon from tbe Natural History 
Museum from TCry beautifnlly colonred drawings. A t 
fig. 4 I  gire you a sketch of a spray, very mueh reduced 
insize. Here you see thelearea are compound,occurring

in pairs, but having no terminal leaflet. The flowara are 
in iong, ioose, hanging ciusters, and are of a deli^tfu l 
lemon-vellow in colour, veined with orange. Ibese 
flowers* are most iuteresting in structore; tbere are five 
small green sepáis, and ñve leaf-like petáis. Tbese 
latter seem almost as ¡f  tbey are attacbed by stalks, so 
slender are the attacbments. Tbere are five long and 
tire sbort stamens, wbich are of a curious sbape.

In fig. 5 I  show a complete flower at a , and at B an 
enlarged drawing of a single stamen, which you see has

a curious kink and swelling, Tbis peculiarity gires tbe 
flower a confused appearance. Tben in tbe middle tbere 
is a slender pistil wmicb is a pod, The flower erentually 
loses its stamens, and appears as seen at 6, A and B. 
FinalJy the petáis fall, and it is as at c. Tbis pod grows 
to be aa much as eigbtuen incbes long. It is round in 
section and quite Uack when ripe, and as tbey ripen 
tbey twist. Now, the part of the plant inoluded as a 
spice was a sort of pith whichformsa liningto the mauy

dirisions of the pod. In  flg. 7  I  show yon a part of an 
open pod ; tbe eavities here shown are lined witb tbis 
pitb OT pulp, and it  is tbis which is tbe Cania pulpa of 
commerce.

Senna is another spice in my list. Tbis is made 
from tbe -dñed leaflets of sereral species o f  cassia. 
Aiexandria senna is the leaflets of one kind (a sbarp- 
lesred cassia), and long*leared senna is made from 
another (‘ lengthened cassia’). Jicnna tea used to be
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:greatly used as a ‘ spring medicine’ in olden times. 
•Snlts and seima’ it was called. I  have never tasted 
'this, but I  uiiderstand it had a very curious sweetish 
íiavoiir. Tile spice is also used m making licorice 
pnwder.

The last of my ápices for this article is Allspice, or 
l ’imento. This is another memberof the myrtle fsmily, 
iike the c lO T e . Its proper ñame is Burtráa pimenta. 
The flowers are small aud white, but the pert used as 
a spice is ths dried fruit. These are round and blue- 
black, like privet-berries -when lipe, and about the size 
of peas. Fig. 8 shows a sketch of a spray, The lenees, 
you will notice, are loog and broad, very like a laurel, 
The arrangement of the .berries is somewhat curious, 
for vou aee the middle one o£ each three sita right 
on the top without a stalk. E. M, B arlow,

L IT T L B  IN C ID E N T S .

IN One of the cases of the Liverpool Museum lies an 
oíd wooden box filled with coins. To casual 

observers it seems out of place ainid the rich treasures 
of the Museum. But those who care to look more 
closely at this oíd box will discover on the lid a piece 
of paper containing some information about the box and 
its trea su ^  Aecording to the writing on the lid, this 
box contains the first collection of relies ever made by 
Jeseph Meyer. When he died, Ifeyer’s • collection 
(whicb he bequeathed to the Museum) was valued at 
sixty thousand pound.«.

The story o í now Joseph Meyer became interested in 
relies of bygone times is worth retelling. When but 
a small Le was walking with his grandfather 
through a Cheshire field, when ther saw a ploughman 
lu m  up a numlrer of oíd lioman coins. Young Meyer 
■was naturally interested in these, and his interest was 
■deepened when his grandfather offered him fire shillings 
■if he could read the inscriptions round the coins wifhin 
a month. Meyer won the five shiliiiigs, and more 
ibesides, for the effort to gain the prite caused him to 
take an interest in oid coins, an interest which he 
never lost and which was the means of providing him 
«vith a lifelong hobbr,

It seems a small incident, vet how many careers Lave 
%>een shaped by similar ineidénts which at the time they 
oceurred seemed but triáes ?

Michael Faraday, the great scientist, was only a poor 
■boy. IIis first oceupation was that of errand-boy to a 
bookseller. Faraday performed his errands so well 
fLat at the eiid of a year his raaster agreed to teach him 
the art of bqokbinding. Whilst engaged in binding 
a book he noticed an article on electricity. It  was the 
rending of tliis article which tumed Faráday's thoughts 
towards Science.

Adam Sedgwick, the famous Cambridge piofessor, 
was obliged to take long country walks for the benefit 
i ’f  Lis healtii. During these walks he began to notice 
tiieeriapeof the land round about him. He began to 
iiiquire into the structure of the earth, and thus (ook 
nii interest m geology. In a short time Le became 
the professor of geology in the University.

Ilelmholtz, the great Germán scientist, attrihuted Lis 
chinee of a eareer to a serious illness which confined 
liim to his bed. To while away the tedious hours of 
confinement, he sent for a microscope. This was the 
begiiiniiig of a great scientific eareer.

I here is a story told of Low a man was saved from

insanity by the sight of a butterfiv. He had beeu 
brooding and brooding over his misfortunes until he was 
on the verge of madness. One day he wandered into 
the country and threw himself down on a grassy bank 
to rest. l ’resentJy a butterfly lighted on a spot clo,»e 
beside him. He began to watch the little creature, 
and his curiosity was aroused. Before he left the spot 
he felt a desire to know more about butterflies. To 
satisfy this curiosiw, he commenced to read about them 
and study them. This new interest in Ufe took him 
away from his troubles.andin a short time he recovered 
Lia health and was well again.

Small incidente, and yet how important!

W A N D E R E R S  IN  T H E  W A R .
By  A . A. Methley.

CH APTEH  I.

‘ ^ O O D -B Y E , Dermot, oíd chap; good-bye, Harris. 
VX Hope ytm'il a!l have a jolly  good time. Hailes, 

I don't torget to send me that fishing-rod. Now we're 
o ff ! See you next week, Wilbur. So long—good-bve.’ 

Rc^er Slervyn leaned out of the railwaycarrisge 
window, waving his straw hat to tbe group of school- 
boys on the platform, in the forefront of which stood 
Lis friend, the red-haired American, Sam W ilhur; and 
then, when the shoute of farewell haü died away, be 
settled himself comfortably in a comer and took out the 
magasine which he had just bought at the bookstall. 
I t  was a beautiful moming, and the boy felt happy and 
excited as he started on bis joumey, for the summer 
holidavs had begun, and he was going down into tlíe 
country to stay with his únele and aunt, Mr. and Mrs. 
Danvers, at Monkton Ashe.

Roger had been several times before to  Monkton 
Ashe, where his únele was rector, and he knew that it 
was a splendid place, with trout-fishing. golf, ponies to 
ride, a fine tennis-lawn, a/id several large countrv 
houses, with families which included boys and girls of 
his own age. within easy reach. Resides all these 
attractions, Val, bis only sister, back for the holidays 
from her French sehool, would be tbere with him.

Koger Mervyn was flfteen yeara oíd, and his sister 
was twelve and a b it ; but in spite of this difference in 
their ages, the pair were great friends and comrades. 
“V al was a clever, Ligh-spirited girl, with any amount of 
pliick, energy, aud common sense, and she could ride, 
swim, skate, and even climb trees as well as her brother
himself. They had alwaysdoneeverythingtogether, and,

.iiideed, had never been separated until two years ago, 
when Roger went to Oravea and Val to her sehool at 
St. Denis-sur-Meuse. Roger was not quite cerfain where 
St. Denis was—he never had been much good at geo- 
graphy— but he knaw that it was somewhere in Frauee.

Lsually the boy and girl had been to Scotland in the 
siimmer with their fathet and mother, but now Major 
Merv-yn’s regiment had Leen ordered to India, and bis 
wife had accompanied him to the East. Tliey would 
not be Lome again for several years, and in the mean- 
time U had been arranged that Roger and Val should 
S]>end their holidays at Monkton Ashe.

‘ i  ou will have fine times there, my bov,’ Major 
Mervyn had said to his son; ‘ plenty o'f riding, golf, 
?ind the rest of it. And, remember, you inuet look 
afler Val. Your únele and aunt are quiec, stay-at-
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home people. They are not used to children, and 1 al 
is always inclined to be a bit reeklese. I  trust you to 
take cate of ber.’

■ A ll right, Fatber.' Roger liad spoken ratlier huskily, 
for he had just said good-bye to his mother, and there 
seemed to be a lutnp in bis throat; and then Major 
MerTyn had shaten hands with the boy, and given him 
on extra half-sovereign to add to his ternrs pocket- 
money.

Kcger remeinbered every detail of that parting, and 
liow lonely he had felt when he stood on the wharf at 
'filbury and watched the great P- and O. liner xanish 
into fhe yellow rirer fog. It had been February then, 
and Val had already left for her French school after the 
Chrisnnas holidays. She had not been home at Easter, 
80 tliat it was now nearly eight montbe since the 
brother and sister had met, and although R(^er pre­
tended to be indiflerent, and would moat likely greet 
Val with the most casual of salutations, he was really 
looking forward eagerly to seeing his sister again, lie  
smiled to himseif as he ihought of how she would be 
waiting to welcome him on the platform at Monkton 
Asbe, and of all they would have to talk about as they 
droTe through the narrow, tree-ahaded lañes towards 
the Rectory.

Koger opened his magasine. It certainly would be 
awfully niee to see ^'al again; and then the train drew 
«ip a ta  station, the earriage-door was wrenehed open, a 
porter piled bags, suit-cases, and bundles of golf-clubs 
on to the rack, and two men—one brown-faced and 
clean-ghaven, the other with eye-glasses and a grey 
moustache—got in.

Iloger did not at first pay much attention to his 
fellow-travellers, tor he had opened his magazine at an 
e.tciting story. When that was hnished it was time 
for lunch, and after the sandwiches, cakes, and ginger- 
beer liad disappeared, he ,felt drowsy, and almost fell 
asleep in his comer of the carriage.

lie  was roused at last by the voices of the two men, 
who, having ¡aid aside the newspapers in which uutil 
now they had been absorbed, were talking earnestly 
together.

• Things certainly look bad,’ the youtiger said, fllling 
his pipe, and then touching the paper on hU knee,
• What do you think of it, Burke ? l)oes it really mean 
war ? Or will things settle down again as they have 
<lone befóte ? ’

The other shrugged his shoulders, and his face was 
Tery grave- ‘ One can't say for certain, of course,' was 
his reply : ‘ but I  don’t like the news to-day. In my 
Opinión, this time it does mean war.’

' W a r ! ’ —the younger man repeated the word almost 
eagerly. ‘ Wel!, you ouglit to know, Colonel; but I  
siippoae England won’t be in it ? ’

The grey-haired man shrugged his shoulders again,
• If it is war, it seems to me that every one will be in 
it,' he said. ‘ In fact, I  think so seriously of things that 
l ’m going over to París to-nigbt to fetch borne my little 
girl. I  don’t  want her to bé out there if  any trouble 
comes.’

‘  Really, you think it SO had as that ? But ot course 
you’ll feel more comfortahle when you have Betty at 
home. W ell, here’s my station. üood-bye, and a 
pleasant journey.’

The two shook hands as the train slowed down, and 
when the bustle of arrival and departure was over, the 
man who had been called Burke took up Lis newspaper

again. Roger sat watehing him, and wiahing that he 
could sttmmon up courage enough to ask some questions.

War 1 The air of the stiiffy railway carriage seemed 
puddenlv to be chai^jed with excitement and suspense. 
What áid it all mean? What was going to Uappcn? 
Like most boys of his age, Roger had” been almost 
completely absorbed in school interests, and during 
the last week of term, when cricket-matches, prize- 
givings, and house-suppers had been the order of the 
day, he had hardly glanced at a newspaper, or had time 
to ’realise that, in the great world outside, strange and 
terrible things were happening. A t the same time, he 
was a sensible, intelligenc boy, and had always been a 
great deal with his father, M aiorilervyn. Some day Le 
intended to be a soldier himself.X

.ifter a few minutes Roger picked up tne newspaper 
which the departed traveller had left behind him, and 
began to study the startling headlines on the first page.

Colonel Burke looked up from his own paper and 
watched the boy’s intent face with amusement. ‘  Well, 
sir,' he said at last; ‘ these are anxious times. May I 
ask what is your Opinión ot the European ’situation ? ’

Iloger coloured, for he knew that the speaker w ís 
laughing at him, But the keen blue eyes twinkled 
behind the glasses, and although the grey moustache 
had a fierre twist, it did not entirely conceal a very 
kindly smile.

‘ I  don’ t know anythiog about it, sir,’ he said shylr. 
‘ But I  could not help hearing what you were saying 
just now. And—ana do you really tnink that there is 
going to be war P ’

‘ Tes, l ’m afraid 1 do,’ was the reply. And then the 
man went on to explain what he meant, and, spreading 
bis newspaper on the seat of the carriage, showedRoger 
a map and pointed out the different countriesthatm^ht 
soou be at war together—Germany, Austria, Russia. 
Serbia, France— perhaps England!

The boy felt awed and bewildered, for he felt as if 
some great tempest, of which until now he had only 
heard the distant tiundar, were about to  overwhelm 
the whole world.

‘ The Germana are deterrained to amash France,' 
Colonel Burke said, in conclusión. ‘ They have been 
prepnriug this for over thirty years. I  am going over 
to París at once, to fetch my little girl back from 
school.’

‘  My sister is at school in France, too,’  Roger told his 
new friend. ‘  A t laast, she was there. She is at home 
now for the summer holidays. She carne yesterday. 
and went down to Monkton Ashe. I  shall meet her 
there to-day.’

‘ A h ,Is6 e ! W ell, it’s a good thing she is safely in 
England. I  wish my Bettv had got home yestei^ay. 
There is going to 6e troulile on the Continent— bad 
trouble, l ’m sute of it, and English children are best at 
home.’

He said the last sentences almost under bis breatb, as 
if he were speakíng to himseif: but Roger's keen ears 
caught the whispored words. He felt glad that Val was 
already in England and out of any possible diificulty or 
danger,

Colonel Burke reachedhis destination soon after that. 
and when he had collected his luggage he shook hands 
with Iloger as if they had líeen oíd friends.

‘  I change here,’ he said; ' so good-bye, my boy ; and 
I  hope you and your sister will eujoy your holidaye 
together.’ (Coniimtfd on poge 170.)
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