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WANDERERS IN THE WAR.
Bv A. A. Methley.
iCoatlnued froni page 167.)

T) OGEE was noe left alone for verv lon?. The next
It station was Monkton Aaho, andforsotne minutes
I«fore the ttam stopped he was leanin? out of the
wmdow, lookm? eagerly along the platform.

Where was Valt Surely sUe must Lave come to
meet him, and yet hd could onlv eee hia Unele Eobert
and the two big ebeep-doga, Bob and Diek, Bevond
fhe little atation, in the road, ihe ponv-cart was walting
under the elm-treea, but there was no one in the can
»xcept tae oid coachman.

lloger jumped out of the train almost before it liad
stopped and ran towarda his Unele.

-Hullo, Unele I”™bert, here | am. How are Xou‘-

He wax

Aiid wheres \al?’
Mr. Danvers shook tlie boy’s hand warmly,
a ~v-haired etderly man, with fhort-aigl.ted eves, and
a kmd but rather fussy manner. He tvas delmlsted to
see hi8 nephew and the two d<”, as if delighted too.
P down the platform with noisy barks of

Glad to see vou, mv

“1Vell Roger, so here yon are.
boy, gW to see you. Illow yon have growf, to be
WP 5 " eighteen months sinee
r, W Two bags and a box.

eart, and the box can be sent up to the Rectory later

excLTiSafd

tom itli/’ ‘m'AyW tshecome

Mr.DanTcresmiledindiilgentlyand patted the bov’a

witbnnt™ h ® e Vou will bat-e to do
Yithout her for a day or two Ionger and put iip
~N“1i» «illlu Franel. She

hté a fall a week ago and could not travel with the
¢ . ®uu tbere’'s nothing to be worried

week' borne

‘' lloger roj.eated the words with a
sudde m]8g,vmg at bu lean, but Unele Robert went
on with his explanations as thev drove out of the
Utation, and U was evident that'he had no jdea ot
anvthing bemg seriously amiss

the littpt!~prj'“if” cheerfully, Roger should see

i ouabi "e %/ «te
<np «f ,n ~  joumey home would be great f.in
RngUnd ' » in
Ilhw I~ sounded Tery commonplace and satisfactorv

Rad P& Nas @ i

Burke had been mistakeii, and there was ng neeg or
woiry and alarm. There were certainly no Bi?ns of
eoimng rouble m Monkton Ashe; ai/as for Unele
-iW bovasked him

aﬁgmlon {0 rmnours and scaretnrmsers footat to pav

the tCe ooinpleielyreassured for
camage n.rned througb

the
the Rectory gafes, and there \zas Aiint Miunie, wrappid
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Jn her usual white shawl, siiticg on the lawn beside a
most dtiligliifuWooking tea*table.

‘My dear boy ! 1 am delighted to see Tou, and isn't it
sad about poor Aal? However, you won't have to do
withoiit her for long; she's quite certain to J» borne
nextweek. Aow, come along, dear, and have te',. I'm
Su« you must be nearly starved to death."

It was a verv merry tea-partv, there uuder the bi?
cedar-t~, an<i Roger did full jastice to the eotintry
tare of bread and honey and freshlv-gathered raspbi'rties
J/ter, he read \ al s letter and exbibited Lis prizes and
the silver cup he had won for the junior lialf-mile race,
it was not UDtil ten o'clock carne and there were onlv
lus Unele and aunt to bid him good-nigbt, that be

fo™thé ufu forebodiiigs

‘Of cour™ Val will be all right,” the bovsaid to bim-
self, but still he could not Lelp wishing that his littie
.sister were safely at liome in Engiand, insfead of being
%V}/:r%/eeon the other side of the Channel, somewhere in

chaster ir.

The next morning, when he awoke at six oclock and
looked out of hia open bedroom window. all Itoger's
uT~I™> tefore seemed dreamiike and

It was a beautiful day, warm, elear, and sunnv. The
Dowers in the garden below were covered with dew i
tlirush was smging loudly and a delicious fragrance b f
tiewly.cut grass mmgled with the perfumes of roses,
stocks, mignonette, and purple heliotrope.

\\ar and danger seemed impossibilities on this iovelv
summer morning so R ~ r whistled cheerfullv as he
‘ten humed out to the tennis lawf. where

oU w-ir
machine t“«y with his mowing
mistake! lhe man rulbed bis grimv hand on his

Irouser-leg and then held it out with’ a broad smile
of welcome.  This tennis court is just .«poiling for a
B«rae. "0 one placed onit for eight months and more
b'EtEe‘;‘ Mlt o“ grass in tbe wbole county.’ «nd a
i ' d ‘tgrowse/saidRogergailv

" there will be plenty of games on it now, and then vou'il
~ grumhliiig at the haré patches.’ llis thoughrs flk.<hed
to Aal and tSeclowly-contested singles thev would have
fufmbd seemed to fcnow what was in

N ‘1N she be a-coming ? It

‘Oh, she will be here in a few days-next weelc for
certaim Rnpr spoke decidedlv, for saving tlie words

‘ Ne.xt week— well, well, and it's Saturdav now, Rut

iy~
joumey. Tuesday, now, or AA'ednesdav.
try t"keep back some of them late raspberries

tspberries, is Miss Val,

n'k Holiday never is a good tlrﬁ%v%
And 1 must
Nie

bIM'ImiyeRv'fsNf

..r fS T utSd\NrrrpT utK t~ td
deeded to go up to the Hall dir~tlyafter breakffst and
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roake his two friends, Jack and Robin llenley, come back
with hini for some tennis. They would have to jlay
singles, turii and tum about, as Val was not here to
iDuke a fourth, and Ri~er wondered wlietber, even viheu
she did get borne, bis sister would be reuch good tor
tennis with a sptained ankle.

«ltwill be pretty poor fun for poorold Val if abe can t
lave aoy games these holidays,’ be said to himself, and
tben the breakfast bell raiig and Aunt Minnie met him
in the dimng-room with a tUin foreign envelope in ber
land.

Anotber letter from Val! Rogertore it open eagerly,
and as be read the scribbled lines bis misgivings seemed
to become more ridiculous and unneceasary tban ever,
for the girl wrote quite cbeerfully and was evidently
mwell on the road to recoverv.

‘ My foot is nearly all rigbt again, and we start for
lome some time next week—Thursday, | expect. It's
.an awful bother baving to stick on here; but, really,
we're not havii”® half a had time. There are three of
W—Illaiie and Jeanne Vemot, wLo come from Belgium,
and me. Frauleiu Heina, the German govemess, is here,
too; and fat oid Susanne, the cook, looks after us all.
I can't walk mucb vet, only hop, but there are woods all
round the house, and we Have picuics every day. Minc\
jou keep the tennis lawn well rolled, and don'teat up all
the A'ictoria plums before I get back.’

There were four spelling mistakes and two blots, but
Roger did not feel inciined to be critical. 11 tbat be
noticed was tbat the letter bad only I»en posted ihree
days ago and tbat there was not a single word in it
about the possibility of wat. Surely if there had really
been anytbing serious the matter—over there in France
—Val mnst bave known all about it.

The newspapers did not artive at the Rectory imtil
ten o'clock, so that tbe topics of conversation at breakfast
were tbe garden, the parisb.and the weatber, whicb Mr.
Danvers hoped would keep fine over Bank lloliday.

‘We are going to have a cricket match on Mouday,
for the village boys,’ he said; ‘ you will like tbat, Roger;
and on Wednesaay there is tue school treat. | want
Tou and tbe Henleys to belp me with the sports and
prixes.’

‘Yes, Unele, it'will be awfully jolly,” agreed Roger.
“And I'm going up to tbe Hall directly after breakfast,
so | can settle about it with Jack and Robin. May
| ask them to come down and bave some tennis this
.aftemoon ?’

‘ Oertainly, my boy, certainly,” wss tbe answer, and
mthen, before any otier arrangeraents could be made,
there carne tbe foud tbrob and rattle of a motor outside.
Roger sprang up from bis seat and ran to tbe window,
reaching it just in time to see Jack llenley, on a brand-
aiew motor bioycle, dash up to the door.

[Continued on poffi 180.)

‘THE WAG OF HIS TAIL.

A GENTLEMAN and bis young son were one

evenin'g passing a labourer’s cottage wben the little
boy took a suddeii faney to the labourers dog, whicb was
sitting at tbe door, evidently on the look-out for some

ne.

The animal was no tare specimen. He was not a
echow’ or a ‘King Charles,’ or a Yorkshire terrier.
He was only a common cur, yet the boy wanted bim.
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‘Perhnps bis owner will sell him to us.
be comes!’

Hoic tbe deg barked with joy as he rusbed down tbe
gnrden to greet his master! Wag! wag! wsg! went
bis merry tuil; bis whole bodv vibrated with happiness.

" What a nice, nfiectioiiate <log that is!’ said tbe boy's
father t6 the labourer. *‘ My little son wants to know
if you would sell bim to us.’

‘1 caii't sell that dog, sir,’ replied the labourer.

‘lie is of no valué,' said the gentlemau ; ‘but since
my boy wants him, I don’t mind paying a good price for
him. 'i will give anytbing—in reason—that you like
to ask.’

‘1 know he's a poor dog,' said the labourer, ‘butto
me he is so valuable that | can't part with him. He is
my only companion, and | can't sel t?te wag of his tail
wLen feome uome at night.’

Ab, here

MY LOVES.

! how | love a garden,

And all a garden brings !
Oh! how 1 love the country,
And all dear country things.

The thiushes and the honey bees,

.Small clingin™ creepers, giant trees,
Eacb clover tield, eacb leafy glade;

Tbe sunshine and tbe restful shade ;
Thbe birds’' nests, and tbe scent of moss,
Cloud sbadows drifting over grass;
Snow-ladeu trees, with frosted stems,
Bedecked with diamonds—Nature's gems ;
A level mnrsh, a lonely shore,

A sleepy sea, and waves that roar;

Tbe peewit's cali, the curlew’s erv,

And storm-clouds piling up the sky,
The fresb-plougbed furrows are my joy,
Eartb'a autnmn dress of corduroy,

The hedgerows hung with pearis of dew,
I love them every year anew;

And oh! a tbousand otber things,

Eacb plant that grows, eacb bird that sings,
Springi Summer, Autumn, Winter, too,

Don't you? Litias llolues.

A JOURNET TO GO.

[Second Series.]
V1.-A JOL'BNKY THKOCGH EAST ANULIA.

IHTEN we leave London on a journey tbrough tbe
Eastern counties we make Liverpool Street Station
our starting-point.andtbisisonly right, for tbe terminus
is near the site of one of tbe principal gates of the oid
walled citv, and in Stow’s Surveg of Xourfon we flnd
these woiils: ‘The gate towards tbe nortb is cabed
Bishopsgate, and true it ia, that it was first built for tbe
ease of passengers towards the east, as into Norfolk and
Suffolk.’ , .
Oi» next joumeyv, tlien, is to be ‘ towards tbe east,
into Essex, Suffolk”~and Norfolk ,the country whicb was
once the East Anglla ot the Saxons and whicb, before
tbat time, was iiibabited by the most powerfiil of t le
ancient British tribes.
la our travels tlirough Deronsliire aud Oornw”Il we
found manj* traces and metnories of tlieso strango Celtic
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aiiOiator:-, but then we saw tliem asfugitives and aeem<'d
to follow in their footsteps a» the v fled before thfir
conquerors and linallv took ivfugi; among the desoiate
moors and wild Taltevo of the Il'est Couiury. In those
remdte districts iC is natural to tiilnb of the Britons
ae a defeated and dying race, liiigerini on into mediaval
times, and leavinjr behind them a legaCT of curious
custoins, place fiames and falry tales, and even their
primitive stones, homes, and deserted altars.

In the Bastetn eoiiaties it is oli very diflerent, for
there dwelt the powerrn! wnrlike tribes 6f the Jceni and
Trinobante». warriors who fiercelv withstood the
invaders, holding them at hay tbrough many months,
and wlii), when at laat they were supposed tu be
snbdueU. rose in rebellion and alraost succeeded
in r™aining possession of their country.

IVe see the great entrenched camps of the
Briton» on niaily an East Anglian hill, often
encircling the niins of a later Roman castle, for.
when they had defeated the oid inhabitants oi the
country, the conquerors established themselves
there and Camaloiimum. or Colchester as jt is
now nameil, was one of their most important settle-
raents.

IS B must not get on too quickly, however, but
stop at Chelmsfonl, the county town of Essex, and
~ there is nothing very interesting in the place
itself. we con turn asule to see the ruins of Rleshy.
which was once a great Norman fortress, atid tfie
residence for more tban four huodred years of the
High Constables of England. It was here that
the Duke of Gloucester was treacherouslycaptured
by bis nephew, King Richard Il., who, on the pre-
tence of wanting his adrice and assistance, decoyeti
the duke from his castle and had him arrested on
the way to London.

Fruissart tells the story of how, on a warm
summer aftemoon, the voung king arrived un-
expectedly at Rleshy and was warmly welcomed
hy his Gnele, who went out to meet him nt the
gate, accorapanied by the duchesa and their
cnildreu.

Uloucesteracceptedhis nephew’s invitation witli-
out a suspicion of evil, and the cavalcade set out;
but sold'ers had bi'en ambushed and the duke was
arrested and earried awav to Calais, where he was
crueliy raurdered. fiitrangelv eaough,
only three years later,one of'Richards
aecomplices in this crime, John, Duke
of Fxeter, was himself execnted at
I*leshy in gtmsequence of having been
conoemed in another conspiracy, thi>
timeagaiust the new Kingof England,

Henrv H'.

tONDOII”
13

Brshoosaofe /. m>xn "~ce/>fun

Ckelnsford

Xo. XXII.

I'jom Chelmsford we' gn on to Colchester, one of
the oldest towns in England, where the grrat circle
of the BritisL entrenchments can still be traeed out*
side the Roman wslls, which, in their tani, show traces
of having been repaired by Saxon niasous,

The great British towh of Colchester—its original
fiame is unknown — was captured by the Emperor
(,'laudiiis, who marebed against it with a strong atmv
which included elephants. It is easy to picture the
terror and amazement of the ancieut Biitons when they
saw these huge beasts in their goigeous trappings of
war, pushing through the undergrowth of the forests
or marching tlumsily aerése the flnt Essex swamp-.

< -

=tit. ~Kii:

ColcTtesiec
'Castie

ffarM/ick/w ,  S/Sur

Moan
PUsJiyMounf.

From london to Ipswich—
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tShrnnph.ini

Viiilaniham

IYoiiinCham Vpper Shennffbato
~Jbbtf

All througli tlie
Middle Ages, Col-
chi'Ster retained its
military impoTtance.
and the jnhabitanls
seem to have bept
Ttomething of their
oid courage and
mimbborn hardihood,
for they bore their
futi abare in the con-
rticts of those tur-
bulent times; and
when, during the
CiTilwar,Cromwell
besieged tiie towii, it held oat for seveiity-six days.
and only surrendered at last when food and ammu-
nition were alihe exhausted.

From Colcbester we travei on to Ipswich, the
birthplaceof Cardinal Wolaer, and then come to
Norwich, 'witb its tall cathedral apire, Norman
oastle, and its maiiy flint-built cburches.

In some ways Norwich, especially on a market-
day, reminda us of some Dutch or Flemish City,
and tbis is not surpriaing, for all through the agea
toreign influeuces have been at work pid the
Kastem counties bave been open botb to inyasion
and jmmigration.

Vikings, Saxous, Danés, they all landed on the
Norfolk and Suffolk coasts, and lawWr on ilemings
and llollanders were brougbt aeross the Nortii Sea
to drain the marsh-lands or to teach their indus-
trie? to the English peasants and townsfolk. | rom
time to time, too, reuigees have come: from France,
after the maaaacreof St. Ilartholomew’aDay in 157t',
or later to escape the cruel edicts of Louis XI\
and from Belgium in tlie sixteenth century and
again in our own days.

At one time Norwich was famous, like Di'ugt's
and Ghent, for its guilde, and for the magniflcent
pageant which was held every year on the fi-stival
of the city’s patrén, St. George.

On thL? oceasion, which was a civic as well as a
religious celebration, the Mayor-elect went in State
to the cathedral, and there was a procession in
whbich not only St. George and St. Nlargaret took
part, but also a dragén, ealled ‘ Snap,” witb a
morable mouth which it opened in order to receire
offerings of money.

A fiorfo/k YYherry «

—and Uircmgli East Anglia.

Barfon Broad

Ilpstvich
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The yearly mcrry-makin", wLIh ita giiaint ceremonies
and costumes, i$ no longer held in these prosaio twentielli
century days, but in the tovn nuiseum the elabdrate gUt
head of the famoua Snap Dragén is slill preaerved.

ljeaTliig Norwicli and travelling towards the coast,
we pass the Norfolk Broads, wide stretchea of ojteii
water connected witheach otlierby anetwork oi streams
and rivere. It is strange to see the white winga of
pleaauré yachts and the great hrown savl* of tlie wLerrios
apparently moving aerése green meadow-lands, bnt in
reality passing along the narrow ehannels frora one
Broad to another.

Wro.thatn, Worsted, North Walsham, the train
carries us swiftly northward, and then we come to
‘ Poppy-land,’ as it has been called, and on the crumbling
Norfolk coast find the holiday towns of Cromer, Over-
strand, and Sheringham. Beyoiid is Cley, now an
iniand villagp, tor here the sea has receded instead of
encroachitig, but once a port and a harbour of retuge for
Tessels overtaken by gales or adverse wind.s on thia
expased, weather-beaten coast.

It was to this place that, during a great storm in the
Tear 1496, there carne a ship with the young Scottish
I'rinee, James, on board, who was on hia way to Nrance.
England and Scotland were at war then, so the boy,
instead of being allowed to continué his journey, was
taken to [IVindsor, where he spent meny years in
captivity.

Not far away from Cley is North Waisingham, with
the ruinsof the great abbey which once made it famous,
not only in England, but throughout the whole of
Europe. Itis not very easy to reaoh this place eveu
now, in these days of good roads and raitways, but, as
we may imagine, it was still more isolated in the Midale
Ages, although then the wonderful shrine of Gur Lady
of Waisingham ranked second only to Canterbury
itself.

‘It is in the uttermost part of England,’ the Dutch
scholar Erasmus was told, when he inquired the where-
abouts of the abbey, and, indeed, it must have seemed so
to the pilgrims who plodded wearily along the Palmer's
Way through Newmarket and the swampy fen country
that borders tlie Wash.

When Waisingham was reached at last, it doubtless
proved worthy of all the trouble and hardships of the
joumey, for we read of a chapel and an image ablaze
with gold and precious stones.

From the nortbem coast of Norfolk we travel bsek
to Norwich, and then eastward to Yarmouth, which,
eren from Saxon times, has been noted for its herring
fisheries,

Varmouth, lite most other East Anglian towns, stood
for Cromwell and the Parliament all Through the Civil
Wars, but seems to have been influenced by the flood of
loyalty which sweptthrough England at the time of the
Eéstoration, for we fInd ttat Kmg Charles paid a visit
to the place and graciously accepted a gift of three
golden herrings.

Lowestoft, the next town on our coastwise route, has
always been the rivalof Yarmouth.and perhaps for this
reason upheid the lioyalist cause with suoh enthusiasra
that at last Oliver Cromwell himself marched into the
town at the head of an army of one thousand of his
Ironsides, and.takingup hisquartersattheprincipal inii,
caused many of the most important residents to be
arrested and taken prisoner to Cambridge.

All through the ages the inhabitants of the Eastem
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counties have had more than their share of warfare, for
its proximity to foreign coiintries makes this distriec
especiaily hable to attack. .4gain and again have
Norfolk, Suffolk. and Essex suffered invasién and
massacre, while in the reign of Charles Il. several great
sea-fights took place off Lowestoft and Southwold.

In these strange modern times, too, East Anglia, more
than any other part of England, has been privileged to
share in the dangers and sacrilicos of the great war, for
the ports have lwen bombarded by Germéan ships, while
Zeppelins and aeroplsnes have dropped their bomba on
iniand towns and villages.

Thus history repeats itself, and the descendanta of the
men and women who, one foggy day in the seventeenth
century, crowded the Southwold cliffs to bear the roar
of Dutch eaniton in Solebay, now watch the patroJ
boats pass along the coast, welcome home the crews of
the mine-sweepers after their perilous royages, and
listen to the distant gim-fire in the North Sea or on the
far-away plains of Flanders.

Ixiwestoftnnd Yarmouth havekept and increased their
prosperity and importance through the centuries, hut this
has not been the case with all the eastem seaports,
for along this coast, in many distriets, the sea has
encrooched upon the ladd, the cliffs have crumbled, and
places which wereonce ftourishing and thickly populated
nave become mere vilUges.

One of these is Dunwieli, where, once upon a time,
there was a rojal pelaee, two monasteries, and six parish
churohes.

This was in Norman and early Piantagenet days, but
gradually the seabegan togainits victory in the conflict
hetween land and water, and in the reign of Edward IIL
we find that four huiidred houses were washed away.

During the next centuries the destruction continued,
and bit hv bit the shore disappeared, every tempest and
everv higli tide taking its toll, until in 1811 only forty
houses were left,

From this sad remnantof a town, destroyed, as an oid
Ellzabethan document tells ns, ‘ by the rage and surges
of the sea,’ we go on to llarwich, one of the most
easterly ports in England, which was built in verv
early times—and here we iind history repeating itself
once more—as a coastguard station for the protection
of the neighbourhood from the ravages of German
pirates.

While Dunwich lost its place as a great port, Ilarwich
prospered, and on Midsiimmet Day in the year 13S8, we
iind King Edward I11. setting sail from there on his
flrst campaign against Frauce ; while three years later
another fleet set out which was to gain England's drst
great naval victory at Slujs.

THE BABT OWL.

NE day a lady found on a Illampshire road a
fledgling owl, unable to fly or get food for itself.

Sbe took it into a field and placed it under a tree. The
next day she carne to see how it was. It was not where
sbe had put it, but resting on a low branch of the tree,
to which it had been helped hy the parent hirds. The
next day it was on a higher tough, but, as it seemed
rather forlom, the lady carried it gently to a hutch
in the garden. There it called loudly to its parente,
s*ymKi m owl language, ‘ Here I am! Here I am/!
The next morning a dead mouse and a dead sparrow
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were found on the hutch. Night; atter niglit tie same
tbing happenad, dead mico and other small prey beiug
brought by the oid birds to their baby. As soon as
tbc Toung' owl seeraed atrong enough to fly, the lady
openid the hutch and let it go. Then, it may be, there
was great rejoicing in the home of Mr. and Mrs. Owl.

CHINNA.

By Mrs. 110B.aRT-1IAMi'DES,
Author irf ‘The Secret rallei/,' etc., ele.

(ConUnned from page 162.)

CROSS the humraocks Chinna picked his way, until
he carne to a blg heap of stones which had fallen
tngether in such a fashion that they made a rough little
house. The biggest formed the roof, andihe remainder
the sides, and grass and small ereeping planta filled the
cbinks and crannies, and made everything snug and
warm, At one comer there was a fair-sized hole, and
tkrough this Chinna crept, and hade the others follow.
And when the whole party was safely inside, he
bégan to explftin, more fully than had Mrs. Chinna.

‘In the ancient days,’ he said, ‘ the days that no man
living has seen, here stood the fort of our people.
Great and powerful were they then, and all the rilUges
of the country-side paid tribute to them as over-lords.
But there carne a new strong nation from beyoud their
borders, and there was a great war, And bv the score
>ur people perished, and lost all that.was theirs, until
oiily this fort remained to them. And it, too, in tum
was taken, and all within put to the sword, saye tor a
few who fled into the forests, and who” children's
children Uve as | and niy woman Uve to this day.” _

lie paused for a moment, and Mrs. Chinna seized it to
ask in a soraewhat scared Toice: ‘ Shall we not bring the
goat inside. lord, lest tbose come who now frequent
this place ?'

And Chinna at once began to tug at the goat, who
was hrowsing contentedly on the grass of the plateau,
and carne slowlv and with much reluctance into the
little house. Chinna puahed and puUed her into the
fiirthermost comer before he was aatisfied.

=Since this place is nowdesertedof man,’ heexplained
tiirther, ‘ the wild things of the forest have made it their
own. And, more especially, do the striped ones come
hither, because there is usually water in the tanks with
which they can quench their thirst, and they are a
thirsty folk.’

He pointed to one of the largest tanks which was
clearly visible in the moonlight,

mOften have | seen the marks nf their feet at the edge,

he added, ‘as | passed tbrough the fort on my owii
affairs.
The children lislened with breathless interes!. It was
certainiy alarmiiig, if exciting, to know that thoy had
iuvaded'a spot so favoured by tigers, and eren Briaii
found himself hoping that the tanks would remain un-
visited on this particular night. The little stone shelter
oould not compare with the mango-tree as a refiige; it
was yery easy to pieture a furioiis tiger tearing it stone
from stonej and they all began to listen intently to
erery sound that carne' from the surrounding forests.

And, as they listened, there carne sighing acroas the
pUateau a strange and haunting crv, It was like the
moaning of a man in pain, but a man of greater than
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mortal strength. And gradually the moaning swelied
into a short, sharp toar. And the goat trembled in.
every limb, and cowered against the wall, her thick coat
damp with fear.

‘"Tis a striped one that speaks,’ said Chinna, bcdow
his breath. ‘'Tis the mate, doubtiess, of the striped om»
of the viliage. It is to her lost one that she calis,
seeking him where once they roamed together. Quick,
let UBblock the entrance with stones lest, even now, she
should come hither.’

And he ran outside, hnd began to tug at a laige stone
near by which would almost Ut the hole in the shelter:
and the children and Mrs. Chinna helped with all their
strength. And, all the wbile, that angry, sorrowful
sound rose and fell tbrough the slill night air, spurriiig
them on lo fresh exertions.

The stone was in place at last—a very long last it
seemed—and the whole party safe behind it. And slill
the sound persisted, but it carne nonearer, and gradually
it faded into the distance as the tigress moved througu.
the foresten her endless, uselees searen. And in clio-
quiet that followed, one hy one the fugitives fell asleep,
and they did not wake until day had dawned, and the-
daiiger was fully past, and they coiild safely rnll away
the atone that blocked them in. And very soon Mr.-.
Chinna had a fire buming, and h»d begun to prepare
some rice she had broughtwith her from thehut.mixing
it with milk. She portioned it out presently hetweeii
the children and herself, for Chinna was both too.
gloomy and too resentful to eat. He sat huncbedi
by the ¢re, smoking bis little eigarettes, and trying:
vainlv to diaeorer the reason oi the misfortunes which,
had overtaken him.

‘First the villagera tumed against me, and then the
tree was destroyed,” he museo. ‘tVilhout doubt. the
spirit» are angry. Yetwhat have | done? tVhat have
I left undone ? ‘Wherein have | ofEended? Always I
gave honouc where honour was duo; always I made
the right offerings.’

And, after a moment, he added vehementlv: ‘It is.
not just. Xo, it is not just that these things should.

And at that, Mrs. Chinna, on the point of tears, made-
answer nervouslv : ‘1)o not anger the great ones further,
lord, ilumble thyself instead, and say it is thouwhn.
hast <lone the wrong. It is better so—it is moreprudent.
How shall we stand against their anger. we poor and
lowlvfolb?’

But this adviee did not suit Chinna at all. He
wa.« very lirmly convinced of the justice of his cause :
so firmly that he was in no mood to listen to counsels
of caution. And he stood up and shook himself, and
began to look almost the obstinate, determined little
pereon he had been before the sickness broke out in the
yitlage, and the tree was destroyed, If the spirits
behaved so unjustly, he would show them he could do-
without them, he thought. They would be sorry then,
because they had lost so good a servnnt.and they would
surely turn round, and try snd coax him back again.

And Chinna thought, too, of the empty larder, and
he said: ‘1 go hunting for food, If the spirits will
not help me, then | will help royself.” And he added,
much to Brian's disappointment: ‘1 will not take
thee with me, boy, for it is likeJy I must go far,
Since the striped one visited this place last night, all
other game will have fled the neignbourhood.’

(Continuea an pag» 178.)
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