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C K A P T E R  X V II.

CH IN N  A , hia mind made up, set off at once on his 
espedition. Down thesteep path he went whieh Jcd 

to the foreat below. He moved with even more than Lia 
usual caution, for, though he hoped his enemies would 
not follow him to the oíd fort, and was almost certain 
indeed that tbey would not do so, he did not mean to 
JTun an^ needless risks. Aloreover, though he had dehed 
the spirits, he was not quite easy in his mind as to the 
eneets of that defiance. l ie  waa nervous, therefore, aa 
well as cautious, and more than onceheslarted, thinking 
he saw some dreadtul shape where were only emptv 
harmless sbadows.

It was a long time before he could find any trace ot 
game, as he had supposed might be the case. But 
presently, he carne upon the footmarks of a spotted stae’ 
and he followed the trail carefully for awhile. And 
then he persevered no further, for there anpeared 
suddenly the imprmt of the tigress' pads beside the slot 
of the deer, and he knew he could not compete with rhis 
herce Luntress. So, patienüy, he cast round for a new 
and more promising trail.

He found on# after awhile that seemed all that he 
w uld  wiab, the trail o f a big wild boar. Again he 
followed for a mile or two until he waa cióse enough to 
his quarry to hear it grunting and rooting. But, iust aa 
be was fitting an arrow to the bow, and ereeping behind 
*  a¡m, off went the boar at a
wild gallop, startled by something that Chinna could 
neither see ñor hear. And again and again some mis- 
chance overtook him. "Whatever the obiect of his 
pursuit, it escaped him at the very moment when 
success seemed assured, until, dishearteoed, Chinna 
almost lost hts cumiing, and an arrow flew wide which 
should nave hit an eaav mark.

‘ I t  is the spirits,' said Chinna, awestruck, to himself •
‘  the arrow surely was bewitched— the creatures of the 
forest are bewitched also. It  is useless to defj the great 
«nes. They would punish me, and I  cannot escape that 
piimshment. Yet, what have I  done ? What have I  
done ? he again repeated.

He waa very weary hy this time as well as very 
hudgry, and he sat down under a tree to rest and to 
consider further the behavioui of the spirits. Some 
reason they must have for their anger, if only he could 
discover it—and, once diseovered, it could surely be 
removed. •'

‘ l ’ erchance I  was too boastful when I  slew the striped 
•one,' tbought Chinna. ‘ But did I  pot in my song give 

* 8*°^  to the great ones ? Did I  not proclaim it was 
through their help I  was yietorious/' I  cannot have 
transgressed in that matter.’

And then, suddenly, he leapt to his feet, convinced 
that he had solved the mystery, for into his queer little 
head a new, a most welcome, idea had enterad.

‘ I  see— I  8 ^  my fault! '  he cried joyously, quite sure 
^ a t  the spirits could hear liim. ‘ Great ones,I see it. 
Too soon I  tbought I had offended, and so lost faith and 
siiined indeed. I  made sure that the sickness waa sent 
upon the v illf^  for my undoing. I  did not understand 
it waa to punish the people for their treachery, and that

I  might be further exaltad in their eres. Therefore 
was the tree struck, lecause I  had no fa ifi, and did not 
wait tó see the sickness deparL Therefore ismyhunting 
spotl^ to-dav. Tt is the will o f the great ones, doubtless, 
that I  should retum to my own place, and there shall I  
fand peace and honour awaiting me.’

He chuckied with joy as he carne to this conclusión. 
He no longer felt tired, so ¡mínense was his relief. It 
remafned only to choose wliether he should at once 
retum to the clearing, or fetch Mrs, Chinna and the 
cliildren first from the fo rt ; and, finally, he decided on 
the former course, remembering the venison still hanging 
in the tree, which had been left behind in the hurry of 
theprevious night,

‘ I  will fetch tha meat, and we will have a great 
feast, said Chinna, ‘ And we will return rejoicing 
loudiy. Ihus the spirits will know that, at last, 1 
understand.’

And off he set immediatelv in the direction of his 
heme. He guided himself thither with a sure instinct 
that never failed. And, presentir, he carne to tlie edge 
of the clearing. Most peaceful it looked, warm with the 
noonday sun; and Chinna smiled widely as he glanced 
at each familiar object in tum. There was the hut, 
untouched, with the little grain-miil inside it. The 
tiger and deer skins pegged on the ground iust as he 
had left them. I f  the villagers were still angry, 
surely they would have visited the place to rob and 
destroy.

*8 well,’ said Chinna, chuckling again, and even 
smiled at the blackeaed tree-stump. It  seemed to him 
no longer a sinister portent, but a signpost to guide him 
rightlv.

He liad just slung the venison over his shoulder and 
was about to return to the fort, when he remembered 
that the neto were probably fuU ot fish. It seemed 
a pity not to taka these with him, also, that the feast 
might te  complete. And it would be good, he thought, 
to stand ^ a in  at the water’s edge, and listen only to the 
la p p ^  ot the lake against the reeds, instead o f  to the 
hatefui, haunting drums which had almost proved his' 
undoing. And he tumed away from the track which 
led to tbe fort, and took that whieh went down to the 
water instead, It was good—oh, very good— to te  at 
peace again -with all his worid.

A  little way he went, and then the monkeys met him 
bince Bnan had thrown the grain for them they had 
Imunted the road to the lafce, in the hope, apparentlv, of 
finding more. They weleomed Chinna, and accorapanied 
liim for a short distance, and all the while thevehattered 
in a fashion which could not but make him iméasy Thev 
were chattering a waining, he well knew, yet what neei 
<x)uld there te  of such, since the spirits must, by now 
have forgiven him ? To faller would te  to display a lack 
of faith again, • He must not, would not do so. The 
monkeys part was to try him, he decided i to test his 
new-found trust.

‘  There are men down by the lake,’ they tried to tell 
íum m their qwn fashion. ‘ Men, who have been hiding 
by the nets since dawn, and who seem afraid to venture 
into the forest- Men we do not know and whom we 
dmtrust. They have sf icks in their liands: and knives—  
shimng kmves—also. Tum back, Chinna. Chinna tum 
back. M e do not think these men are friends of ours or 
yours,

But Chinna tumed a deaf ear to the chattering volees 
and went on towards the water. And now he stood
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upon the Ijrink and looked ncross to t5ie ialand. And, 
as he did so, the chatterlng of the monkevs burst into a 
l'njd, insistent clamour. And mingled with that clamour 
was auother souiid which caused Chiiina to wheel round 
qiiickly. So ominous ic was, so danger-laden, tbat even ' 
bis stiong faith was not equal to the proof.

{Co»tintu4 on pofft 190.)

A  r U N N Y  P A R S N IP .
1 C U IIIO U S  vegetable freak carne from an allot- 

ment garden at Birmingham. Mldway in the 
n o t  of í  parsnip was embedded a doll’s head!

This al totment ground was formerly a play-place, but 
how some little girl’s doU carne to lose her head here wo 
do not, o f courae, know. The parsnip-root somehow 
managed togrowthrough the neckandout again througli 
the little hole by means of which a doll’s wig is 
tisually attached. The long, tapering root resembled 
a pigtail growing from the SolTs head. Evidently Mr. 
I’arsnip was a funny fellow who loved a ]oke.

T H E  S T O B Y  O F O U R  B O A D S. 
I I I .-T H E  ROADS OF TO-DAY.

M O D E R X  road-mabing, as we know it now, began 
a little over a century ago, when a Scotsman 

named Telford introduced a new systein of road build- 
iiig. The chief point about it was, that it had a 
foundation at the bottom of everything else, with 
broken stoues above, not more than sis inches deep. 
Above the layer of stones carne the roadway proper. 
Ti'ifoñl constructed many roads, especially in Scot- 
land, during the first twenty years of last _ century, 
.and though bis method was afterwards iinproved 
upon, the highways he huilt have stood the test of 
time.

Telford's great rival, in bis laWr years, was a fellow 
Scot, John Loudoun Macadam, who inventad a diflerent 
System o í  road-making. Instead of employing a firm 
-foundation, as Telford did, with broken stones above 
it, Macadam would have no foundation, even in boggy 

.eountry, but relted on small angular stones of a sise 
and shape that would pass through an iron ring, two 
and a balf inches in diameter, A ll these angular pieces 
dovetailed into one another, and had not the loose, 
shifting surface of gravel.

Macadam's procesa is still in use, with improrements 
-which have been suggested by time. Nowadavs, roads 
are made with a ‘ hard core’ or foundation underneath, 
because heavy motor traftic ploiighs up the ro ^ s  and 
makes the wear and tear mueb greater. This hard 
oore is made of cheap waste material, such as chips of 
brick, stone, aud hroken-up coiícrete, and_ is ^ e lv e  
inches deep. Heavy rollers are passed over it, gtinding 
all the pieces and pressing them down until finally the 
core is not more than nine inches in thickness.

Above the hard core comes a five-inch thickness of 
ballast, which is nothing more ñor less tian  clay that 
has been set on fire and smouldered for weeks until it 
becomes a brittle red substance. You must often have 
seen piles of it in eountry distriets, being slowly bumt 
ready for use.

After the ballast bas been laid'and weli rolled, it is

covered with two sepárate Inyers of broken granite, 
each three inches deep. ITiis substance is called 
‘ macadam,’ after the man who first introduced it, and 
roads built in this way are known as ‘  macadamised ’ 
roads. As each layer is put down, it is so well rolled 
that the two combined are finally only four inches 
deep. The upper macadam receives a coating of sand 
and water, thus forming the surface which is all you 
see when you walk along the road. The middle of the 
highway is always raised above the gutters, in order 
that water may run off quickly. The curve of the 
road up from one gutter to the middle and then down 
to the other gutter is called the ‘  caraber.' Macadamised 
roads are now usually tarred, especially in summer, to 
prevent clouds of dust arising every time a motor-car 
goes by.

Another modem method of road-making is wood- 
paving, which is especially used in towns, because the 
wood deadens the noise of heavy traffic. In  this case 
the foundation is concrete, and above this the wooil—a 
very hard, coarse kind—is laid down in ohlong blncks 
which fit closely. Liquid tar is poured over the wood, 
and this dries mto all the cracks between the hlocks, 
making it imposaible for them to shift. As the tar sur- 
face would be rather slippery, it is generally sprinkled 
over with fine chips, which are well rolled in.

Sometimes, again, aspbalt is laid down over the con­
crete. For town streets which have heavy traffic there 
is no better road than two inches of asphalt over six 
luches of concrete. It lasts splendidly snd does not 
get muddy, but in wet weather the asphalt surface is 
inclined to be slippery. The great virtue of asphalt is 
that it can be easily and quickly patched.

Motor-cars and omnibuses wear down roads so 
quickly, that it is necessary always to be discovering 
better methods of construction, and it seems probable 
that as time goes on our roads will come nearer and 
nearer to absolute perfection.

T H E  C LO C E .

IT IC K  away the summer day,
The winter night as well.

And mark the time with willing chime 
Upon my silver bell.

AVith solemn face from my own place 
I  see a lot of tbings ;

The peevish boy who finds no jo y ;
The cheerful lad who sings.

There’s noisy B ill! I  hear him still 
Go tramping up and down.

He troubles m e; but then you see,
A  dock must never frown.

Tliere'a gentle Nell, who loves my bell,
And stands for quite a while 

The chime to hear, . .  Ah, dear! oh, deari 
A  dock must never smile.

I  tick away the summer day,
The winter night as well ¡

Aud thoughts, you see, that rise in me 
I ’m not allowed to telL

J o h n  L e a ,
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A  T E A K  IN  A  G A R D E N .
T I .—JUNE.

A VERY affectionate pair of bullfincheslived in tlia 
■wood, aDdthey constanÜj-paidTiaits to t ie  carden 

during the sumtaer in search of caterpillars. lu  the 
ftutumn they would probablv siso come for some fruit 
and privet berries, but the children’s garden was a bird 
aanctuarv where trape were unknown, and so the buU- 
finches knew they eould always come in safety. Verv 
often the whole bullfinch family would come, and theiV 
ehortpointed beaka -would be busy eating ae manv 
‘  looper ’ caterpillars and leaf-rollers as thev eould find. 
It was due to this big family of bullflnchea and to other 
birds that there were Eot manv 
caterpUlars in the garden.
Only the big ‘ sroolly bears ’ 
were really safe, for none of 
the birds except a stray cuckoo 
would touch them. A  lata 
woolly bear was Crossing the 
footjiath one momiog when 
Babe saw bim. She knew he 
was the Caterpillar of the 
loreiy red and yellow and 
black tiger moth, so ahe rolled 
him gently on to a iesf, and 
laughed to see bitn cari him- 
self up at once into a black 
hairy hall. Billy put him 
into a tin caoister with some 
fresh strawberry leaxes, but 
he never ate anything. He 
immediately hid bimseif under 
a small stone on the moss and 
fine soilthat lay at the bottom, and a dav or two later 
he had spun himaelf into a cocoon.

On the lirst half-holiday in the month the cLUdren' 
planted a long row of scarlet runner beans against a 
rence. Babe made tbe holes four inches deep with a 
dibber, and Billy dropped in the beans and raked the 
soil over the boles. It nad heen raining the dar before, 
so the ground was quite moist and there had'beenno 
need to soak the seeds, but after they were planted Babe 
gare the whole row a good wateriog! Before the end of 
the month the little plmts would push up their seed- 
leares, and then it would be time to gire them some 
firmly-planted stiebs up whlch to cUmb. Some beans 
were also planted at the foot of a tall treilis areh between 
the kitchen and tbe flower gardens, where last summer 
a clematis had tried to grow and had failed. But the 

ohildrenexpected the scar- 
let runners would be more 

Á r  éS'* Buecessful and they knew
that such an areb was a 
splendid place for them,

The tomate plants also 
needed attention now. A  
bed had already been pre­
pared for them in a rery 
warm comer, sheltered 
from north and east. Out 
of his seedbox, which was 

, , . . .  , , only ten inches square,
Billy had raised about thirty sturdy little plants; these 
were all now growing quickly in pots, pusbinc tbeir 
rootlets throagh the drainage boles. When they

BuJlñach,

‘u<’

Yoimg Tomate Plante.

were planting the tomatoes Billy saw a rerr curious 
Caterpillar crawling out from under some' bramble 
bushes, ‘ A  tufty Caterpillar!’ he exclaimed, and at 
once took possession of jL It  was very pretty with 
lines of orange and white and tufts of yellowish bro«’ii 
hnirs.

V O C A L  FISH .

FIS IIE S  are usually supposed to be dumb, but if 
oysters can whistle, there eeems to l>e no reason 

why otber fishes should not siag. Severa! species, at 
any rate. are capable of making some sort oi a roise. 
In America there is the bearded drum-fiah, which maíces 
a sound like the tap of a drum. A  'singing fish’ is 
known in Ceylon. This is a shell-fish—a kirid of mussel 
— which in calm weatlier and at low tide, can be heard 
‘ singing.’ The note is low, flute-like, and long drawn 
out.

But tbe sounds produced by fish are not always songs. 
The red gumet. so frequent on the Devonshíre coast. 
grunts and squeaks when taken out of the sea. For 
this reason, the Devonshire fishermen cali it ‘ the cuckoo 
fish.' ‘  The butterman,' a fat fish found off the coast of 
ocotland, is said to hoot distínctly when caughc in a net 
or on a line,

In the Gulf o f México there is a fish known as ‘ the 
grunt,’ which can not only lift up its voice, but can 
eren use it with great espression. A  gentleman who 
had caught a grunt was so touched b r  its piteons cries 
that he had not the heart to let it die. ‘ M y better 
nature was aroused,' he said. ‘ I  made baste to toss him 
becb, and as he disappeared he uttered a squeab, which,. 
together with the spíash, souuded to me like a “ Thank 
yon

W A N D E R E R S  IN  T H E  W A R .
B y  A. A . I I e th ley ,

(Continued from page ITL)
‘ T T ü L L O  ! ’ the newcomer called, as Eoger vaulted 
A l  over the window-sill and jomed him. ‘ what do 

you think of this machine f  Isn’t it a ripper ? \Mere's 
Val ? And what are you doing this morning ? You 
had better come up to our place. I  can gire you a 
lift on the cartier.’  ’

‘ Val hasn’t come yet,’ began Boger, but the other boy 
was too much excited over his new possession to listen 
t̂ o any explanation, and in a few minutes the motor 
bicycle with its double load was careering wildly down 
the Rectory drive and along the lañe that led to the 
viUage. There was nearlv a bad accident when thev 
tere round a comer just as the doctoris children weré 
croesmg the road with their govemess, but Jack managed 
to swerve sharply to one aide; and although Eoger was 
nearly jerked off his perch on the carrier, no harm was 
done, and the pair airived, safe, but breathiess, at their 
destmatioD.

‘ Don’t the engínes run ^ len d id ly? ’ Jack panted as 
be took off his g í̂^gles. • íatlier gave her to me for a 
birthday present, and she only arrived the d&y befóte 
yesterday. Luckily, I  leamt to ride on another chap's 
bike last term at school.'

Koger was loud in his exclamations of praise and envy.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



No. XXIII. C H A T T E R B O X . I b l

ul rtru■r-,^

li

, rr-

ri{;

( f S í  
II ¡ti‘

ev!?

: í̂ I

, ii=r?a<
:SÜ"';

m

K m
r-~~-

¿I?

Mr
í/¿r.

. í / '

■/f̂ -ii
tlfíií

!;!■

Wf^A
M .

!/í : ; í  
1 ^ 1

¡ ‘̂ 7 r / / r ~ j) _

■■//f

- r n ^

n B
a lU A :

/ / /

"  ‘ Tbere is no need for all this ezcitement.’

fo i it was tie  dream of bis life to haTC a motor bicycle ; 
and Jack, who waa a good-natured boy, let bis friend 
mount thc macbinu and taugbt bim all that he knew 
bimself about its mecbanism and management. Tennis 
waa foi^otten that dav, and one reckless ride followed 
anotber, so that wben l?oger strolled back to the Kectory

after tea, he felt that he was quite iitted to owii and ride 
a motor bicycle himself. He had quite made up hia mind 
to write to India, and suggest that he should be given 
one for a Christmas present. •

It was not until past six o’clock that the boy remem- 
bered that he had not seen a newspaper all day; but
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when he inquired for it, it was not forthcoming, and 
Jane, the cook, confessed tbat she had used it to light 
th« kitchen fire which had gone out duriag the after- 
noon.

‘  l ’m sorry, Master Roger, that I am,’ Jane said, when 
she saw the boy’s disappointed face; ‘ but there wsa 
the kettle toboilfortea.aiidlsnatehedupthe first thiug 
that carne to hand. llowe^er, there's yesterday’s paper 
in the pantry cupboard, if that will do as wsll.'

‘ nevar mind, Jane, it doean’t matter,’ Rc^er said, 
and then he went off to the conservatory, where Jír. 
Danvera was Sfiraving bis flowera witb tobáceo water.

‘ The paper.' \Vell, my dear boy. to tell yon the 
trutb I  was 80 busv this morning that I  hardly had time 
to glance at it. fiem any seems to be in á disturbed 
State, but I  don’t thinli there was any very important 
news, and nodoufatall this trouble wiil baveblown over 
m a fewdays. Bear nie.what atrial the green flv ig, to 
be sure. Re carefu! o£ that box of lobelias, Roger, 
and suut the door afteryou when tou ? o out.’

Auut Minnie, elso, had had no time to read the pap-r 
that dav, so there was nothingfot it hut to wait patiently 
until ilonday morning, for evening editions were un- 
known at the Rectory, and indeed its inmates were, as a 
rule, too much engrossed in their own affairs and the 
aHairs of the parish, to have much interest to spare for 
the mterests and trouhles of the great world outside.

Kt^er did his best that evening to malee himself 
twhevethat there was no need for aniietT,hutsomehow, 
tliesb^ n ceof news had awakened all'hie v .^ ie  fears 
and miag.vings, and after supper he wandered out rest- 
lessly mto the fram nt, starlit garden.

I f  only bis father were at horae, instead of being 
thousands of m il^  away m India, ererything would bavi 
been all nght. He would Lave known what to do and 
could baje gone Out to Franee, if necessary, to fetch 
Val back; and then the lawn and the standard rose- 
bushes seemed to fade away, and Itoger was once more 
standuig on the deck of the great liner with bis father’s 
^rting words ringing in bis ears: ‘  l'ou must look after 
Val, my boy i I  trust her to you.’

1 Monktown Aahe Rectory was alwavs a
long day, but that first Sunday of the summer holidsva 
reemM to Roger the longest that he had ever knowñ. 
Uormng serviee, dinner, a walk with hlr. Danvers and 
tea under the cedars that was the invariable programme, 
and after tea he and \ al would usuallv stroll about the 
th e -^ ia ^  P®y * to one or other ¿ f  their friends in

To-day, when 3Ir. Danvers had retired to his stodv, 
and Aunt -Umnie was dozing over a book in her basket- 
chair on the lawn, I l^ e r  dedded to walk up to the 
Hall. Dick and Rohm might possibly have heard 
Mme news, and, at anv rate, they could examine the

The boy, however, did not get very far on his wav,
no sooner had he reached the village groen than it 

became evtdent that some great and unusual excitement
Wi8 EktOODv

The whole place, mdeed, seemed to be roused out of 
its Sunday calm, for there were groups of brown-clad 
soldiers stjmding a^ u t on the grass. a sailor was 
bidding good-bye to his wife outside a cottage door, two 
others, carrymg whitecanvas kit-bags, were trudging

Rlue Lion, oíd Richards, the inii-keeper, was reading

aloud from a newspaper to an eager crowd of men 
and boya: ‘ Germany declares W at against Kussia. 
Gennany invades Fratice.'

Itoger stopped short on the outskirts of the throng 
of hsteiiers, for the ominous words seemed to burii
their way into bis mind : ‘ Germany invades Franee’__
and ^ al, his little siater, was there— there, in Franee, 
alone.

When the reading carne to an end, and a hubbub of 
comment and e.xclamations had arisen, the boy pushed 
his wav through the crowd and toiiched JIr. Richards’ 
arm._ He did not know the oid inii-keeper very well, 
but just now there seemed to be no one else to whom 
be could tum for heip and advice,

‘ Please, Mr, Richards,’ he began breathlessly, ‘ I  want 
to ask you. What does it mean, all that in the news- 
paper ? I  can’t understand,’

•You cau’t understand!' The other repeated the 
words with a shrug of his shoulders, and then, moviug 
awav a few yards, he seated himself heaviiy on a woodeii 
bench undemeath a spreading oak-tree. ‘ W ell, Mr 
Roger, I ’m afraid it would take wiser heads than your.s 
or mine to understand what it’s all about. But it 
meanswar. There’s nodoubt of that. W at!—andsueh 
a war as we’ve never seen, ñor any one else neither. 
Ileaven help u s ! ’

Roger stared a í ^ e  speaker awe-struck, and, as he 
notieed the boy's anxious eyes, Richards’ stern face 
sof tened.

‘  Don’t you worry yourself, Mr, Roger,’ he ¿ id  
kindly, ‘  You will be safe enough here in England, 
never you fearJ ®
_ ‘ I ’m not afraid; but it’s YaL She isn’t here. She's 
in FranM—at school, and she won’t be home till the 
end of the week.’

The oíd inn-keeper's face grew graver than before. 
In  trance! Thats a bad job, to be sure, and travei- 

Im gw ont be easy or pleasant these times; but your 
father, the Major, he will be going out to fetch her, and 
then sbe will be right enough.’

• Father’s away in India, and Mother—she’s there
too.’ '

‘ In India— w hy,of course; I ’dforgotten that. But 
your uncíe will go, sir. It won’t be safe for the little 
lady to travel alone, that’s a sure thing, and the sooner 
stime one goes to bring her back the better. Dear me 
Franee and Germany, and it seems only yesterday that
they were at war in 1870!.  A  bad business, that it i»__
a bad business, and how ¡t will all end this time no one
KH0 W 3.’

• I  must go home-’ Roger hardly waited to hear the 
end of the oíd mans speech, and starting off, he ran 
tmickly across the Green and up the lañe that led to 
the Rectory. Mr. Richards looked after him with a 
shake of his grey head, and then once more opened bis 
newspaper—tbat startling evening paper of August 2nd 
19U, and began to study the telegrams, which seem t.C 
have shafcen the foundations of civilisation and turneJ 
the whole world upside down.

Mr. Danvers was sound osleep in his study when 
Roger, hot and panting, raced across the lawn and into 
the house. He started upas the door was burst violentlv 
oren, and sat looking round vaguely and blinking bis 
•short-sighled eyes in the strong light that streamed 
into the room from the sunlit hall.

‘  Unele Robert, I  must speak to vou. It’s most 
important. I  ve heen down to the village. There’s
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going tu be a war. It's France and Gertnany, and you 
mu8t go out DOW, at once, to fetch Val Lome.’

He seized tlie liector's arto and shook it, aa it -wisLing 
to dispatch the oíd man on Lis journey wkhout a 
momeut’s delay or preparatioii.

Mr. Daníers piit on bis spectacles and stared at the 
boy in complete wwilderraent. ‘ My dear R c^ r , wbat 
do you mean? And Low hot you are, to be sure! 
Sit down quietly and tell me wbat this is all about. 
Fetch Val home ! W hy, she is coming thia week, in 
any case, with her governess. You must bo dreaming.

lloger drew a long breatb. He saw that there was a 
difficult task iu frent of him, and he tried hard to steady 
Lis quivering lips and to speak cleariy.

‘ Yes, but it's all different now,’ he b ^ n .  ‘ She 
can’t come home alone. It won't be safe. The fighting
Las started there alreadv, and Mr. Richards saya------

‘ Richards! Oh, he’s always an alacmist,’ the Rector 
interrupted Lis nephew with a little laueh ; ‘ I  don't 
think we need worry about anvthing that Richards 
ssys. This is most liltely nothing but another rumour.’

‘  It’s in the newspaper; I  saw it, and \ al is in France. 
She must haré some one to bring her home .̂ You will 
go, Unele Robert, won't you, now, at once?’

Mr. Danvers leaned back in his chair, and a note of 
displeasure carne into his voice.

‘ Really, Roger, this ¡s quite absurd. V\ hat can you 
be thinkiiig of ? Do you imagine that a busy man, such 
as I  aro, can go rushing away at a moment s notice ? 
Thiuk ot all the important work I  haré toattend to this 
next week; the school treat and the mothers' outing. 
Resides, to-morrow is Bank Holiday, when trarelling 
of any sort is out of the question.'

•But, Unele, do listen------ ' „  , .
‘ I  am listening, and there is no need for all this 

excitement. Beliere me. Val w ill be quitó as safe in 
France as we are in England. And now 1 must be oft. 
There is the church bell. It must be nearly twenty
past six.' j  • a .

He got up from his chair, but Roger stepped in iront 
of him and stationed himself with his back against the 
door, as it barring the way nut of the room. His lips 
were pressed together, and there was a strangely 
desperare expression on his face.

Mr. Datirers was a quiet, easy-going man who had 
lired for many yeara in the country. and was completely 
pngrossed in bis parish and his gardru. l ie  had quite 
failed to re-slise the meaniug and terrible import of the 
erents which had followed one another so rapidly during 
tho'se summer davs, and now his nephew’s excitemem 
and rehement appeals seemed to him both imnecessary 
and ridiculous. He looked down with disauproral at 
the boyish figure which barred the door, but his short- 
aighted eyes did not notice the resolution in the squaro, 
sunburnt face.

‘ Unele Robert, you will go? ^ m e  one must fetch 
Val borne. There is nobody else.’

‘ I  shall not go. Please don't say anything more 
about it, my dear boy. The whole thing is f^ L sb  and 
out of the question. To-morrow, if you like, I  will 
write to Ck>ok\. They can alwars arrangethings on the 
Continent, and I  will tell them to see that Val gefs 
home comfortably. Now !et me pass, and you had 
hetter go and sit quietly in the garden with a book 
instead of coming to church. And mind, Roger, not a 
■Word of all this to your aunt. She is not orer-strong, 
and I  can’t haré her worried.'

Roger moved away froi^ tha door in silence, but his 
face looked more determined than ever.

Unele Robert had refused to go to France. Then 
there was only one thing to be done. He—R c^ r— 
must fetch Val home himself.

(Conlinuéd on pafft 136.)

L IT T IiE  TJNCLE B IL L T .

BI L L Y  stood at the garden gate, and watched a man 
clirob a ladder that reached to the roof of the 

Louse. The house was being redecorated, and the roof 
rep^red, and it seemed to Billy that there were always 
l o ^  ladders about with men elimbing them. _ He 
noticed them because he had always been afraid to 
climb a ladder himself: he was a very nervous litile 
boy, and always turnad giddy if he were on a high 
place.

‘ That's a high ladder,' said a baby voiee at his side, 
and his little niece, Hetty. took his hand.

Billy was verv proud of being an únele, for he was 
only ten years oíd, and Hetty was two alreadv. Her 
father w ^  a soldier swav at the front, and when he 
went he told Billy to také care of little Hetty for him. 
Billy was proud of his brother’s trust in him, and 
Hetty’s motier said that her little girl was always safe 
with Billy. . , , j

He smiled kindlvat heras she spoke about the ladder.
‘ Yes, it is high,’ he said. ‘ I  am afraid that poor man 
will fall.' . . I

‘ Plav ball with Hetty,’ commanded the little maideu, 
and Biíly got out his hall.

The wotkmen had gone ofí to their dinner, and p e  
S tre e t  was very quiet when Billy’s niothér called to hiir.
‘ Stay here, Hetty,’ he said, as he ran in ; ‘ I  won’t be a 
moment.’

When he returned in a few minutes, Hetty was 
nowhere in sight. He looked up and down the streer, 
anxiously, and was running to cali his mother, when ho 
saw a patch of blue against the side of the house. He 
gave a gasp of terror, lletty had climbed lialt-way up 
the long ladder, and was still elimbing. What could 
he do ? I f  he called her, he might frighteu her, and 
make her fall.

Suddenly he closed his lips firmly, and with a very 
palé face took hold of the sides ot the ladder, and began 
to climb after the little girl. He had to go slowly and 
cirefully lest he sbould shake the ladder, but he got 
nearer to her witli every step.

He had reached her at last. and putting his left arm 
around her he began the climb down. It was the worst 
part of his task. Hetty did not like being tukeu from 
otf the ladder, and screamed and kicked. Poor Billy 
thought that now he really must fall, but he clung on 
braTely. , ,

Hetty’s scre&ffis brmigbt lier mother and líu lys 
mother out also, and when they saw what had happened 
they caught each other’s hands and stood trembling. 
Then Hetty’a mother stood cióse to the ladder, and as 
soon as she could reach her, she took the baby from 
poor Büly, and then his own mother caught him ra her 
arms as he fell. . ,  , . .

‘ My brave, brave boy ! ’ she said. kissing him.
He opened his eyes wonderingly. ‘ Waa I brave, 

mother ? I  couldn’t let Hetty fall. Jack tbld me to 
look after ber for him.’
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