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‘ Lisien. Tteie’s soioething moving quite cióse lo us.’ ”
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C H I N N A .
B í  Mus. HoBA7Vr-HAMPI>E"f,

Aulhor of ‘The Secret VaUti/,' etc., etc.
(Contlnned from  pag« 19LI

I ^ A X  C Y and Brian werc not very confidt'nt of suc- 
J.1  t»sSi but the exeitement of their qiiest helped 
them, at lewt, not to ftel afraiil. Boíl of im[)ortHnci‘, 
they crept along, Brúin ¡eading witli the little axe in one 
liand, and the bow in the other, while Xancycarried tlie 
arrows. And they avere so busy looliing for the land- 
marks they must tind that the toad to the cleaTÍng 
seemed shorter than they had expected. They could 
just see the hut througli the tree-triiiiks ■vvheii Brian 
tumed suddenly and caught hold of Xancy, and whia- 
pered, xerysoftly: ‘ Listen, listen. Therea something 
moviiig quite cióse to us. Can’t you hear ít ?'

And Nancy, listening intently, heard a pecking and a 
Bcratching. And out on to the track, from beneath the 
undergrowth, strutted a jungle cock, so tidl o f impurt- 
ance and conceit that he did not stopto be cautioiia— 
80 occupied in contemplating his own magnificence that 
he did not see the two who were tvatehing him so 
eagerly. And, quicklv,Brian loosed nn arrow, and then 
he and Nancy^ dashed forward triumphantlv, for the 
jungle cock lay stretched upon the ground, dead ere he 
was aware of the ileath that threatened bim.

It was a splendid moment, though Brian tried to 
appear as uneoncerned as possible. He found himseif, 
howeyer, obliged to agree with Xancy when she asserted 
tbat such a júnele cock had never befóte been seen. 
And so happy did thia success make them both that they 
went on towards the ciearing almost sure that they 
would ñnd Cbinna ; almost certain that no harm had 
befalten him. and tbo undisturhed condition o í the hut 
and its contenta served at íirst to reassure them further, 
as it had reassured Chinna himseif.

‘ The viliagers haven’t been hete any way,’ said Brian. 
‘  There’s notning misaing. Except'—he had suddenly 
remembered the venison also— ‘ except the venison,’ he 
added, and ran towards the tree in which it had been 
hung that he migbt look more closely.

And, as he did so, Xancy, who wns scouting round 
the edge of the ciearing, called out engerly : ‘ Some 
one has been haré, Brian, since the storin. Here’s a 
quite new footmark at the hcginning of the track that 
goea down to the lake.’

Brian had found footmarks also now beneath tbc 
tree; footmarks which went across the ciearing lo
Í'oin that which Nancy had found ; footmarks wTiich 
Brian was certain belonged to Chinna. He had fol- 

lowed 80 often behind the little man in the forest that 
he was sure he could not be miataken. And, all at 
once, it seemed to him he had found the soliition of the 
whole mystery.

‘ Chinna’s gone down to the lake to shoot duck,’ he 
cried. ‘ He toid me he did so, sometimes ; at night. I  
expect be couldn’ t find any fresh game,and so be thought 
of the duck.aud he’staken the venison with him. And 
there were the tísh in the nets. He’d have remembered 
that as well. WeTl go down towards the lake to meet 
Lim. Imn glad we’ve found him again.’

And they both began to run towtirds the lake in eager 
baste, expecting to meet with Chinna every moment. 
Almost to the edge of the water they carne, but there 
was no sign of the little honter. But stíli his fuotsteps

went ahead of them to wbere the reeds grew thick in 
marshv ground.

And there—there omidst the marsh— the footsteps 
vaniahed. Vanishedin a wide andmirv circ!e,tom and 
trampled by the weight of balf a huiidretl men. Olear 
and unmistakable weie the signs of a struggle. Dumbly 
the earth bore witnesa to the wrnug that had been done. 
There were specks of blood upon the reed tops, and a 
scrap of Cbinna’s waistcloth tluttered forlornly from a 
bush. And the children, as they looked, knew that 
there could he no doubt, no possible doubt, as to his fate. 
The little hunter was in tho banda of his enemies once 
more.

«H A P T K E  X IX .

Fon a long moment Brian and Xancy stared at the 
trampled ground, the specks of blood, the scrap at cloth. 
And then they tumed instinctively, and began to run 
towards the ciearing as fast as possible, spurred by the 
thought of the tortures Chinna might already be en- 
durieg, They must get to Mrs. Chinna, they felt. as 
qulckly as they could, that they might concoct with her 
some plan for the rescue ot the little hunter.

•Ited-hot iron,’ Xancy gasped. ‘ ‘ And all bis teetb 
knocked out. Üh, poor bhinna. Poor Chinna.’

‘  A  bag of red pepper over his head,' Brian echoed. 
And then, both together, they cried, ‘ They shan’t do it. 
Thev shan't do it.’

To the ciearing they carne, and throngh it they ran. 
and along the track which led to the fort, Brian cafry- 
iiig the jungle cock. l ie  had remembered to blaze the 
trees as Mrs. Chinna had suggested, and the little 
wbite patches showed very clearly, and were of great 
assiatance,

A t the edge of the fort Mrs. Chinna and Fiederick 
were waiting, keeping an eager watch. And there was 
a clamour ot welcome as they caught sight of Xancy 
and Brian. and of the load Brian carried. Biit, as they 
carne closer, and Mrs. Chinna could see how anxious and 
disturbed were their faces, her joy tumed promptly to 
sorrow, and she brote into a loud wail.

‘ Ye bring had news,’ she mourned. ‘ My man is 
dead. My man, who was so great a hunter. There is 
no need tó speak. I  know it. I  know it.'

•Ileisn ’t dead,’ Nancy gasped ; her head as she 
ascended the path was by ’thia time just ai out on a level 
with Mrs. Chinna’s, for the little woman had llung her- 
self on the ground in order that she might weep freelv.
‘  He isn’t dead. A t least, we- hope he isn’ t, But tlie 
viHagepeople have carried bim ofi, we’re afraid. The 
ground*s all trampled down cióse by the lake.’

‘ And Chinna’s footsteps went as far as the place,’ 
Brian added. ‘ And there was a bit of his waistcloth 
there. And now we've got to rescue him,’ he ended. as 
he pulled himseif up to the summit of the fort. The 
last few yurds of the path were very steepi

Mrs. Chinna stared at Brian miserably, and plainly 
took no comfort from their last assertion. She ceased 
towail after a little, but a dull despair settled like a 
cloud upon her face. She pícked up the jungle cock 
and carried it to the flre. And,.Chough sho let Nancy 
help in the cooking. and seemed glad to have her near, 
abe tumed a deaf ear to alL attempts at eonsolation. 
She had known wh»t must bappeii, Mrs. Chinna- told 
herself, from tho moment Chinna had debed the great 
ones. His fate was surely sealed. What would be­
sóme of the four of them wlthout his stroug protectioa

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



N a  X X V . OIIA T T EIIB O X . 195

siip did not know, ñor, at that moment, greatly care. 
But ahe instinctiTeiyrecognised the fact tliat they must 
eat unless tkey wislied to die soon of starvation, and 
went about lier cookiiig in an unhappy silence.

But Mrs. Chinna’g attitude in no way affeeted Nancy 
and Brian. They were still quite determined that 
Chinna could and should be reacued, but they were too 
hungry for the time being to think or plan clearly. 
When all the fow l had rapidly disappeared, th ^  were 
better able to tackle the problem, and a very difficult 
prolletn they found it. Oim seheme after another they 
diaoussed, but each in turn prored clearly imp<^ible.

• Shall we all go now to ihe village ? '  eaid Xancy, at 
last. ‘ Berhaps the TÜlagers know more about white 
people than Chinna doea. And, perhaps, they TI listen 
to US if we tell them weTl get them put in prioon and 
punibhed if tbev harm him.’

•They might,’ said Brian, but not very hopefully.
‘ But I  think it’s more likely they’d pay no attenliun, 
because they would think we were jnst children, and so 
didn't matter auyway. And, of course, they kiiow 
thev could prevent us going back to our owu people, and 
Icll'iDg whst tbev had done.’

‘ It’a a pity Chinna didn’t teach us any spells,’ said 
TTederick, with a sigh.

He was too young to fully understand the danger 
that threatened the little huntér, hut he was as anxioua 
to help as were Nancy and Brian. And he was quite 
convinced that a really strong speil would have proved 
a most powerful weapon, and one most amusing to 
wíeld.

‘ Spells aren’ t anv use,’ said Brian, rather erossly, be- 
cause he felt 80 aiixious. But, hardly had he said it, 
when he remembered that thevillagers believed inspdls 
quite as flrmlv as did Frederick. They had been quick 
to take himself for a spirit when he sat in the tree. 
Thev had been afraid then. Would it not be possible to 
make them afraid in the same fashion ^ a i n I t  was 
an idea that promised great tbings, Brian felt, and he 
at once began to enlarge on it.

‘ I f  the village people thougbt we were spirits, and not 
chairen,’ he began, ‘  then, I  do think, they might be 
frightened of us, perbaps. I f  we could creep very 
quietly iüto the Tütage after dark, and show ourselres 
to them snddenly, they might be startled into letting 
Chinna go. And we ’ could sav some new misfortune 
would happen to them if they didn't release him. TTiat 
we would send a tiger to kill them. W hy, one of us 
might wear the tigerskin, and pretend to be a special 
titriT spirit.’

ifiontinutd on pag» 206.)

T H E  S T O R Y  O F SO M E  O R D E R S A N D  
D E C O B A T IO N S .

By CoNSTAKCE JI. Foot.
I I L —O R D E R S O F  C H IV A L R Y  OK T H E  U K IT K D  

KIN GD OM .
{ConolucM/rom pagi 190.)

^ C O T L A N B ’ S Order of Chivalry is the Most 
O  Ancient and Most Noble Order of the Thistle.

This Order, though called ancient, is not nearly as 
oíd as that of the Garter. It is said to have been ongi- 
nally founded bv King Achaius, but the earliest kiiown 
meution even o) the thistle as the national badge of

Scotland is first found in an oíd inventory in the ie\m  
of James V il- o f Scotland (II. of Engiand), who 
evidently adopted it as a suitable illustration of the 
royal motto, ‘ In Defence.' Thistles are found, too, on 
the coins of James IV . and V. and on those of Mary 
and James VI., the last-named being accompanied for 
the tiist time by the motto, ‘ Nemo me impune lacessit’ 
^no one annoys me with irapunity).

But it was Jemes II. of Engiand who, in 1687, really 
inatituted the Order of the Thistle, which he dedicated 
to St. Andrew— tile patrón saint of Seciiand— sup- 
posed to be the same Andruw of wbom we read in the 
New Testament. It is said that he siiffered crucifixión 
and desired that his cros.s might be turned so as to form 
an X , not considering himsel? wortby to suffer death on 
the same shaped cross as that of his beloved Master. 
Tradltion savs that his reraains were brought to Scot­
land in the' eighth centurv, when the Scottish people 
took him as their patrón saint.

Iii its original form the Order consisted of the 
Sovereign and eight Knight-Corapanions, hut at the 
Eevolution of 1683 it fell mto abeyanee, and it was not 
until 1703 that it was revived by Queen Anne, who 
ordained that the Knight-Companions were to be twelve 
instead of eight, this numbet being furtber increased by 
George IV . in 1827 to siiteen, at wbicii it now stands.

Knights of the Thistle had no official ehapel until St. 
Giles’,°Edinburgh, was built; this was hegun in 1909, 
and has been used by them since its completion. The 
Order, however, had its Dean, Secretary, and King of 
Arms, and also a Gentleman Usher, called ‘ Green Eod.’ 
I t  is not known when the office of ‘ L yon ’ was lirst 
constltuted; but that it is very oíd we do know, for 
‘ Lyon ’ was an important figure in the coronation of 
Richard II. in 1371. As King of Arma in the Order of 
the Thistle he is styled ‘ L o r í Lyon,’ and the office is 
always held by me’n of bigh birth, and oftentimes a 
nobleman filis it, in which case he appoints a ‘ Lion- 
depute.’ There is no College of Heralds in either Scot­
land or Ireland; b u t ‘ Lyon King of Anns ’ lays down 
the law inall matters of heraldry, ap^inting the heralds 
— Albany,Ross.andItothesay— aswellas thepursuivants 
— Carrick, March, and Unicom.

ITie decorations of the Order consiat, in the first place, 
of a Star wom on the left side of the coat or manlle.. 
I t  is embroidered in silver, and is in the sbape of a St. 
Andrew’s Cross, with raya of light shooting out frora its 
points. In  the centre Is a green and gold thistle sur- 
rounded by a círcle bearing tbe motto of the Order. 
The Collar of golden thistles intertwined with rué comes 
next; this is as oíd as the reign of James II. o f Engiand, 
but the design is older, as this appeara on the gold 
bonnet pieces of James V. of Scotland in 1642. Until 
the founding of the Order, though, it was nothing more 
than a device. The gold enamefied Badge which hangs 
from the collar cousi?tfi of a íigure o£ St. Andrew bearipg 
the X-shaped cross, and is surrounded by golden rays 
like a glory. When not suspended from the Collar, it is 
attached to a dark green ribbon slanting from tbe left 
shonlder and tied under the arm. Last of all comes the 
Jewel— an oval ailver-plate bearing the same insignia 
and motto as the Badge. The mautles of the Order are 
of dark green velvet wom over a surcoat, &c., of cloth 
of silver.

The Sovereign, the royal Pnnces, and sixteen im- 
portant Scottiwi noblemen constitute the Order of tbe 
Thistle.
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Younwr estill is the Irish Orcler of Cliivalry, tlie 
Moet lllustrious Order of St. Patrick. Ibis, wheo 
originally fouuded by Georse III. in 1788, consiated 
of the SoTereign, tbe Grand ^íasce^ (the Ixird-Lieutenaut 
of Ireland for the time heing) and fifteen knights, but 
upen its eztengion ia 1883 the number waa raised to 
twentj-two, which, together with the Loid-Lieutenant 
(its Grand Master), holds good to the present day.

As its ñame tells us, the Order is dedicateJ to St. 
Patrick, the patrón saint of Ireland. Little is known 
of the Ufe of thls saint, eyen the date of his birth 
heing uncertain, but his story is interesting. He was 
bom either in Scotland or France, and was taken

Erisoner, when quite a boy, by piratea who oonveyed 
im to Ireland and sold him as a slave. After many 

years of suifering aud hardship he escapad to the sea 
and boarded a ablp sailing for í^ance, his paeeage being
fiven him in eichange for work. Upon landing in 

"ranee he set out to walk, and erentually reached Sar* 
seillee. Here, fortunately for bím, he met the good 
Bishop Martin, with whom he lived for six Tears, 
exentually becoming a monk himself. He flnalíy de- 
cided to retum to Ireland and preach Christianity, 
which he did with sach aucesess that hy the time of has 
death tbe whole o í Ireland bad become Chiistian. 
Legend says that St. Patrick used the cloxer leaJf ot 
Shamrock as an illnstration to teach the people the

Tbo 5Éar, CoQ^r, and tDo Ord^ of Thistle.

rneanfaíg ot the H oly Trinity, and that this is how the 
little green Shamrock carne to be used as the national 
badge.

Tlie ChaTCl of the Order is the Cathedral of St. 
Patrick, Hublin, but its mwnbers, more like those of tbe 
Qarter,are invested with great ceremony in St.Patrick's 
Hall o f Duhlin CasÜe, after which they are entitled to 
use the letters K.P.

The Collar of tíie Order is formed of roses (their leares

being altemateiy red and white) and golden harps joined 
by Imots of the same prerious metal. The oval Badge 
or Jewel, also of gold, is encircled by a wreath of sham- 
rocks, within which is a band of sky-blue enamel bear- 
ing the motto of the Order, ‘ Quis sejarabit?’  (W ho 
shall sepárate ?), while again inside this hand is to be

The Star, Collar, and Badge o f  the Order o f St. Patrick.

found tbe cross of St. Patrick surraounted by a trefoü 
or Shamrock bearing on each of its leaves an imperial 
Crown.

The sky-hlue ribbon of this Order ¡s wom over the 
right shoulder and cairies the Badge or Jewel. Last, 
hut not least, comes the Star, differing from the Badge 
not only in being round instead of oval, but by having, 
in place of the Shamrock leaf, eight silver rays, íour 
of which are Urge and fou i smail. This emhlem is 
embroidered on the left side of the light blue velvet 
maiitie wom over a doublet and trunk hose of wbite 
satín.

The King of Arms to the Order of St. Patrick is 
‘ Ulster,’ who has under him two heralds—Cork and 
Dublin— and a pvirsuivant caUed ‘ Athlone’ ; in common 
with the Garter, it has also an Usher o í the Black 
Rod.

W A N D E R E R S  I N  T H E  W A R .
By  A, A. Msthley- 

(Continued from  page 1S7.)

R E M E M B E R , you must look after Val.' His 
father's voice seemed to míngle with the toar of 

the trafBc, and with it ringinginbis ears Rogerraounted 
the steps, pusfaed open the door, and found himself con- 
fronted by a magmflcent hall porter with a gold-laced 
cap, a red strim down his trousers and a gleamicg row 
o f míJitary medals on his hieast.

‘ You wish to see Mr. W ilbur? Certainly, sir ; thia 
way, please; ’ and the boy, feeiing very small and duaty, 
was escorted into an imposing lounge", where he waited 
in a Urge easy-chair while his guide gave sundry diree* 
tions to a small but quite self-poasessed messenger boy.
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“  Ue iprang Co bis leei und vraved his piece oi tosat kbove hisjiead.”

A ltiou gt it was still earlj- tlie whole hotel seenjed to 
be astir. People were goin^ and' coming, liiggage was 
being carried to waiting taxis, and eyery one 'was bnyirg, 
reading, or discussing the moming papers.

I h ^ r ’s ejes ■wandered restlessly from side to side, 
but Aere «as no sign of Sam to be seen, and he was 
beginning to feel nervous ^ i n ,  when some one said. 
‘ Good mnrninc. sir.' and he looked up into the face of

a tall, square-shouldered man ■who was gazing at hint 
with a pair of very shrewd grey eyea.

‘  You wishedtosee me,’ thenew comer'went on. ‘ May 
I ask to what I  am indebted for the honour of this TÍsit ? ’ 

Boger eoloured and started to his feet, for he felt AaS 
this stranger was laiwhiog at him, but he summoned up 
his courage and stifíened himself to his full height— 
which was not quite five feet.
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‘ No, air. I  beg your pardon, but it’s some mistake. 
I  want to see a boy I  know, who ¡« staying here. Illa 
name is Sam Wilbur.’

A  twintle of amuaement carne into the otber's eyes, 
and a smile twitched tbe corners oí hia mouth.

‘ Ah, I  understand. It ¡a iny aon that yon wisli to 
see—Sam Wilbur, Júnior. l ie  will be deü^hted, of 
course. Ilere, b o y t u n i in g  to the little page— ‘ go 
and cali my son. l ie  is in the dining-room. Sit down, 
sir. Maybe, you are one of Sam's school friends at 
Hilborough?’

• Yes, we are in the same form,’ lloger began. And 
then Sam appeared, in a loud-patterned tweed auit that 
would never have been allowed for a momeiit at Hil­
borough School, and with bis red hair newly btushed 
and shining,

_ * Iluilo, Alervyn, oíd man, how are you ? ’ he greetod 
Lis friend as caeually as if the latter’a unexpected 
arrival w *  _ the most naturaK thiug in the world. 
‘ Father, this is ilervyn, the chap who gave me 
those ripping ilalay stamps.’

Mr. « ilbur bowéd ceremoniously, in achnowledgment 
of the introduction.

‘ l'Ieasedto meet you, iír . Mervyn. Have vou had 
breakfast yet, by the w ay? N o?  Then I hope vou 
■will join my son in the dining-room. I ’m afraiá I 
must be getting off now. My car is here. Good-bye' 
sir. So long, See you agaín to-morrow moniing.

Itoger followed his friend to the dining-room wülingly 
enoi^h, for he had suddenly realised that he was 
terribly hungry, and the prospect of breakfast -was 
extremely welcome. The cup of coffee at the station 
had not been very satisfying; he had eaten litde supper 
in his excitement of the evening before, and he had, 
moreover. foigotten to take any food in his knapsack 
■for the long night joumey. Xow he was quite ready to 
do Justice to the porridge, bacon, eggs, tea, toast, and 
marnialade which seemed to npptar on the table as if  by 
magic, and during the meal he erplained to Sam why 
he had come to London andwhat itwas tbathewanted.

Tile -American boy listened eagerlv, with flushed 
cheeks and SMrkling eyes, for he was reckless by 
nature, and always ready to be the ringleader in anv 
wild freak or enterprise. Hithertolife in England hai 
seemed very tame and commonplace, but here, at last, 
was an adventure quite to hi.s taste.
_ ‘ \\ hat a spree 1 Oh, Merwn, ■wliat a perfectly 

nppiug spree ’ To get out to France! And the war's 
begim there already! AVhy, it's like going to the Front' 
Don’t I  envy you. that’s all, You will have the time of 
your liie.

‘ And the m oney?’  Eoger Was determined not to 
lose sight of the main point at issue. ‘  Can you lend 
me the money for the joumey ? IVe only got sixpence 
left. and there's no one else that I  can aslifor it.’

• ̂ e  money— oh, that’s aü right. Yes, o f course I  
can lend it. IVe got heaps, anJ" the Dad gave me a 
cheque only this moming. I ’m off to Scotlaud to- 
morrow, you see, to stay with that chap, Grahsm- 
Campbell. \ve will get ihe Saeque cashed, and buv. 
your ticket directlr after breakfast. The hall-porter 
wiil see W it for us, I  expeet, and he will tell you all 
about trama and boata. Mer^yn, you are a lucky beggar.
1 d simply give my ears to be going too.’

. l^ ?e r  replied ferveutlv, for Sam’s
high spints had encouraged h im ; and now, having 
flmshed breakfast and settled the all-important queation

of money, the f uture looked far more rosy tlian it had dona 
an huur ugo. Sam Wilbur would certainly have been 
tbe most cheerfuland amusing of Iravelliug companions, 

^ or there was never any knowing what he wouid do next 
or what he would say. Now, instead of finishing hia 
piece of toast, he siuldenly sprang to his feet and waved 
it above his head with an exclamation that made many 
eyes tum in the direetion of the Httle table where the 
two boys sat together. ‘ Gee-whiz! AVhy shouldn’c 
1 g o ?  Oh, Mervjn, what an idea! W hy ever didn't 
I  tJiink of it before? ITl chuek Scotland, wire to 
Graham-Campbell, and go out to France with you.’

CHAPTER IV.

Rooer M eh'vvn had never realised before that day 
what a m a t  power moiiev is in the world, but now 
tliat he had the üil King's son as his confedérate and 
corapanion, everything became easy. In less than an 
hour, with the help of the hall-porter, and, as it seemed 
to Iloger, the entire staff of the hotel, tickets were 
bought, arrangements made, Sam’s suit-case packed, 
and the milliouaire’s cheque chaiiged into bundles of 
crisp notes and a little pile of Frenek silver.

Then there w as nothiiig to do but to wsit until it was 
time for their train to leave, and the minutes seemed to 
pass very slowly to Itoger, for he was feverishlv eager 
to be started on his joumey. Every newspapcr that he 
glaneed into increased his fears ahout Val, for it was 
evident that the war-cloud was gathering thickly on the 
froutiers of France, and St. Denis-sur-Meuse was far 
away to the north, near both to Germany and to 
Jlelgium. Tile boy read of how toiirists were hastening 
homewards from all quarters, and he realised that, 
although money and a triend had been secured, his real 
troubles had not, as yet, eveu begun.

To tell the truth, moreover, Kcger was not sure that 
AVilbur, with bis wild beliaviour and reckless 

absurclities of speech, might not prove to be more of .a 
hindrance than a help on the joumey, for he seemed 
quite to lose sight of its object, and behaved as if the 
whole affair were only a glorious adventure which pro- 
mised endless excitements and new e.xperiences. He 
talked volubly to Eoger in the lounge of the hotel about 
what they would do iii France, and even suggested that 
they should travel in disguise, and take immediate steps 
to enlisl in some army or another on their arrival.

Roger, more cautious by uature and with his anxieties 
a ^ u t Val always in the background of his mind, was 
dismayed at his friend’s foolishness, and did not breatbe 
freely until they were at last safely ensconced in a first- 
class carriage with the knapsack and suit-case in the 
rack above their heads,

Evea then he could not teel really safe, for Snm 
insisted upon discussing their plaiis, a n í  at last attraoted 
the attention and the displeasure of an irritabie-looking 
oíd gentleman who, it appeared, was on bis way to 
Folkestone to meet his wife and daughters.

‘ Going to France, are you ? ’ he said, glaring at Sam 
over his newspaper, ‘ And what is your buainess in 
France, I  should lite  to know ? Iy«t me tell you, young 
man, that ehildren are not wanted out there in the 
present State of affairg, and the best thliig you can do 
when we reach Folkestone is to turn round and go 
straíght back to london. What your people can be 
thmking of to let you fool about in this way is more 
than I  can understand.’

(Continuéd on page 204.)
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(Continued /rom paye 188.)

■^HO are v o u ? ’  she asked the little girl. ‘ Aud 
 ̂ why did you do tLat ? ’

• I— I  wanted to break the speil . . Tomkin .said.
'*S—ab ! ’ the Ih-incesa whispered. ‘ Uon't inake a

sound! Take me rigbt awav while they’re all asleep—  
do, please! You must help rae, beeause I've burt my 
foot, and I can’t walk on it a bit.’

Betwecu tbem, the two boya almost carried the little 
girl a sbort distance into the forest, imtii they were 
quite bidden amongst the trees.

■ Y’ ou can put me down ncw,’ the little girl said; ‘ and 
I ’ lltell you why I  wanttoget away from tbose bateful, 
hnrrid people!'

• Do you mean the King and Queen ? ’ Tomhin asked.
‘ They're not Rings or Queens or anything—just

liaste, cruel oíd ciroua people. IIow I  hnte thera I ’
• But why was eTerybcxíy asleep ? ’ Tomkin asked.
‘ Beeause circuses base to iravel all night,’ ihe little

girl explained. ‘ They start directly aíter the evening 
(lerformance, so as to be somewhere elae by the next 
aftemoon. That makes everybody so frightfully tired, 
that they just slcep and sleep when they stopfora Hule 
to  rest.'

' lIoTv did you come to be in the circus ? ’ Tom asked, 
euriously.

• I— I rnn away from Granny,' the little girl said, 
iishamedfv. ‘ Muther had to go away with Father 
beeause hes ill, and Granny's so strict I So when 
the circus carne 1 ran away to be one o f the little 
girls who dance; I  learnt all sorts of dances last winter 
in Ix>ndon. A t flrst the circus people were quite kind; 
then, when I  hurt my foot and couldn't dance, they 
got horrid, and— and I  do so want to go back to 
Grannv! I  don't mind how strict she is ! ’

‘ Ohj I  sav, don't e ry ! ' Tom said. ‘ What’s your 
ñame, and where doea your Granny lite ? Is i t  far from 
here 1' ’

•Only about s-six m-railes!’ sobhed the little girl. 
‘  .\long" that road— I saw it on a sign-post— and my 
name’s Meg—Meg Meredith. But I  can’t walk—I  can't 
-walk a bit I ’

‘ YVe will earry you,' Tom said, cheerfully.
‘ You couldn't—’all the way. And directly they wake 

up thev’ ll come after me, aud t-take me b-back. It’s
no eood, unless------ ’ auddenly Meg snt up and left off
cryiñg. ‘ I  know ! '  she <4ied.’  ‘ I ’ve got a splendid idea! 
I ’ompey will take us! ’

‘ Wh'o’s Pompey ? '  Tom and Tonakin asked togetber.
' He's the biggest elephant in the circus, and he 

likes rae awfully, beeause I  p v e  him things to eat, 
and he'll do anything I  tell him. YY’ e’ll ride on Pom- 
pev. all three of us, andgo Lome to Granny.’

•Oh, I  say! YVhat a splendiferous idea! ’ Tora 
jumped up excitediv. ‘ Where is he ? ’

‘ Urer there, with the other bensts, behind the rose- 
liedge. He's tied up by the ankles, and we must 
unfasten him without anybody heariug us. YVe’ll have 
to creep there verv, very softly.’

With Meg leáding the way, the three erawlcd 
througb tbe grass and bracken to where, over the top 
of tbe hedge, they could see the heads of anitnals— 
great grey, sleepy-eyed elephants and sulky-looking 
j»mel8. As they carne nearer, the boys could see that

all the beasts were tetbered quite cióse togetber, and 
that several roiigh-looking raen were sleei)ing beside 
them, with their lieads restmg on their arras.

The little girlcrawled up to Pomp<‘yon herhandsand 
knees and 'Tora and Tomain followed. The hig ele-

Shant was tied by cords round two of bis feet to stakes 
riven into the ground. Meg set to work on the front 

foot and Tom on the back one, but it was a long time 
before they could uufasten the knots, with I ’ompey 
swinging his tnmk and gently proddiiig them with the 
tip of it, A t last ho was loose, and Meg scrambled up 
and stood just in front of the huge animal.

‘ Pick me up, Pompey! ’ sbe said.
A t once the elephant slipped his trunk round the little 

girTs waist and lined her up on to his neck. ilolding 
tightly to tbe big ear, she leant forword. ‘ Xow, you 
tw o ! * she whispered, and Tom carne forward and 
stood in front of the elephant, setting his teeth and 
trying not lo show that he was quite coid with fear. It 
was a horrible moroent when he felthiinself beiiig lifted 
from the ground, but he sbut his eyes tightly and next 
instant found hiraself eafely beside Meg.

Tomkin carne up very bravely; he had seen more of 
elephants than his eider cousin. So there they were, 
all three, on the cruature’s huge back, clinging to the 
broad strap which went right round his hody, just below 
the neck.

Then Meg pulled the elephant’s rigbt ear, and whis- 
^ red  as loudly as sbe dared; ‘ Go on, Pompey, go 
on ! ’

A t first, the hig l«ast stood still, slowly swinging his 
tnmk to and fro. Then he moved forward one huge foot. 

‘ Go on, l ’ompey! ’ Meg said again.
For a rooment longer the elephant waited, then 

swerved round and began to move, scrunchiug over the 
twigs and clry bracken.

‘ lie  can't help makinga noise, his feet are so b ig ! ' 
Meg whispered. ' I ’m frightfully afraid that some of 
them will wake.’

A t first it seemed as Ibough tbe circus pe^ le  were 
sleeping too soundly to be disturbed, eren by Pompey’s 
fooisteps. The tliree cLildren clung on, holding their 
breath witb e-veitement, witli Meg steering their strange 
Rteed by the eiir into the wide, grassy path which she 
knew led borne.

And then, just when they really thought that they 
were safe, an awful thing happened. l ’erhaps Pom]>ey 
thiiught that he ought to say good-hye to bis cora- 
panions, jierhaps it was pleasure m starting for a walk. 
Anvhow, all of a sudden he threw up his triink and 
gave a great trumpet. A t once another elephant 
iinswered him, a horse neighed, and the camels began to 
grunt in their diaagreeable way.

‘ Oh, it’s no good trying to be quiet I ’ Meg cried. 
‘  Tliey'íl all wake up now ; yes, just lock !'

Fr'nm their high-up seats the three could see what 
was happening inside the rose-hedge. A ll the circus 
people were rolling over, rubhing their eyes, sitting tnj 
and lookirg lound to see what the noise was about. It 
was in vain that Meg tried to hunythe elephant out of 
sight: Signore Cario, tbe Circus Ring, saw thera jogging 
along the path, and gave a shout of anger:

‘ See, it is Pompey ! lie  is ewaping! Go after him 
at once! ’ he sbrieked, serambling to his feet, and then 
all the others began calling to each other, and untether- 
ing horses, and running to and fro.

íConeliuled on paye 202.}
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