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CHINNA.

By Mbs. Hobabt-llampdeii,
Aulhor of "Tht Secret ValUy" etc., etc.

(Continued irom page 207.)
CHAPTEB XXI.

RIAN grew rerr indignaot a« he Ustened. He
mwished he dared shout aloud: ‘ Chinnaisn'ta wizard
at all, and it's you people who ought to be put to the
torture, for being bo mean and uiigrateful.” But, as this
would certainly not bare helped Chinna, and would haré
put an end to any hope oi reicuing him, Brian hold bis
lorgue, and, presently, began edging out oi the crowd
again. He tnougbt he would try and gec as nenr the
house of the b~mati—in which he gatheted Chinna
had 8Min been imprisoned—as he could, so that he
could let the little man know that his friends, at least,
had not deserted hira.

_Up the village Street, therefore, Brian went. He
tried to stroll slong jn asunconcemed a way as posaible;
not to walli too fast, fior to seem to have any special
purpose ia his miad; but it was rery difficult. If he
could have whistled, or if he had had pockets in which
to put his hands, his twk would have been easier, But
native boys do not wbistle, neither are there pockets in
a waistcloth, and Brian had to mannge as best he could
without such aids tocourage. Luckily the Street was
almost deserted save for an nccasional ol'd woman. blear-
eyed and bent-backed, to whom one boy was exactly
like another.

But, about the door of the house which had once held
the tiger, a knot of men were gathered. Thev were
talkmg in low subdued voices, and, every now ana then,
they stopped as if to listen, or to peep through the
round fingerhole which was just beneath the Intch.
And then they would nod at each other in a mysterious
n”~nner, and make signs which Brian knew were meant
to avert the evil eye. Often he had seen his father's
servants make similar signs, to prevent ewl demons
jumping down their throat when they yawned, perhaps,
or for some like reason,

ithin ihe house all was qgtiiet. It was impossible
to be sure if Chirma was asleep or awahe, dead or alive,
and Brian dared not ask. He strolled on past the
house, hopiiig that he might possibly be able to work
bis way to the back of it, and find tliere an unguarded
window. But, nght acroBs theendof the tillage Street,
mstretched a barricade of tboms, placed tiius as a protec-
tion against the wild things of the forest. And Brian,
perforce, turiied and carne back again, and strolled past
the house once more. And then one of the watching
men called to him. And, at the cali, Brian's heart
seeraed to jupip almost out of his mouth.

' -Boy.’ the man called. *‘Go thou and teli the council
that the little sorcerer maltes newspells within. Twice
he has moved his head, and once his hands. Bid them
come quickly to punish him.’

And, bardly had the words left his mouth, when the
sp~ker doubled forward, gasping, And, at once, the
other men were on tlieir feet, JooTting at him as if he
were some evil and dangerous thing. And all of them
seemed to have forgotten Brian completely. * ViTiat is
it ?’ one after another questioned.

And the gasping man answered hetween moans = It
w the aiekness without doubt. The wizard bas ill-
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wisbed me because | bore witness j*ainst him. Help
me to roy house ere 1 die.’

And at that, with one accord the watching men began
to run down the village Street towards the pool. No
heed did they pay to the auguished cries of their late
cnmrade, no answer did they give to his appeals. So
anxious were they to put as big a distance as possible
between themselves and Chinna, that they could think of
no need but their own, Very swiftly they ran, without
a single hackward giance. And the slck man' began to
crawl after them, cryiiigandmoaniug, fallingonhis face
every few ynrds, and then erawling on again.

For a moment Brian waited, motiouless, scarcelv able
to believe in his own good luck. And then be ran
towards the door of the Leadman’s house and began to
pusb against it with all his strength; but it was tirinly
secured and would not yield.

‘Chinna,’ Brian whispered, urgently. ‘Chinna? It's
me. \re you inside, Chinna? Oh, answer. Do
answer.’

But no answer carne, and Brian pnt bis eye to the
round peepLole beneath the latch that he had seen the
guard use. Inside the house it was rather dark, but.
feufficient Jight carne from a small square window at the
back to show dimly the figure of Chinna lying on the
floor. The little man's hands were flrmly bound, and
his feet were tied together, and into his mouth a thick
wad of cloth had been thrust asa gag, the ends of which
were seemted behind his head. Luckilv his ears were
uncovered, so that, at least, he could heéar.

‘"\Ae are coming to rescue you,’ said Brian, as fast as
he could, and as loudlv as he dared. ‘.All of us
Bressed up in the tiger-sitin, and tbe skin of that snake,
Nod your head if you understand, Chinna.’

And, at this, Chinna's head waggled e~erly. He
even bumped it on the floor to show that he had' heard,
and Brian rushed on again: ‘1'm going back now for
the othera. They are waiting at the edge of the forest
on this side. We'll come hack as quickly aa ever we
can; only we daren’'t showourselves fetore'it's dark, for
fear the people should know we are just children, and
not be afraid at all.'

Chinna bumped his head again, and Brian could see
all the muscles of bis cheek working, as he tried to free
his mouth from the gag. But his enemies had been too
afraid not to do their work thoroughly, and the ;nota
held. .~nd then, at a sound in the Street, Brian tumed.
A woman had opened a house door, and was looking in
his direetion, it seemed to him a little suspiciously, and
he realised that the men who had been on guard must
have reached the pool hy this time, and might return
with help at any moment. It was not safe to delay any
longer.

‘ Good-bye, Chima,” Brian whispered, and he began
to walk down the village Street iu tne same fasbion that
he had walked up it. But now his task was infinitely
more difflcult, he wanted to run as quickly as possible to
Nancy and the others that he might tring them to
Chinna’s rescue. It was nearly d;,k now, and they
could start almost immediateiy. And all the time that
must be lost in going and coming might be used by the
cruel villagers for the torturing of Chinna.

There was first the woman to be faced, and, try as he
might, Brian could not help hurrying a little’ as be
passed her. He was so afraid that she would trv and
stop him. But, apparenily, she was not really suspicious,
for, as he carne abreast of her, she went into her house
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Bgajn. shutting the door after her. A little further on™
stretched across tlie Street, lav the man wbo had been
seized with the sickness. He could crawl no further, it
seemed, but lay on the ~ound, twisting and moaning
witb pain. Ttere was iusl rooin to step by if Brian
~ueezed against the waii. Carefully he edged towards
it, and, almost, he wos safcly past when the man
writhed aaiew, reached out a hand, and caught him by
the ankle.
[CotUinued on pags 232.)

A RAINY DAT AT SEA.

I'T’S rainingp’ said the ~Vhale,
‘ Some shelter I must find;
i'or I have left my overcoat
A mile or two fcehind.’

elt’s raining,” eaid the Shark.
‘l1low sudden, to be sure!

I hoped to haye the weather diy
Throughout my summer tour.”

‘' Oh, mother! cried the Sprats,
With whimpers of regret,

“It's raining! Isn't tbac a shamel!
Twill make us Tery wet.’

And atl around the sea,
As far as | could sail,

| heard the Shark, the Cod, the Sprat,
The Porpoise, and the Whale

Complain about the rain
In tones of sorrow diré;
So running home, | shut the door
And lit the kitchen fire. JoHS Lea.

MUSIC-HATBHS.

T is curious and interesting to notice Low many
great men haré had an axersion to music. Eren
some of our greatest poeta have had no appreciation at
all of the beautiea of the sisterart. Itishard to beliere
this of Tennyson, allhough he is said to be among the
uumber, for when we think of the beautiful songs he
wrote, such as ‘Sweet and Low,” 'The Song of the
Wrens, and others, we cannot help thinking that he
must have had some feeling for mii.«ic, or he coitldneTer
have adapted his writing so exquisitely to it. Sir
Walter Scott and Southey are two more, and Pope, it is
said, would as soon listen to a Street organ as to an
oratorio.

The poet Rogers, author of ‘The Pleasures of
Memory,' who delighted so much in beautiful uictures
that he used to fiu his house with them, Imd a real
Antipathy to the sound of music. Byron had no ear
whatever for it, and could find nn pleasure in anv sort of
music at all. .\mongst otlier.s were Fox and l'itt, the

eat statesmen, Robert Peel, Hume the historian,

aniel U'Connell, the Irishman, Edmund Burke, and
I)r. Johnson, who said that there was ‘only ono thing
worse thau a flute, and that was two fiutes.'

E. M. Haises.
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THE CHIEE ORNAMENT OP I/ONDOU.

IX the year 1666, after ihe Great Fire, when nearly
the whole of the City of London was a ruin of
smoke-blackened wslls, several eminent men drcw
plans for the rebuilding nf the city, They designed
a raodel town, and had their plans been carried out,
London would baye become a city of long, stroight
stveets, with side turnings leaving them at accurate
right augles—all Tery neat and trim, but with none of
the crooied passages, narrow courts and alleys, which
now give London its charm.

Fortunately, bow-ever, the people, after liring at first
in roughly built shelters in the ficlds beyond the City
Wall, grew impatient at offlcial deiays and went back to
biiild, each man according tohis own cholee, new bornes
among the ruins. So London grew again, not by any
plan at all, but with its sireets where they had been
Lefore the Fire, or altered according to the raomentary
will of the builders.

These plans, drawn by Sir Christopher Wren, John
Evelyn, and others, unappreciated as they were at the
time, are of interest now because they showwhat was
regarded as the centre-point of Irfindon. When acity
is designed by an architeet, it is not a jutnble of houses
and streets built at random; it has its centre, a church,
a market-piace, a great aguare, or perbaps a bridge, to
which the main streets lead, making it indeed the centre
of interest throughout the town. lu these designs for
a new London, broad, straight streets lead from the
Hoyal Exchange, from theriver-side, from Ludgate, and
from all the city gates in the northern wail. to one
spot where, as the centre-point of London, stands St.
I'aui's Catbedral.

There is in London a single hill: the ground slopes
up from the Thames on the one side, from the Talley
wliere the Fleet River used to run between Ludgate and
Blackfriars on another, from the marsk that used to
coTer Smithfield on a tliird, while the fourth lies com-
paratirelv flat. Un the summit of this mound stood
i) d St. i'aul's. and on the same spot Sir Christopher
Wren built the Catliedra! that stands there to-day.
A tablet on a neighbouting wall says:

“ WLeii vou have sought the City round,
Yet stiil this is the mghest ground.’

And, without doubt, the site wns chosen that St. PauTs
might be seen from erery village for miles around—
Cliarlton. ‘UatterseT,” ‘Totten Court’ (from which
comes Tottenham Court Road), Islington, and others
which haré now become a part of the Qreater London
—as a constant reminder of the power and glory of
God.

When Wren finished bis Catbedral in 1710 it was
surrounded by a strip of grass, and beyond that lay the
open churchyaid which ihen knew comparatively little
traffic. Outside that, gabled houses, with iineven roofs
(all new, because of the recent fire), were so clésely
gathered that the Catbedral could haidly be seen from
the ground, except from so ciése a position that the
high walls seemeito tower overhead, and little could
be seen of the dome and its pillara.

To-day, wben those houses of city merchants are
replaced bv square-topped stone warehouses, the dilBciilty
of properiy seeing St. PauTs is e\en greater ; but there
are sereral points within a olose radius from which
much can be seen, and it is worth while to tind these
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*iew-pomU and peer between houses and over roofs to
geC a bettei idea of tlie Cathedial's size and beauir
than can be bad eitber from tbe direct approacb. of
Ludgate HUI or from the Churehjard itself.

Go firat, then, along Little Britain, where the Dukes
of Brittany naed to atay -wLen they viaited the Engliab
Court There, in a three-sided frame of houses, can
be aeen the dome and the white colnmns below it, so
immense that the houses of Paternéster Square are
dwarfed, and the bu” people inthe Street beneath seem
too small to live. Then tum aoross to Foater Lafie,
where the pulling down of the oid Post Office has left
visible the whole dome, the two dock towers that haré
only one dock, and thrée of the saints that stand below
the dome on each side of the Cathedral. Then eross
the Thames to Bantside, where very ugly and dirtv
warehouses have taken the place of Sh”espeare”s
theatrea and the bear-baiting houses, Here a cobbled
road runs along the very bank of the river, and across
the water, over laden barges and smoking tugs, can be
seen the crowded buildings on the hill above the river,
and over them, huge and majestic, the great Cathedral,
with its golden croes gleaming in the Sun.

From Bankside you can watch St. Paul'sfor a mile
Mtil you reach Blackfriara Bridge, and there its dome
is seen again across the red metal railway bridge, making
the traine look pnny; and examplesof médem engineer-
ing seem terribly new in comparison with its two-
hundred-yeaP'old self. But forget the ngly railway,
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8t. Paul's Cathedial, irom Caonon Street.

and go down to Waterloo Bridge or Westminstei
Bridge, where the riew is more distant, and—
*silent, haré,
Shipe, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie
Upen unto the fields, and lo the sky—a
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air.’

You will now be a mile or more from the Cathedral,
and you will have found that the farther you go and
the more indefinita neighbouring buildings Ijecome, the
greater St. Paul’'s can look. So go right away to the
very edge of London. Climh to the top of Parliament
Hill, on the edge of Hampstead Heath. If the day is
clear, you wUI see in far distance a ring of ¢illa, by
Highgate, Greeuwich, Penge, and Ilichmond, and
covering all the cirele between them the w;ole of
London. Westminster Cathedral, Westminster Abbey,
the Tower Bridge, the Tower of London, tbe British
Museum—you will see them all. And then, in the very
centre, higher than auy other building and as liigh as tie
hulon which you stand, you will see St.Paul’s Cathedral,
the mcst beautiful building, white through the hanging
smoke of London. G. Bkltoii Cobh.

A YBAK IN A QARDEN.
VIL-JULY.

T had been raining steadilv all night, but the clawn
broke clear; the chaffinch in the wood, though bis
song-time was nearly over, greeted it with a xaptuious
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‘pink, pink!’ the lobin’s Bong was as sweet aa ia Aprll,
and ihe blackbird begana Httle earlier Uianiisualbis daily
JUputes witb bis mate. 1t was just the riffkt weather
foT planting, and the childTen decided to make a straw-
berry bed in their own garden. Their were plenty of
runners already potted up from tke big beds, and tbe
rain had made the Boil beautifally moist. It was early
afternoon when they began work, the aun bad grown
hot, and the tmmerouB iittle pots were rery beavy to
.carry to the border choBen for the new strawberry bed.
But they worked on bravely, looking forward to tbe
time when th”~ would gatber fruit that they tbemselTes
bad grown. Tbe border faced the south and the open
common and alwajB gotplenty of sun and wind, whicbh
is just what Btrawbernes like best. Buly made the
bolee and Babe followed witb a small watering can;
each hole was half filied witb water befora Billy beid
the pot upside down and carefully took out tbe little
plant witb ite boil of earth and rootain thia way it was
transferred to its new quartera witbout being dlsturbed
at all.

After two hours’ work they set down to reet. The
pond on tbe common at the bottom of the long alope iay
just beneath them; tbe willows on the bank looked cool
m their soit grey green, and presently Billy said, ‘ Let'a
go down to thepond, and we'U aee what things there are
tiiat we can get for the water garden.’

Babe Jum ~ up, forgetting sbe was tired, ‘ Of course
we must Lave forget-me-nots, and there are lota of little
seedlinga down there.’

<Well, I auppose it wouldn't hurt them if they were
iDOTed now,’ aald Billy. They ran down the slope to
the water’s edge. ‘And here are kingcupB and euckoo
flowers and purple loosestrife. See thia loofcestrife,
Babe; it must be nearlyfour feet high! Andwewill
have someof that water plantain and that willow-herb.

“And there's some watercress down at the stream,’
Babe remarked. ‘It has white flowers, and 1 ihink
they're very pretty.’

they are. And perhaps we might somehow get

some of the yellow water-lilies mid some more water-
Boldiers and perhaps bullruahes.’

‘And wliat about sticklebacks in the pond i Babe asked.

=1

2M

Pond Life.

1 Tadpole. 2 gnail. 3, Water Beetle. 1. Minuow.
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1 King Cups.
2. Cnckoo Plant.
3. Purple Loosestrife.

1. bfeadowsweet.
2- Peppcrmint.

‘Well, | believe sticklebacks eat minnows, so we
conldn’t have both.’

‘ Oh, what's that purple stufl, Billy? It’alovely!’

“It's only peppermint; but it in pretty. We'll
remember to get some when it has done flowering.”

Meadowsweet was also chosen. That was a week
later when they went down to the stream toget minnows.
In the meantime the pond, orrather the flooded path, had
gone dry, and it had been possible to dig out the p]~ce
for the pond and line it witn threeinches of ciay. Then
it had been necessary to refill it with water from the
pond on the common. Irises were growing at the aides
and Billy tbaugbt the roots of tlie water crowfoot
would soon revive. Aa the plante were in the water
Billy decided it would be safe to introduce the minnows.
Armed with hand nets and jam-jars, they started early
one Saturday afternoon and retumed home with water
snails, tadpoles, water heetles and minnows. But their
first journey wasclouded hy a tragedy ; the next moming
they found that the water heetles, though smaller than
the tadpoles, had eaten every one.

WANDERERS IN THE WAR.
By A. A. llethley.
(Coutinued (rom page 206)

IH E stranger might be a detective, of course, for had

he not spoken to the man who had arreeted Sam ?

But bis Toiee was kindly, and there was a twinkle in
hU blue eyes that disarmed suspicion.

‘Oh, it"s got nothing to do with me,’ he answered,
‘nothing whatever; but I have amessage for—a certain
person on board this ship. If you give me your fiame,
it's just possible that, as the newspapers say, you will
hear of something to your advantage.'

He laughed then, showing white eren teeth, and the
boy felt his doubts and fears beein to melt away.

‘ My fame is Roger Mervyn,'ne said, and in response
the stranger put bis hand into bis pocket and drew
out a well-remembered leather case a small green
booklet.

‘ A red-haired chap on the wharf, who seemed to have
got into some sort of a row, asked me to give these to
Roger Mervyn,’ he said, and then he laughedagain when
he saw how eagerly the boy clutcbed at the treasures.
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So Sam had not failed liim after all. Rriger opened
the purse, and glanced at the bimdle of notes and the
little packet of FrencL coins.

The man, tneanwhile, turned awav as if about to pnce
up and down tbe deck; but after going a few yards ha
etopped, carne bock to lioger, and atood looking down at
him witb a puzzled expreasion in bis eyea.

_'Look Lere, my boy,” he said. ‘' Of eourse I kuow
it 8 no busmesa of mine and all that, but it strikcs me
pretty foi-cibly that you're in n bother of some sort.
Anyway, it's a queertime for aboy like tou to be Cross-
ing the Cbannel OQbis own, Kow would it be for vou
to tell me all about it ?’

Roger hesitated for a moment, for the dread of beir<*

stopped and sent beck to ilotikton Ashe wns stil"
uppermost m his mind ; but, at tbe same time, tliere
was something Tery iriendly and trustworthv in ihe tall
young man'’s lace and manner.
TI[1 youi fiame,’ the airanger went on, 'Jline is
John Roiigbton, at your Service. .Sball we go for asfroil ?
liere ISno need for yon to tell me anvtbirg whatever
about your aiTairs if you'd rather notbut I Lave tra-
Tell”™ a good bit, and migbt be afale to belp you '

mOh, please, | should like to tell you. It'sawfiilly
good of you, and then as theytnidyed up and down tbe
steamer s crowded deck, threading tbeir wav among the
passengra and piles of luggage, Roger poured out Lis
storv. Jo bis delight and relief, John Boughton did
not laugh at the project, but treated it quite seriously,
and, mdeed, seeraed to think the bov eould not haré
done much else under the circamstanées

*Of couree you must get throiigh to St. Denis-sur-
M ei” as quickly as you can,' he said. ‘1 onlv w-ish I
eould go up there with you; but Tm due in i'aris to-
n”lit. i m on a newspaper job, you see, and liare to
obey orders. Which way are you going ? Br Rheims,
i suppo”. 1oumayasweU let me haré a look at those
tickets.

K«pr hand” oret the green booklet with a long
breatb of relief. He had lost Sam, it is true. but a
mwiser far more dependable triend seemed to haré
arisen in his p I : a friend who kuew all about times
and trains, the best routes tobe taken, and the difficulties
and delays that miglit be e.xpeeted.

"Your red-bairea young man should haré kept bis
mouth sbut.if he wanted to get cWar off,’ Boughton
remarked when be liad giren back the tickets. ‘1 cam.-
down frgm town in the carriage with that man who
fetch” him off the boat. itridentlv roung Sam WLIbur
had been swankmg in the hotel (ib6ut wbere he was
going, and what he was plaiining to do, and oid Sara,
who carne home this afternoon before he was evpected.
p t wind of tt. Jle sent off bis man then, post-haste, to
brmg the boy back. It was not quite certsin if he
meant to go na Jolkestone or Dover; but this war
seemed the more likelv, and when inquiries were being
made, an oid man on tbe pier there. witb a white méu--
tacbe, Tolunteered the Information that he'd come down
OXthe same train as young Wilbur tbis moralng and
knew that he was going by the boat.'

the other shrugged bis shoulders with a stnile
lin swank, it does seem a bit hnrd

m . “ “St be a good-hearted ehnp,
when all s said aiid “ne. He thougbt about vou aiui

the money directly he knew | was Corning ofi board,
1 have sometbmg here that belongs to a fellow named
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Roger Merryn,” he said.» “ Be sute to gire it to him."
And then he stuffed the packet into my liand. Poor
boy, it must haré been galling to be dragged off ibe
bi>at in that way : but all the same, | think you are well
rid of him. Those jrresponsible sort of people are apt
to be rather troublesome—not to say dangerous—
sometimes.’

After that the man and boy paced up and down the
deck for a while in silence, then Boughton turned once
more to bis eompanion. ‘By the way, tervyn,’ he
said. ‘Can rou speak French ?’

Roger looied up with bis face full of dismay. ‘Xo,
at least not enough to be of any use. | had forgotten
all about that. 'Whatever shali |l do P’

‘ Oh, don't bother. | espect you will get on all right.
Some one usually tums up ererywhere who can talk
English. 1I'm sorry, though, all the same. It's alwars
useful to be able to understand wbat people are talkifig
about: eapecially now, wben things in Franco are
bound to be a goéd bit upset and out of gear.’

‘A bit upset and out of gear. Rcger remembered
the fasual words wben. an hour or so later, the steamer
arriied at its dasunation, and the passengers stared in
bewilderment at the confusiéon on the quar, and the
crowds of excited tounsts, eager to escape from France
at qu?/ price, and the serious faces of the liarassed
ofBcials.

For the flrst time the boy seemed to catch a glimpse
of the stupendous disaster wliich had orertaken Europe,
and, as he glanced westward orer his shoulder, he woii-
dered what would have Lappened to him before he
should see the green bilis and white cliffs of Uld
England again.

CHaPTKB V.

‘My Word! Thingsdo seem to be inabit ofamuddie!’

John Boughtoii’'s face grew grave and worried, as the
steamer neared the quar of the French port, and he saw
the crowds of tourists waiting to embark, and the great
piles of luggagewhichhadjustarrired bv train, or had
been left behind by trarellers who'had already sailed.
Some of tbe unfortunate people sat on their boxea wait-
ing patiently and wearily, others Liirried to and fro with
nnxious, bewildered faces, or puahed their way to the
side of tbe wharf, as jf determmed to board tbe steamer
eren before the new arrivals had had time to disembark
Little children, tirad out with all the unaccustomcd
excitementand discomfort, were cryingpiteously, and a
woman, who seemed to be on the rerge of hysterlcs was
tearchmg vaiiily for a missing friend.

Everywhere were signs of baste, confusion, and uncer-
tainty; and the officiaU, althougb tbey did their best
eyidentlr tound it impossible to contend with ail tha
difficulties of tbe situation.

' Look here, Merryn, you liad better keep ciése to me.’
Boughton went on, ‘and I'll show rou where your trnifi

from and put you into it-if I can. 'Got your
ticket readyi" That's right. Keep as near the gaiigwav
asyoucan, lIsthatall your luggnge? 'Well, perhaps it's a
go” thmgtobetrarelimglight, under the circumstances.'

Roger tigbtened the strapof his kiiapsack, and gra.'iped
the basfcet of provisLons, whicb poor oid Sara Iwd left iii
his cLarge together with the new electric torcli. lioger
had offered his new triend some of the fruit and cakes
dunng the short royage, but Boughton had refused, say-
ing that he should try to get dinner in tbe train, and that
the boy had better do the same, if he gol the chance.
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The steamer was now moored alojigside the quay,ard
after what seemed endless delays and diiKcultiea, the
passeiigcrs were allowed to aahote. ' This way,’
BoughloQ said, gripping Hogar s arni, and the Cwo made
tbeir way through the strugglbig, pushing throng of
English and American tonrista, and towards the plat-
foim where several tvaine were already drawn up. The
miin went away then to make some inquiries, and wheii
he returned bis tace looked more worried than ever.

=Kour train isn't here yet, and it seems a bit uncertain
wben it will be in,’ he said; ‘but that's mine o\er there,
and | aimply Lave to go bv it if | mean to get to Varis
to-night. 1 don't half iike leaving you Lere alone,
though, It's all Buch a fearful nieh and muddie,’

«Uh, | shall be ail right. Koger did his best to
reassnre his friend, but his heart sank at the thought of
having once more to man”e and arrange for himself,
thia time in a strange country, where eeery face and
erery word was unfamiliar. ‘ TU just stay here till my
train comes. | have my ticket, so there won't be any-
thing else to do.’

‘fes, youd better wait nere, I suppose. This is the
platform. And remembtr everything I‘ve told vou. The
train will take you straight to-——-. You don't eren
haya to changeat Bheims. And whenyou get to ---—- ,
you must find out when there’g a train for St. Benis-
eur-Meuse. You'll probably have some time to wait,
andif youcan'tindany one wbo cangpenk English at the
station, there’'s certain to be sameone atthe hotel just
outside. It's justpossible youmay haveto walk thelast
few railes to St. Denis ; it's only a small place, and all
the railways up in that district are bound to be dis-
oi“nired. Look here, you raay as well take this road
map of mine, | can get another in Paris. Here's my
addresa, too. If you get into any bother, wire to me ;
and I'll do my best to help yon.’

‘ Thanks, awtully.” Roger took the folded map and
the tom page from a note-book with the scribbled
address, and then with a cheery ‘ Good-bye, oid man,'
Boughton hastened away, and the boy was left standing
on a platform by a pile of lugg”~e ; and feelingsmaller
and more lonely than he had ever done in his life
before.

There carne a long, weary time of waiting after that,
and Rc”er was sitting on an overland trunk and dozing,
with his head sgainst one of the iron pillars which aup-
ported the roof of the station, when a man carne up in
a blue uniform and began to apeak to him. His voice
sounded fierce and uigent, hut the boy could not iinder-
stand a word, and then the speaker—who seemed to
become more and more indignant every moment—or it
roay have been only his manner—hurried away, and
returned with a short and stout, hi't still more imposing
individual.

Rc”er tried hard to think of some of the French that
Le had leamed at school, but there was nothing that
seemed in the least to meet the situation.

‘ParleZ'Tous Franpais?' It was quite unnecfssary
to make such an inquiry in face of the voluble flood of
laoguage that was being poured out, and remarks about

-knives, gardeners, and iemale-cousins would have
equally inappropriate. .

‘Non, non. non,' one word, at least, he could remem-
ber, and he repeated it again and again, feeling eertain
that these formidable parsonages meant to forbid his

rney ; and then, as a hand was laid on his shoulder,

dragged himself away and ran down the platform
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at the top of his speed, rever halting until he had
reachcd the shelter of a great, dusky shed, and was, as
he h o, beyoud the reacbh of purstit.

And after all theie was no pursuit, for the two meii
had only wisbed to discover Roger's destination, and
assist him to the best of tbeir power. Now that he had
evaded them. there was no need to take furtlier trouble:
and with expressive shnigs of thcir sheulders, they went
about more important business.

It was a long time before Rogar dared leare his
hiding.place, and then he toiind that it was late and
growing dark. lie wondered whether the train for
Kheims had ieft during his abseace; and he was not
quite certain whether he could fiad the platform where
Isoughton had stadoned him. Something thatwas very
like despair began to creep into the boy's heart then. for
there seemed to be no Engli.sh people about, and when
he ventured up to one raiiway oracial, ticket in hand, he
could not understand a word of the infoxmation that
was given him. Every one seemed to be too bnsv and
too worried to have time to spare for a stranded English
boy, and, indeed, there were many people that niglit
who were in far worse straits.

It was about nine o'clock when Roger, who was now
wandering vaguely from platform to platform, found a
train crammed with soldiers and horses, which was,
apparentlv, on the pgint of departure. It seemed to t<*
going in the right direction, and. nioreover, on the out-
side of one O the carriages the word Rheims was
roiighlv chalked, ,

R.ieims, the boy’s heart beat giiicklv, for he was to
go through Rheims, be knew, on the way to St. Denis-
sur-Meuse, and although he feit sure that this could not
be the right train, it might, perhaps, be a means of
reaehing his goal. He ran to a carriage and tried to
drag opea the door, but a very irate guara strode up,
who with many explanations and gestieulations, tbhe
meaning of which it was impossible to mistake, forbade
him to enter.

The train was for soldiers, soldiers only, that was
quite clear, but Rc”er was desperate by this time, and
he fled back alongthe platform trying to find an emj)ty
carriage. It was no use, every inch of space was
occupied. Behind the carriages were cattle-trucbs, also
fllled with soldiers, and wa”ons loaded with fodder and
basgage.

The door of one of these was half open, and, peering
in, the boy saw that there were trusses of hav piled.
high on either side, but with a space in the middle—a
place where some one—especially if it were some ose
small—might squeeze in and lie concealed.

For a moment he hesitated. His enemy, the guani,
was out of sight, and for some distance the platform
was deserted. There was no lamp near. ’llien th*
train gave a jolt, began to move very slowly, stop] el,
and moved on again. A man far away near the engine
shoiited and waved his arma.

Roger glanced round. There was no otber train in
sight, and this one was going to Rheims. lie must
make up his mind at once, or be left behind, and then he-
pushednis basket into ihe van, clambered up the high
step after it, and burrowed deep between two masses of
hay. There was another jolt; tiie train moved more
quickly; a man running alongside elammed the door,
and Rc”er was off once more on bis journey, and safe,
for the time, at any rate, in the fragrant, prickly
darkness. {Contm\ifd on pago 218.)
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