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r  I

W A N D E R E R S  I N  T H E  W A R .
By  a . a . MKTiir.icY.

(Continued from pa ^  215.)

IT waa notaTery comfortable posiíionin wLicli Ri^er 
found Limself, for hewasjammud tightly betsveen two 

bundles of hay, bu» no doabt after a time, wben it w-ns 
quite certain that the train was fairly started ouc of the 
statioii, it would be possible to w-riegle into the clearer 
space near tho door, l ie  hadjust begun to do this. and 
had succeeded in freeing one eramped arm, viien )ie 
beard—or fancied that he heard— the sound of auother 
rastüng movement.

The boy stopped ahort, and it seemed to liira that 
80ioe one else stopped too. He held his breath, listening, 
andalthough he heard nothing, he kuew— be waa quite 
certain—that there, a few feet away. in the blaekness, 
gome one elae held his breath and hstened as well.

It was horrible, for all kinds of things, such as 
escaped convicts, Germán spies, or even mad dogs, loight 
be there concealed in the hay, waiting and ready to 
spring upon him. Itoger was not nervous bv natiiie, 
hut at that moment be was conscious of a chilly creepy 
eensatioD, and his bair seetned to stLffen aná stand 
upright on his head.

I f  only it had been possible to see what the thing was 
— if only there had been a gleam of light— and then 
suddenly he remembered the new electric torch, and, 
dragging it noiselessly from his pocket, touched the 
epriog.

The light flashed out white and Tivid, and the nest 
moment an exclamation of reliet broke from Hoger's 
lips, for there was nothing terrible in frout of him, only 
a round, boybb face, a close-cropped dark head, and a 
pair of stirtled black eyes.

Beyond there was annther face, which helonged to 
a small, rough-haired, yellow dog, which frightened by 
the sudden fiare of light, burst into a succession of 
shrill, yapping barks.

CHAPTEB VI.
F or a few moments Roger kept his finger on tha 

spring of the torch, and, in the bright beaai of light, 
the stowaways stared into each other’s faces. Trien 
there was dirlmess again, and with it carne an eager 
fiood of qnestions from the French boy, for now that 
he had recovered from the first shock o't astonishment, 
be longed to hear all about the doings and future plans 
o f this harmless—and apparently friendly— stranger.

Unfortunately everv word of the swift, exeited speech 
■was unintelligible to  Soger, and he wished that he had 
Val with him to interpret, for, having been more than 
two years in France, the little girl coiild now chatter 
the language like a native ; and even— so she had 
written in one of her last letters—found herself sume- 
times thinking or dreaming in French instead of in 
English,

itoger made a « e a i  effort to overeóme his awkward 
shyness and to fisli up one ortw o useful words, at least, 
from the depths of his memorv.

‘ Je suis English—Anglais,’ he stammered, ‘ and I ’m 
awfuliy sorry, but I  can't undarstand a ■word you say.’

‘ Anglais.’ the other boy cauglit ah the eaplanation ;
‘ .Anglais, ah. oui, Anglais,’ and be was oft again in 
anotber voluble stream of conversation, but Roger in- 
teriupted him.

‘ Yes, Anglais—moi Anglais— vc>us Franjáis; '  and 
then, feeling quite proud of this achievement, he- 
switched on the light once more. The two hoys took 
stock of each other during the brief moment of illumi- 

' nation, and, like worthy representatives in tbeír small 
way of the great ' Entente üordiale,’  smiled in the most 
friendly manner possible.

‘ Shake bands,' Roger said ; and as he held out liis- 
own ral her grimy paw, the actinn, if not the invitation, 
was understood. The two hands clasped in the follow- 
íng darkuess, and then Roger made another valiant 
attempt at conversation; •hloi, Itoger Mervyn— that's 
my ñame—mon nom, and vous ? ’

‘ Rc^er Merveen; ’ the ñame was repeated with th& 
quaintest of French accents. ‘ Oui, je comprends,’

‘  And you—vous, 1 mean— votre nom. Tell me votre- 
nom.’

‘ Jules Bretón,’ the answer carne readily enough, and 
there was a secondhearty handshake.

‘ Roger Merveen, Jules Bretón—et Toto.’ A ehuckle 
of amasement accompanied the words, and then Roger 
found a small rough paw thrust into his band, and 
in the darkness tte vellow dog's rough wet tongue- 
lícked his cheek as if m  acknowledgment of the intro- 
duction.

After that the conversation went on apace, for hete, 
in the joltiag hay-waggon, K c^rforgot to be nervous and 
found that he could remember iiumbers uf Freneb 
words, even if he could not striiig tbem together very 
deftly. He leamt that Jules was thirteen years o lí. 
that he lived in a village near B ou l(^ e , and that now 
that War had come he had run away from home to be 
a soldier libe his father and Lis eldesc brother. For his 
own part he managed to convey the infonnation that he 
had come to fetch his sister, that he loved the French 
and hated the Üermans, and that his destination was 
St. Denií'Sur-Meuse.

‘  St. Denis-sur-Meuse.’ Jules repeated the ñame, and 
had agreat deal to say which Roger could not underst.\nd, 
but he hoped it meant that the French boy was tra- 
velling in the same direction. With Jules as a com- 
panion he felt sure that be woulil geC on splendidly, and, 
mdeed, now that he was no louger alune, the boy's 
spirits had revived and difficulties seemed to vanish,

This night joumey, for instance, what a wonderful 
adventure it would be lo  boast about in the future 
and no doubt tbere were any numher of other strange 
and eteiting experiences stilltocome. It wasalmost ira-

Eossible to realise that only twenty-four hours w o  he 
ad been still at Monkton Ashe líectory, and had not 

even started on his travels. The boy’s thoughta were 
interrupted ^  a rustís in the hay which esme from the 
direction of Jules, and the next moment he felt a large 
and very hard ^ p le  being pushed into his hand.

‘  Pour vous, Roger,’ the French boy explained, and 
then Rcger remembered his hasket of provisions and 
dr^ged it forward. ‘ Look here! "  he said, and, tum- 
ing on the electric torch, he had a bright momeutarv 
glimpse of Jules’ delighted eves and white gleaming 
teeth as he stared entranced at the marvellous feast 
which seemed to Lave appeared as if by magic in the 
stufíy gloom of the hay-waggon,

It was a very meny meal wniehfollowed , forbothbovs 
were hungry, and nothing could heve been more wél- 
come than the cakes, shortoread, cherries, red-eurraiits, 
and hot-house grapes which poor Yankee Sam had pur- 
chased so lavishly.
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There were alsobiscuits andsome bars of chacoiafp in 
the basket, but some of these Hogar piit naide -witb a 
típw to the fature.

Tolo, too, liad bis full share of tbe good thlngs, and, 
■wben siipper was ñnished, the boys and the dcg curled 
theinselTes up like dormice in suug neets of hay and 
Were soon sound asleep.

And 80 the traln sped on ita way eastward, past 
shadowy woods, stai-lit fields, and straight, poplar- 
boríereS highways ; tlirough the city of Amiens, with 
it8 huge Gothic cathedral, and into the iiat vineyard 
plains of tbe champagne conutry.

* Yon wiU have to cbange at Rheims,’ John Boughton 
had said, but Roger did not even kiiow when llEeims 
was reached, and he was still sleeping peaoefully when, 
after much jolting, shouting, and shuntiiig, (he train waa 
dispatcbed once more on ús journey towards the 
threatened frontier of France. As lucí would have it, 
the EnglUh boy had done the best possible thing for 
bimseif when he scrambled into the hay-van, and with- 
out changes or difficultiea, he was carried far in the 
direction of bis destination. When, at last, íhe troop- 
train carne to a standstill in a station it was within 
twenty miles or so of the lítele pictureso^e woodland 
tnwn of St. Denis-sur*Meuse.

By this tíme the sun was high in ( '^  sby, and tbe 
hands of the dock pointed to Lalf-p ten, but tery 
little lighl crept into the dark van. >eíther Roger ñor 
Julea stirred until the wooden dor,T was unbarred and 
swung open, and then they w er  fconfronted by a rery 
much surprised and Tery ang /  soldier, who dragged 
them rougnly out into the ds ¿ling sunshine, and, in a 
furious voice, esciaimed at th .ir daring and disgraeeful 
conduct, demandad their bu? ness, and threatened them 
with dire and immediate piuiishment.

Roger backed againsc the truck and stood there, with 
eboulders squared and tists denched, determined to 
make a desperate fight for freedom, but to bis amaze- 
ment, Jules, instead of displaying a like courage, begsn 
to ahriek at the top bis voice, and struggled wildly 
when a heavy hand was laíd on hís shouider. • Toto, 
Toto,' he yelled, ‘ help. b e lp !’ and then he kieked the 
man's shin's and beat with hie hands against the stalwart 
arm that heid him prisoner.

The longplatform wascrowded with b!ue-coated, red- 
trousered soldier», and some of them, hearing the com- 
motion, glanced up from their work of unloading the 
train, or saunte red forward with amused curiosity to see 
what was a foo '.

Roger’s che<;ks grew hot with shame on his friend's 
behalf, aa one piercing scream after anotber rent the air, 
and then siiddenly a little yellow figure bounded past 
him, out o fitke  glooni of the hay-waggon, and Toto, 
who until riow liad been. asleep, flew to hia master’s 
assistanee.

'T oto! T o to ! ’ Any one would have thought that 
Julea was being half murdered. and probabiy this was 
the mistak»’  that the dog msde, for with briatling bair 
and a loud growl of furv, he llung himstlf iipon the boy’s 
asaailant and seízed him by the leg, his white teeth 
penetratin{g the thick red cloth of the voluminous 
trouser an<l giving the flesh beneath a sharp nip.

Anothet' yell mingled with the shrill cries of Jules, 
and the soldier, taken corapletely by surpñse, loosened 
his hold on  the boy’s collar; then his cautive, whose 
terrors sei-med to have vanished complete'y, tumed to 
Roger and caught him by the hand. ‘ Come,' he ordored,

with a brond amile. ‘ Come quickly, before Toto lets 
Lira go,' and then the two raced down the plaiform and 
on to the railway line beyond.

{Continued un pagt 226.)

A  J O T J R N B Y  T O  GO .
[Second Serios.]

VII.—LONDOX TO STRATFORD-ON'.AVON’ .

OITR next journey tabes us westward once more, and 
starting out from London, we travel straight into 

the heart of Eugland and into the realms of romance. 
The Tharaes Yalley, üxfordshire, Warwickshire: we are 
going into Shakespeare's country, and the way leads us 
through distriets whete many of the most picturesque 
events in history took place, and where the thread of 
history itself is elosely interwoven with wonderful 
gleaming threads of legend and fairy-tale.

Paddingtou to Oxford, that is the tírst stage of our 
louiney, and one of two ways may be taken, the first 
through Buckinghanishire, and the second along the 
course of the Thames and by way of Keading and 
Bideot.

Leaving Paddington by theformerof these routes, tbe 
first station of any importance is Uxbridge, and in this 
place, then a straggling maiket-town with one long 
Street, a lueeting took place during the great Civil V> ar 
betweeu the followers of King Charles and of CromwelL. 
It was boped that by this means the differences betweeu 
the rival parties might be settled and peace restored; 
but peace proved impossible, and, after twenty days 
of debate and dissension, the Uxbridge Treaty was 
abandoned and the eneroies parted— to meet again in a 
few weeks on the field of battle.

Leaving Uxbridge, we go on to Beaconsfiel^, where 
we are reminded of two great statesmen. Edmund 
Burke, who is buried ín the parisb ehurch, and Disraeli, 
the famous Prime Miniater, who caused Queen Victoria 
to be proclaimed Empress of India and wbo ensured for 
Eiigland the command of the Suez Canal. Hughendeu 
is not far away, and there Mr. Disraeli lived, with his 
wife. Lady Beaconsfield, to whom was given the title 
which, at first, he would not accept for himself.

The next town on our route is High Wycombe, 
where there is a great chair industry; and thsti 
comes Risborough—l ’rinces Risborougb, as it used 
ti> be called in the days when Edward the Black 
l ’ rince had great possessions there.

Funber to the north i8 Aylesbury, a stronghold of 
the ancient Britons, Later, it became a rojal manor, 
and Saxon and Plantagenet kings used to hunt in 
the forest of Bemwood, near by, and claim their yearly 
dues of three eels, straw, rushes, and a couple of gteen 
geese.

This district mny seem prosaic nowadays, for the forest 
has disappeared and the towns of Buckinghamshire are 
dnll and uninteresting. We will go back to London 
and take the otlier road to Oxford, tra'elling swiftly 
along the main line of the Great ^\'p5te^n Railway as 
far. as Didcot, and then turning northward across the 
wide loops of tbe Thames.

The railway runs straight across country, but if we 
could follow the winding course of the river, many 
interesting places would be seen, There is Wallingford, 
where once a great fortress— built by the Romans an<l 
heíd in turns by Saxons, Danés and Xormans—guarded
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the Bassage of the Thames. TLen comea Dorchester, 
the Porocma oi aneient times, with its British camp 
at^diDg up aboTe the flat water meadows, and the 
abbey tbat once, long ago in the eeventh centurv, waa 
the cathedral churcb of the laa^eat biabopric in ali 
England; while fuither up the river ie Abingdon 
amoDg ite woode, which were once infested b r  dancerous 
robbers.

And M  we come to Oxford, the CitT of Spires, and 
one ot che most beautiful o f all towns, with ita narrow 
strMts, wonderful mediíBTal buildings, and memories 
which stretch back through the centuiies into the 
far-off ages when, as an o l í  writer aays, the University 
was instituted by Greekscholars broughtiato Britain by 
Brutus, the Trojan. Other authorities, not so ambitious 
and more likely to be tnithful, declare tbat King Alfred 
was the founder, and that bis own son waa educated in 
the new seat of leaming. But both these stories are, 
more or lees, legendary. The earliest documente date 
from the thirteenth centurv, and it was not until 1274 
that Merton, the oldest of t le  colleges, waa built.

Oxford, besides being the foremost University in 
England, has borne its part in the political and warlike 
hiatory of *he country, for it held out gallantlv as a 
Saxon str.ong^old at the time of the Norman conquest, 
and six huí, --d years later, after experiencing riots, 
rebellions, anc ivilwar again and again, became the 
headquarters ot "n g  Charles and his armv. There 
WCTe gay doings aere when Queen Henrietta María 
held court in the otó city, and reckless Prinee Rupert. 
the cavalier hero audYuture pírate, rodé out on his wUd 
foragíng raids througC the countrv-side; but after a 
time the fortunes of war changed, Oxford waa besieged, 
and we catch a glimpse of Charles escaping aeróse 
-Magdalen Bridge one darjNApril night, with bis hair 
cut short and a groom’s cloak strappá round his waist.

Dark days followed for the University, but, at the 
Restoration, its oíd privilegea and possessiuns were 
^ -e n  back, although the ruthless ¿m age done by 
Cromwell’s soldiers in college and chapel could not 
be made good. ,

N otfar away from Oxford is V ’ oodstock, whereKing 
Henry I. built himself a palace and where he kept 
‘ lyons, leppards, lynxes, and porcupines.’ It was here, 
50 the stories say, that Fair Rosatnun 1 was held captive 
in a labyrinth and given her choice between dagger and

Kison; and here, centuries later, anether young girl, 
incess Elirabeth, was kept a prisoner bv the orders of 

her harsh sister, (¿ueen Mary,
The oíd palace of Woodstock has disappenred now, 

and only two tall syeamore-trees show us where it once 
stood, but a new palace has been built not far awav. 
This is Blenheim, named after Alarlbor lugh’s greát 
victory, nnd given to the Duke oa condition that, every

f e '
E r^  WGa/fwa/.

itffffS/! CaUefe

A  Jou m ey  to  Shakespeare’s  C ou n try—
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j-eat, he brought to the King at Wiudsor a banner 
deeoiated with three golden Fleur-de-Lys.

Leaving Oxford we travel on to Banbury", the goal of 
nursery-rhyme expeditions. The famous market croes 
has been restorecl lately, and the cskes, which most 
likelv were the ofaject of the cock-horse rides, may still 
be ottained in the oíd town.

From Banbury to Leamington is only a short joumey, 
and midway bétween the two atations lies Fenny 
Compton, with Fdge H ill five miles beynnd, where the 
first bátele was fought between the Roundhead and 
Royalist arraies. There haré been other and older 
confliets on this place, for a great horse cut in the 
turf comroemorates doubtless some pre-hiatoric victory. 
It seems as ¡f  the eohoes of warfare must linger^n the 
neighbourhood, for in an oíd pamphlet we read that on 
Christmas eTening. in the year 1642, a wonder appeared 
in the skies, ‘  Noyses of V'^ar and Battels being seen on 
Edge Ilill neere Ííeinton.’

Not far from Leamington the British Fosse Way 
croases Watling Street, the great Roman_ road that 
runa from Dover to the Irish Sea, along which CEesar’s 
legions once marched and waytarers of the lliddle Ages 
travelled with Unes of laden pack-horses or cumbruus 
waggoDs.

A t the point where the two oíd highways croes is said 
to be the centre of England, and an caVtree is asid to 
mark the exact spot.

i

ir'

A t Leamington the Great Western Railway turna 
sharply to the west, but if, instead of going on at once 
towaras Warwick, we continué our joumey northward, 
Ker.ilworth and Coventry are reached, two towns famous- 
in English bistory, whose records, full as they are of 
picturesque incident and splendid pageantry, seem to 
glow wiih colour like the pagva of some oíd úluminated 
missal.

A t Kenilworth the ruins of the castle still remain as- 
a witness of its former aplendour, but the great fortress 
was ruthlessly destroyed m Coramonwealth days, though 
it is stillpossibletorealisefromtheruinsa little of what 
Kenilworth must have been like when Dudley, Earl of 
Leicester, was its owner, and when Queen 'Elizabeth 
attended the famous reveis; or, in still earlier times, 
when the toumament was beld at which Eoger 
JIortimer challenged all comers and a hundred knights 
appeared in the lists.

Sil Walter Scott’s romanee has made Kenilworth 
well known to nuvel-readers, and it is interesting to 
identify the places where the different scenea of the 
story were enacted. The pleasaunce, Amy Robsart’s 
chamber, and the grotto in which she met the queen, 
are all pointed out by the guide who takes risitors over 
the ruina, but, in reaíity, it is doubtful whether hapless 
Amy ever saw Kenilworth, and she was eertainly dead 
befóte Eliiabetb's majestic progress took place. How- 
erer, it is nogreat matter if  we do fiud some differences- 
between bistory and fiction, for Scott,the Wizard of the 
North, has touched the oíd castle wiih his magic wand, 
and, to many of us, the events and the men and womea. 
of romance seem quite as real and quite as interesting as 
those of sober fact.

From Kenilworth we go to Coventry, a manufacturing 
town, whose ñame nowadays is cliiefly assoeiated with.

'.’ it

_ ^M arieJ'̂ ouse.
‘ '’ *“ ** \  /h/rces/!is¿roíüstro

...

S f f

.IfiOh& combe

A
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—from  London.
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.-ilks and ribbons or with bieldes and munitions of war. 
A  bus;-, commonplace town, no doubt, to passing 
travellers; but Covuntry hae a bistorv ivhicL tivals tbat 
of K-niiwortb itself, and mamories tbat streteb fai back 
mto tbe iniüty ages of li-gcnd and tradition. It was 
at Coyentry tbat tbe Saxon earl, Leofric, liv«l witb bis 
b^utiful Tvife; and we all know tbe story of how 
üodiva rodé tbroiigb tbe deserted streets of the ton-n 
dad only in ber flowing bair, iu order tbat tbe taxes 
with -wbich tbe people were oppressed migbt be 
repealed.

L iter in history preparations were made at Coventrv 
for tbe ‘  wager by battle ’ between Henry Bolingbroke 
and tbe Duke of Norfolk, and it raust bave been a brave 
show tbat was witnessed when the fufure King of 
England rodé into tbe lista on bis wbite courser, 
preceded by a Lerald and wearing robes of green and 
blue velvet, decorated wiih swans and antelopes of 
goldsmith'a work. Sbakes^re tells the storv in bis 
play, Ráhnrd I I ., and we know bow, at tbe íast mo- 
mem. King Klcbard stopped tbe conflíot and sent both 
combátante into esüe.

So mncb for history and legend. But comtnerce, too, 
has it-s romance, and it is interesting to leam tbat the 
woollen manufactury, by wbicb Coventry prospered 
daring tbe Cfteentb, sixteentli, and seventeentb centuries, 
originated in ancient Britisb dsys, whenrough clotb was 
woven at Coventry and coloured witb tbe blue dye wbicb 
bad been introduced into the district from Belglc Ciaul.

From Coventry we retrace our journey to Leaming- 
fon, and tben go on to Warwiek, aiiottíer picturesque 
town. and one of eren greater antiquitv tban Kenil- 
wortb nr Coventry, for it is aaid to have' been founded 
by tbe Britisb king. Cymbeline,

The castle standing above the river .Avon belongs to 
tbe Earls of Warvrick, and many famous men bave 
borne fbis title, since the davs wben the Champion, Guy, 
fougbt the Danés, slew tbe monster dun eow. and 
retumed in the disguise of a palmer from bis pilirrimage 
lo the Ilo ly  Land. *

And tben we go On to Stratford-on-Avon, a centre of 
modem pilgrimages, and explore the picturesque town 
wbere our gruatest English poet was bom and educated, 
and * e  oountry round, wbere he wandered as a ebild 
and gatbered pied daisies, violéis blue, silver-whité 
cuckoo flowers. and golden marsb-marigolds.

It is an enchanted land, tbis valley of the .Avon, and 
seems always to be peopled witb tbe men and women 
from tbe famous plavs. And eren wben Shakespeare 
lays bis scenes in foreign countries, we feel tbat we are 
not far away from borne; for Üphelia gatbered and dis- 
tributed the horaely blossoms of a Stratford garden, 
and quaint Warwickshire words often Cnd their wav 
into tile speeches of some great Italian lord or Ilomañ 
íold ier,

A ll the World was a stage to ^^■illiam Shakespeare, 
and his own home county furiiished him witb splendid 
back^ u nds and rich trappings for his dramas. Kenil- 
wortb was at tbe beight of its magnificence in those 
sixteenth-centurv davs. It was barelv a bundred years 
sincethe great King-maker fell at ÍJarnet, and there 
raust have been many stories of bis deeds and power 
told in Warwiek; and when the young poet jouroeved 
to Coventry, he doubtless met and taUted with men 
w l^ e  fathers had fo i«h t in the Wars of the Roses, and 
liad w-atebed Henry V i. and Queen Margaret ride into 
tbeir ‘ secret barbour.’ A . A. H kthley.

W H A T  T H E  O L E  B E L L  S A ID .

YOL' are quite right,’ said tbe oíd B ell; ‘  mv voiee 
is not very clear and musical now, becaúse one 

morning, wliile I  was caliing loudly from the school- 
house tower, sometbing weut wrong with my moutli, 
and ever since tben 1 have retired from oetii’e Service 
to spend the rest of my days in this oíd loft among the 
dust and spiders. Will you believe it. I  became quite 
fond of tbe children, and used to watcb them to and 
from sebool with much more interest than tbey ever 
imaginad. Years and years and years ago I  reniember 
two boys in particular. Tommy SIow was one and 
Billy Sharp was the other. Tbey were both good bovs, 
on the whole, but cliug and dongle as loudiy as I  migkt, 
I  could not make Tommv Slow get to sebool before I 
ceased to ring. Far oR ón ibe hill-top stood tbe house 
he lived in, and from the door of tbat house to the door 
of tbe sebool was quite a iong walk. Tommv Slow 
could see the scbool-house tower from his own window, 
and this was a pity; for if  be saw the dock  in the 
tower was pointing at ten to iiine, he always said “ I  
need not start yet, because sebool does not boffin till 
nine.”  °

‘ “ Tommv Slow, Tommy S lo w !”  I  cried. “  Y’ ou 
forget tbat it takes sorae time to walk down tbe bilí. 
Start at once, s ir ; start at once! ”  But not he.

‘ Nqw it was quite different witb Billv Sharp. He 
lived in the valley still farther away, an<J a long, long 
hill he bad to clim b; but up it he carne, tramp, trump, 
wbistling a eheerful tune, and was alwavs ready to sav 
“ I’ r ^ i i t ' ’ when his ñame was called. ’

• Now this sort of thing went on for two or tbree 
vears, and when the two boys left school, Slow WQ8 a 
long way iKjhind Sharp. Yet I am quíte sure Tomm7 
meant weli, and I  am sura he means well still. Look 
throngh tbe loft window, please. Do you see that fin" 
house among tbe trees on the bill-side ? Well tbat is 
wbere Mr. William Sharp Uves. See tbat poor ra.m 
walking along tbe road with a rake over his slioulder ‘  
That is Thomas Slow, and, ut»n mv word, be is late 
again in the barvest-field, for tbé rest are alreadv 
at Work.’ •’

‘ Now, listen to me,’ continued the oíd Bell after 
a pause, ‘ never put off starting for your work till the 
moment has come to begin. la  other words, wailt 
side by side witb Time instead of a step or two bebind 
bim. I f  that’s not sound advice, wbat is.®’

John- L e a .

C H I N N A .
B v Mus. H obakt-H ampdbn ,

Avthor a f ‘ The Sicret Valtty.' etc., etc. 
(Continued Irom page 211.)

C H A P T E ll S X l l .

1.,TOEa momeut Brian was surehis secret had been dis- 
covered; or. at least, tbat the sick man had wafebed 

him talking to Cbinna, and auspected he was the ktter's 
fnend. And Bnan struggled desperatelv to free bimaelf, 
but tbose clutcbing ütigers beld on until anotber 
of pain raade tbeir cUsp reUx, and, instsntlv, Brian 
startedYo run, but afeeble voioepursued him. ’ 

‘ Water,’ said tbe voiee. ‘ In torment I  perish. 
Water. Give me water, of thy pity.’
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Brían stopped irresoluM, his weight still poised on one 
foot, ready to nm on again. But there was such patn 
jn the calling Toice that, at last, slowly he wesit Leek. 
The 8Íck man was lying on hU side, and looked up wiih 
sunken, pleading eyes: ‘ Water,’ he repeated. ‘ Boy, 
gÍTe rae to drink, my mouth is as dry as is the dust of 
ihe TilJage Street.’

Still Brian hesitated. These people bad had no pity 
on Cbinna, It did not seem fair that one ainoiig tliem 
should now expect pity for himself. But the pain in 
the raan's face, his pleading expression, vanquished 
Brian soon, ‘ Where shatl I  get the water from ? ’ he 
asked.

And the sick mnn answered : ‘ Jfy house is vonder, 
the second from the p oo l; there is abiradance of water 
within.'

Brian darted off, and pushed open the door of the 
house the man had indicated. There was no one inside, 
but in one comer was a big heap of heddine, and beside 
this stood a great pot of water and a small brass bow!. 
Brian tipped some o f  the water from the pot into the 
bowl, spilling a good deal in bis exeitement, and then he 
went hack with the bowl to the man as quickly as he 
could manage to do so.

‘ May good fortune attend thee for this good deed,’ 
the man said, as he drank thirstily. ‘ Now, perchance, 
can I  reach my house. There can I  die in peace at 
least.’ And he began to crawl again slowly and paln- 
fully, while Brian tumed to run once mote, horrified to 
think of the time he had slready lost. He wae forced 
to go more slowly as be passed the pool, lest be should 
attract undue attention. The xillagers roight think ¡C 
quite natural that he should run from the near neigh- 
bourhood of the wizard, but they would expect him to 
cease running when he was safe amongst those who were 
about to punísh that wizard's evil de^s.

They were still undecided, he gathered, as to what 
forro thst punishment should take. But he Leard 
enough as be slipped by to make him certain that the 
tortures Mrs. Chinna had mentioned were only a few 
of those it was proposed now to emplof. And Brian 
heard a great tslk of a bamboo whicb he could not 
understand. But, when he joined the waiting three 
at last, Mrs. Chinea was soon able to expiain its 
meaning.

‘ It is with the bamboo they will kill him,’ she said, 
much inciined to be moumful agnin. ‘ Thus is it done. 
The bamboo is placed across the neck of the wizard, 
and then raen stand, several on eacb end, until they 
haxe squeezed the life from the throat. Alas, alas! for 
my man— the brare and the great. ITius will he 
perish.’

‘ No, he won’t,’ said Brian, with much determination,
‘ I  iierer saw euch a cowardly loC of people. I t  will 
be quite easy to make them run from us.' And he began 
to tell the stoiy of the sick man, and of those others 
who, in their fear, had refused him help. And he told, 
too, of poor Chinna, bound and gagged within the hat, 
but at least unharmed for the present.

‘ And now we’ll go and rescue him,’ Brian concltided.
‘ We'll go round by the back of the house, and elimb 
in throiigh the window, It’s only a wiudow-frame 
really, There was nogl.iss—nothing but a shutter, and 
the ¡ihutter was fastened back against the wall.’

Whiie Brvan had beon taiking they had all been 
moving in tbe direction of the anllage, and now they 
had reached tha edga of the pool, which was quite

desertad once more, as was also the platform beneatli 
the peepul-tree. The wliole popnlation had wiih- 
drawn to the village since Brian had passed that wav, 
and it was elear there was no time to be lost. I f  
Chinna were to be saxed, the saviug must be done 
quickly.

‘ Go,’ said Mrs. Chinna, sniffitig miserably. ‘ Go, and 
good luck go with you. I  will await yon here, for 1 
should but be a hiiidrance, and not a hélp, since, if the 
spirits are angry with my lord, must they not be angry 
with me, who am bis, also f  But I can watch the 
homewanl path, and thus know if any pasa aloug it to 
hlock our way later.’

And she squatted down on the ground with a heavy 
aigh, And she was much surpristíl when Nancy flung 
her arms round her neck and kissed her. 5Irs. Chinna 
had never been kisaed before, and she tliought the 
kissing very strange at first,but certainly rather pieasant. 
-4nd, tínally, she i<mt«d out her lips very far, and kissed 
Nancy with aresoundingsmack. It was just like thenoise 
a biiflalo makes as it withdraws its body from the mud 
of a wallow ; indeed. a buffalo, which had cunniiigly 
managed to escape from the herd-hovs, jumpeU up 
startled now. .^nd this made them all íaugh, and start 
in a cbeerful mood.

‘ W e’ll follow the buffalo,' said Brian, ‘ until we get 
cióse to the rHlage. W e can hear by the noise its feet 
make if  it's walking on firm or squashy ground, and so 
we’ll be able to keep out of the pool.’

And the three children followed closely as the great 
beast lumbered slowly tov. ards the viilage. And they 
found that after a little while their eyes grew accus- 
tomed to the darkness, so that they could see after 
a fashion. And, moreoeer, though there was no moon 
as yet, there were a million stars, very latge and elear. 
And on ahead were the lights of the rillage, and a big 
honfire had just been lit in the Street, and was fiaring up 
skv-high.

Tt was distinctly alarming, that bonfire, It seemed 
so probable it had been kindled for some special exil 
purpose, and its red glare glowed with a sinister 
threat. And dark figures moved constantly about it, 
intent it seeraed on some cruel work. But, at least, 
there were no souuds of rejoicing such as inight 
havB been expected if Chinna were .already disposed 
of, and the childrea pressed on, hoping resolutely for 
the best.

They were almost at (he entrance to the village Street 
now, and they crept round the first of the hnuses, 
along the back of each in tum. And soon they stood 
beneath the little window, and there they Laltéd for a 
moraent, listening to evesy sound. A  claraour of 
Toices rose from the village Street. There was a 
riistling as of a rising wind in tbe grass of the scrub

S igle beyond. But it seemed that no one was with 
inna. for all was quiet in the headman’s house.

‘ W s'll elimb up one by one,’ Brian whispered. ‘ I'll 
go fiist, and then Ftederick can come, and then 
Naocy.'

He put his hands on the little síll as be spoke, and 
began to pulí himself up. The window was small, but 
was big enough for any one of them to squeeze through. 
•Moreover,itwas so cióse to the grotind that onlyFrederiek 
would need help in reacbiug it. It all seemed platined 
speclally for their convenience.

{Continued on paga 230,]
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