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

(Coutlnu»d from p s f«  219.)

T í  O G E B  understood J u W  actions, althougli Uis 
J t  words were unintelligible; and as he followed 
his guide round some high bushes, and then down a 
eteep enibankment, he reaiised that the Freneh boy’s 
cowardíce had only been a trick, and that his sIimt) 
■wits, tc^ther with Toto’s prompt arrival upon the 
scene, had saved the dav.

There was a little -wóod at the bottom of the em- 
bankment, and the boya hid themselres until all dangtr 
of pureuit was at an end. Toto joined them in a few 
minutes, uone the worse for his adventure; and then, 
Laviiig eaten a good meal of biscuits and chocolates, 
Boughtoiis map was spread out on a smooth petch oí 
grasa and carefully studied.

Roger,whUe Juies was engaged in his encounter with 
the soldier, had noticed the ñame on the lamp in the 
Btation, and this ñame he soon discovered on the 
map, ‘ Uere we are,’ he pointed it out to Juies, and 
then traced a road which ran northwarda until it 
tumed aside and followed the course of a blue-marked 
river.

‘ The Meuse! '  After that it was an easy mntter to 
flnd St. Benis, and the boy felt that all his difficulties 
were at an end when he had measured distances with a 
hlade of giass, and proved that only twenty miles 
separated him from his goal.

Twenty miles! It was nothmg. He had walhed 
twenty miles a day when he was in Scotland last 
sutnmer. It would be easy to reaeh St. Denis to- 
night, and then to-morrow he and Val could set out on 
their retum jonrney.

Juies now took posseesion of the map, andafter some 
minutes’ eamest scrutiny planted a sun-bumtfore-finger 
on the ñame of a famous frontier fortress that was 
situated not very far from St. Benis itaelf. ‘  My brolhor 
is there,’ he explained, ‘ and I  go to join him. l ’ aiñ four- 
teen years oíd, a man almost, and when they flnd that 
they cannot send me Lome they will let me be a soldier, 
too, and fight for France with our Antón.’

Roger nodd^, although he only understood a few 
words of his friend’s speecli, and having found on the map 
the pointwhete their ways must part,thetwo boysset ott 
in high spirits across country.

It was noon by this time on a brilliant summer dav. 
but there seemed to be no signs of war or comirig 
danger as the wayfarets trudged on their way Ihrougli 
woods, ^ t  orchards where the apples were'ripening 
fields where already the com stoodhigh and golden os 
if  waiting for the reapers, and farms which looked as if 
they were deserted or asleep.

To any one who knew the country weíl, perhaps the 
utter peacetulneas and the absence of sound and move- 
ment would in tliemsclvee have been evil omens, for 
thesewere signs that the men had already been called 
away to take theirplaees in tlie great army. Itogerand 
Juies, however, noticed nothing atniss, and the two 
iwys laughed merrily together and made friends over 
their disjointed attempts at conversation, and over the 
late wild raspberries and early blackherries which they 
gathered in hedges and thickets.

■^ey stopped once for an hour to buv and eat bread, 
milk, and alaba of strong-flavoured cheese, at a lonely

inn whose solé inhabitant seemed to be a very deaf ola 
woman, and then they went on again, walkiiig steadiiy 
through the hot afternoon, until their gay spirits begau 
to flag a little, and even Toto lost sometHing of his im- 
pudent self-asíurance.

They halted again to rest on a wooded hill outside a 
large villsge, and had just flung themselves full-length 
on the grasa, when Juies suddenlv started and sat 
upright, hstening intently, with one íiand lifted and an 
ex^M Íon of e ^ r  excitement on his face. ‘ LaM ar- 
seillaise,’ he whispered, and iíoger, listening too, heai d 
the sound of music far away in the distance, but coming 
every moment nearer and nearer.

It was a military band— there was tbe lo ll o f drunis 
and the peal of trumpeta, ringing out clearly in the hot, 
still air, and it was playiiig what the Énglísh boy 
thought was the moet wonderful tune that he had ever 
heard— a tune that made him want to laugh and to cry, 
to march, to sing, to fight— perhaps even to die— all at 
the same time.

Julos leaned forward, shading his eyes, and then he 
pointed to where a thick eurtain of dust hung above a 
straight road and drifted over the fields on eithar side. 
Through the eddying cloud could be caught glimpses of 
red and of blue, o f the sleek brown coats of horses, and 
of flashing Steel and brass.

‘ Les soldats! Les soldáis!' Roger understood the 
shouted words, and withont heeitatkm the two bovs 
sprang to their feet and raced down the steep windiñg 
path that led to the village, reaching it just as the 
troops were beginning to pour into the market-place, 

Juies pushed his way sturdily through the crowd o f 
eager onlookers, and scrambled on to the stone brim of 
the drinking-fountain that stood in the centre of the 
square ; and Roger, all feara of discovery and capture 
foigotten in his excitement, followedaiid dambered luto 
a post of vaiitage at his friend’s sida.

I t  was a brave show, truly, and an inspiriting one 
that was witneased there in tbe Iwilliant sunshine of 
thst August aítemocn, for the market-pisce was- 
tliroDged from end to end with a great concourse of 
people: oíd men, women, boys, girls, and little children, 
many of them dressed ia holiday attire, and all wesring 
knots of tri-coloured ribbon fastened to coat, blouse 
or cap. * ’

The children had bunches of cottage flowers in their 
liands, or wared tiny flags, and the women aiso carried 
flowers, together with baskets of fruit and cakes, wbicli 
they had bjought as offerings to  the brave men who 
were on their way t'i the FrOTt.

The mayor of the village— it was, indeed, almost a 
smail town—stood on the steps of a huilding, above the- 
entrance of which hting a great red, white, and blue • 
banner. and near by were other ofiicials, the priest and 
some oíd soldiers, veterans of the war of 1870 one of 
whora had an empty eoat-sleeve pinned across his 
breast,

Flags, flowers, music, and bright sunshine ; it seemed 
at flrst sight, almost as if some merry festival were 
afoot, but the men all wore anxious faceos, ¿ e re  were 
teiOT in the wnmen’s «yes, and a white placará— the- 
notice of the general mobilisstion, which summoned the 
Sons of France to their country’s defencfe in this time of 
danger— was flxed to the wall o f the little hotel-de-ville, 
beneath the drooping tri-colour.

And then on they carne, the troops, a great procession 
of men, horses, and gims, and all alike were covered
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•with dust and decked with ga j aiinimiir flowers. The 
liand was stUl playing, and mingied with the sound of 
the martial music carne the clatter of hoofa on the 
round, alippery cobble-stones, and the ringing clatter of 
metal harneas and accoutrements. The soldicra Tvared 
their banda and shouted greeting to the -welcoming 
crowds and laughed gaily, their eyea and white teeth 
gleaming through the dust and grime that streahed 
their resolute, sunburnt faces.

A  halt of a few minutes was made, and tben the 
spectators am^ed forward, e ^ e r  to grasp the banda of 
the heroes, to presa gifta upon them, and to hang their 
fresh flowers—roees, stocks, poppies, and sweet-smelliiig 
mignonette—round tbe necks of the borsea and on the 
grim cannons, above the withering garlsnds of other 
villagea. The mayor spoke his formal worda of wel- 
come, little children were held up to he kiased, and 
pretty, dark-eyed girls pinned flowers into the soldiera’ 
tnnica. The women were sobbing openly now, but they 
did their best to bidé their grief and to sinile bravely 
through the wara.

Sorae of the officera dismounted and stood talking to 
the mayor, while the men mingied with the village folk, 
laughing and chatting ; but very soon the brief halt 
carne to an end and preparations for departure were 
made. When everything was ready, the band once 
more struck up the ‘ iTareeillaise,' and then the crowd, 
men and women alike, caught up the notes and aung the 
worda of the refrain.

It was the flrat time in his life that English R n ^ r 
had witnessed such a scene; it was the firat time that 
he had heard the great war-hymn of Trance, and now. 
carried away by enthusiaam, he took off his cap and 
waved it above his head.

‘ Hip, hip, hurrah ! ’ The olear young volee rang out 
in an unmistakable English cheer, and inatantiy the 
attention of the soldiera waa attracted. They thronged 
round the boy, talking, laughing, geaticulating, and 
shaking bis hand again and again. Roger, for hia part, 
was completely bewildered and not a little diamayed by 
thia sudden and quite uneipecte^plunge into ptmularity, 
for he knew nothing of the íuspense that had heíd 
Trance in ite grip during the anxioua days when she 
awaited the decisión of her ally, ñor of the unbounded 
relief that took its place when the news that England 
would be trae to her promiaes was fiashed through the 
length and breadtb of the laiid. To-day every English- 
man was a friend and a hero in Trance, and even Roger 
carne in for a share of hia nation's honour and glory.

' Vive I’Anffleterre I' ‘ Vive l ’Entente Cordisle!’  the 
cries were taken up by a hundred voicea, and, as the 
batteriea started on their way once more, the boy waa 
seizai in the brawny arras of a stalwart gunner and 
awung up on to one of the cannon, wbeie be *%t en- 
throned, blushing and srailíng amoug the fl gt and 
flowers with whicii it was decked.

It cannot be said that our hero enjoyed his strange 
erperience as he rodé in triumph out of the crowde.1 
market-place; but his shynesa and confusión reached 
8 climax when, at the outskirts of the village, he waa 
holsted down froni his perch and given a hearty kiss 
by 8 white-moustached, medal-bedécked ofBeer who 
1 cunad over thesíde of a military motor-car to bid him 
fareweU.

■ Now, what on earth did the oíd idiot want to do 
that fo r ? ’  Roger said to himself, as he stood alone 
in the middle of the road, watching the dust-cloud

that rose behlnd tbe departing batteries, and be waa ítill 
ruefully rubbing a sbamed, crimson cheek, when Jales, 
who, Iñippily, had not witnessed hia disgrace, ran up, 
panting and breatbiess, to rejoinhim.

‘ Ah, Roger, my friend, what an honour— what a dis- 
tinction! < Let me congratúlate thee!—let me embrace 
thee! ’ Julesadvanced with wide-open arras, and would 
eerlainly have suited the action to the words if the 
English boy had not hacked away from him with an 
expression of unmistakable rage and borrar on bis face.

Jales atared in amazement, and then Roger burat into 
a sudden peal of laugbter, ‘ G eew hizl’ he said, usíng 
an exclamatíou that he hadpicked upfrom Vankee Sam. 
‘ What a queer country Trance is, to be sure.’ 

(Continvsd onpoffi 238.)

S IM N E Ii S U N D A Y .

MO T H E R IN G  Sunday, aa the fourth Sunday in 
Lent Í8 sometímes called, gets its ñame from the 

lact that on that particular day servante used, in the oíd 
times, to  make a practice of spending a holiday at borne, 
generally taking with them some little pieseots for their 
párente.

These presenta often took the form of cakea, and to 
this day Simnel Cakes are sold in most of the north- 
country towns during the week preoeding the fourth 
Sunday in Lent. Very rich, spicy cakes these are: iuat 
aa delicious, no donbt, as they were in the long-ago days 
when Robert iierrick wrote ;

‘  r i l  to thee a Simnel bring,
'Gainst thou go a-mochering!’

Id some of the oldeat towns the custom is very eare- 
fully kept, and I  remember the peculiar richneas of the 
Shrewsbuxy Simnels of twenty-five -years ; the 
Shrewsbury Simnel, by the way, waa párticularly large, 
and in appearance unlike any of the Simnel cakea sold 
in other towns; when bought, the outaide cruat of the 
cake is quite as hard as wond: indeed, it used to be said 
that a certain lady who received a Shrewsbury Simnel 
as a present, took it for use aa a foot-atooi, being under 
tbe impreasion that such waa its use ! In shape the 
Shrewsbury Simnel ratber resembles a large omamented 
pork-pLe.

There are inany legenda aa to the origin of the ñame 
of the Simnel Cake, and amongst them is the sti'ry that 
they were firat baked by Eambert Simnel the Pretender 
but the Shrewsbury Simnel has a story all of its own.. 
Ic bappened, so the story runs, that an oíd couple of tbe 
townsfolk, Simón and Isell^ by ñame, were anxious to- 
prepare a feast for their children, who would be aure to 
visit them on Mothering Sunday. Being a careful pair, 
however, they made up their minds to use in the making 
of the cake some unleavened dougli whieh bappened to 
be in the hoiise, as it was the Lent season, alao the 
remains of their last Chriatmaa pudding, some of whicb 
was stiil stored away.

So far, 80 good, the oíd couple set to w ork ; but aoon 
a dispute aroae. Simón declared that the cake must be- 
boiled, while Nelly wished to bake it. So violently did 
they quarrel overtlie matter,thatat laatNelly rose from 
the stool on which she was aittingand flung it at Simón, 
when he, still more angrily, beát her firmly with the 
broora.

Ilappily, however, the thought of their children 
calmed the oíd people ■, they agrced to diSer is  opinión.
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A  PICTURE PUZZLE 
Robioson Ctusm:  Fiad Maji Friday.

B j-

*nd »t Nelly’s suggestico the cate w&s first boiled and 
then l*k «d ; the pot was puc on the tire, and Sm on fed 
the flamee with the broomstick and the broken etool!

Such a etrange cake— so the story runs— was the 
reeult of tbeir cookery as bad neret been eaen before; 
and s  new ñame was needed for it, therefote ¡ «o it was 
callad a Simoel—being the joint production o£ Simón 
and K elly! And so popular it was with the children 
oa arrital that the same recipe had to  be foUowed 
erery year.

A  copy of this quaint story used to be sold with each 
Simnel in the Shrewsbury sliops in ray childhood, and 
it is anun îDg enough to be told again to the boTS and 
girls of to-day, Ethel Talbot.

C O A L S  O P  P I R E .

I ’ M so glad you’re borne for the holidsys, Stan,’ 
said little Fio Leigh, tucking her haiuí througli 

her brother's arm. ‘ Such a horrid boy, called Tom 
l ’age, has come to live near ns. He chases me, and 
once be toiA my books from me and threw them orer a 
hedíe.’

‘  W hy docs he do it ? ’  aaked Stanley,
 ̂‘ Beeause he says I  knocked his sister dow^.’ Then, 

seeir^ the surprise on her brother's face, abe went on 
hurriedly; ‘ W e ran into each othei at a comea', and 
«he fe ll and bomped her head- It really wasn’t my 
fault any more than bers, and I said I  was sorry; but

He frightenathe next time I  met him he shook me. 
all the little girls.’

‘  Cad! ’ ejaculated Stanley. ‘ If I  catch him, III  jolly 
well teach him not to touch you again,’

Th&-two walked along the country lañe with the bull- 
dog, I^y , frisking at their heels, thoroughly enjoying 
the bright, frostv winter day.

‘ Look here, Fio, said Stanley, as they carne to  where 
the road divided, ' i f  you nm to iíisa Wilson’s with 
mother's note, I  will go to the library and come back 
here for you. Then we will tum off into the woods.’ 

Fio agreed, and they parted. Stanley waj kept rather 
a long time, and humed back, expectiug to find his 
sister tired of waiting. As he carne to the córner he saw 
her standing with her back against a waíl looking vety 
fnghtened, wiih a boy in front of her gripping her arms.

I l  did not require any one to tell him that this was 
Tom Page. In a second he had grasped him from 
behind, wrenched him from hla hold, and flung hira on 
bis back in the road. The dog, erer ready to hght his 
master’s battles, bared his teett and growled.

‘  Ilold Roy, F io ! ’ said Stanley, and then stood looking 
down at the prostrate figure. ‘ Now, you cad,’ he said, 
‘ get up and I'll give you the worst thrashing you’Te 
eyer had in your fife. I ’ll teach you to frighteo little 
girls ! ’ He doubled his fists and waited.

But Tom stayed where he was, remarking sullenly, 
‘ I  won’t get u p ! ’

Stanley looked nonplussed. It is impossible to thrash
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•'' Get up, and I'll give you tbe worst thrashing you ever had in your life.”

a fellow -who lies on his back— one cannot hit a man 
when he’s down; so after gazing at him for a minute he 
turned awav. ‘ Come on, Fio. The chap's a coward 
and a buUT.’

:They had only gone a few yards when Tom sprang to 
his feét, shoutÍDg, ‘  Wait tiíl you go hsck to achool!

I t l l  be my tura then!’ He picked up a atone aa he 
apoke and fiung ¡t. Unfortunstely, Stanley, glancing 
round, received it full on hia forelicad. With a yell of 
deriaive laughter Tora turned and fled.

‘ Oh, Stan! ’ aobbed Flc^ as a large lumn aroae and 
began rapidly to tura black, ‘ ia it -?ery badr'
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After the first stinging piün was over, StanUv laughed 
reasauringlv. ‘ Don’t botier, Kiddie. Let’s ¿o to the 
stream and bathe i t ’

Fortunateiv the water was not frozen, and Fio sopped 
iier h&ndkerciuef &nd applied it to the braise again and 
Agaín.

' rhere, it’s ever so much better now. Boys don’t 
think anythiiig of bruises,’ he said, earelesely.

They contímied their walk, flinging stones for Roy to 
Chase and thoroughly enjoying themselves.

Dusk soon began to fail, however, and as they carne 
out of the tvood Stanley asked, • Shall we go Lome by 
the Ligh road or by tLe Jane P *

' I  wonder where Tom is ? ’ said Fio, nervously. ‘ Did 
yon hear what he said, Stan ? '

‘ Yes, 1 did i but don’t bother, Fio. I  shall be at 
home for five weeks. A  lot of tbings may happen in 
that time. Suppose we ¿o  by the lañe ? ’

They had waiked some distaoce when thev heard a 
voice on the field-path the other side of the he'dge. R o  
clutched her brother’s arm.
. * It's hiin !' she whispered.

* IZush! ’ replied Stanley, * There’s some one el se, too. 
Listen í ’
< < ^ p / *ie second voice began.

I  know yon have soma money in your pocket, because
J. followed you from the ahope. Hand it out, or else____ ! ’
A  pause left the hearers to imagine what would happen 
ir he were disobeyed.

‘ Oh, Stan, let’s go ! Fm frightened!’ sobbed Fio 
under her breath.

• ait! I  can’t  leave the chap in trouble, even if he 
IS a cad. W e’re all right. W e have Rov, you know 
Keep cióse to me.’

Pwring through the hedge, he saw Tora miserably 
hand out a purse. He waited no longer, but, taking a 
íirm gnp of Roy’a collar, pushed hia way through a eap 
and conironted the maa ® ^

‘ Give that purse up ¡ ’ he commanded.
The tramp tumed wilh uplifted fíat, but the sight of 

Rov 8 bared fangs and bristling hair stopped him.
it up at once or I  will let the dog loose!’ 

repeated Stanley. By thU time Roy, who had eridently 
taken a dislike t<j the atranger; waa stand ing on 
bis huid lega, growling TÍciously and straíning to get 
iree«

‘ iíake baste! I  can’t hold him mucb longer' ’
With a snarl o f rage the man flung tbe purse down 

and took to his heels.
*  minute Stanley waited, then teleaaed the 

animal. ‘ To 'heel, Roy ! he said sharply, and without 
another word tbe three lamed away.

In the lañe he put bis arm round his little aiafet’s 
shou dera. ‘ Don't cry, Kiddie! I ’m ao aony I But we 
■couldn t leave the chap, could we ? ’

They hurried ¿long in the gatheriog gloom, till 
suddenly they heard running steps and a voice ahouting,
' Leigh, I want to apeak to you ! ’

Stanley tumed and faced hia enemv, with the dog in 
tetween. Tom reddened slowly as he saw the larue 
discoloured bruisí?. ®

‘ Fm sorry I  hit you, Leigh,’  he began.
‘ That’s notbing! ’ said Stanley, sharply.
' I  m sorry I frightened yoor little sister, too,’  went 

on the miserable voice. ' I  won't do it again. I deserve 
a thrashnig.

Stanley tried to hide a smile as he looked at the

dejected figure, and tbought that on the whole Tom 
had had rather a hot time of it that aftemoon.

‘ W e will let you off this time,’ he said at length, 
ofEering hia hand. ‘ You’d better walk with ua till we 
get to the high road; it will be safer.’

Tom grasped it eagerly. ‘ Thanbg aw fullv! ' he said
‘ You've been a bricf to me.’ C. E. Th o so eb .

W H A T  H A P P E lfE D  N E X T .
A T  happened nest to Miss Goldilocks ?__

'  '  She soon got over her terrible shocks 
A t the sight of the Besra in that house in the Wood, 
And made friends with tiem all as a wise girl should!

"What happened next to the Sleeping Beauty ?—
When she’d  mairied the Frince then she made it her 

duty
To send for a spinning-wheel and to begiu 
To teach all the villager-children to spin !

What happened aest to poor Cinderella ?__
Her handsome Prince waa a eharming fellow.
And they lived ¡n a Palace all m ^ e  of pearls,
And were ever ao kind to all poor little girls !

What happened next to all o f the ofhers__
Tbe sad little sisters, and cruel atep-mothera ?—
W hy, they made up their quarrels with kissea and 

laughter.
And all lived quite happy for evermore after!

E th k l  Talbo t .

C H I N N A .
B y  M b S. H oB A B T -IlA M P D E tV ,

A u th or  o f  ' r a e  S eeret ValU v.' etc., etc. 
(Continuad from paga 223.)

CHAPTEB XXIII,

IT was very dark inside the hut, and Brian etayed for a 
moment with one kneeon thewindow-sill and called 

‘ Chinna ! ’ very softlv, partly in the hope that Chinna 
migbt have succeeded by this time in dislodging tbe gag 
fnim his moutb, partly to let the little man W w  it w S  
his friends who had come. There wa.s no answer save a 
thud frqra the floor, which seemed lo  prove that Chinna 
was still slive, and Brian tumed to let himself drop 
backwarda into the room. Then, suddenly, he swiing 
round, and subsided instead between Nancy aod F r ¿  
deriok, for the door of the hut was opening alowlv, and 
faces, half fearful, whoily angry, very maliciousl were 
peering through the opening,

Brian still held on to the window-aill, and, bv stand- 
ing on tiptoe, he found he could look into the hut 
>ancy could see in also over Brian’s shoulder and 
they watohed very anxiouslv fot what should happen 
ne.vt, l-Yederick could oniv listen, which was uncom- 
fortable but rather less frightening, becanse the faces 
of the peqple in the hut -were so Aeree and threaten- 
ing that it was by no meaos consoling to  be able to 
watch them.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



Xo. XXIX. C I I A T T E R B O X . 231

The door wa? wide open by this tiae, and, over the 
heads of tbote who crowded through and round it. 
glared the red flames of the bonfire in the Street. And 
there was thus sufficient ligbt to show the figure of 
Chiniia Ijing huddled nnd bound upon the floor in the 
furihermost comer.

There was a curious silence in the hut at first, as if 
those who had entered were afraid to apeak. Tiieir 
leaders were the grey-bearded elders, who were probably 
quite well-meaning peopJe, who believed Ihey were 
about to do their duty m puoLshing a dangerous sor- 
cerer. But Naiicv and Brian could think of them only 
as Chinna’s enemies, and Brian yeamed to ioose an 
arrow at the grnup. ' I ’d like to make them jump, any- 
way,’ he thougbt, revengelully. .\nd he felt yet more 
indignant as une of the men carne forward and kicked 
Chinnadeliberately.

‘ Arise, wizard,’ the villager commanded. ‘ The time 
of thy trial has come. Stand up, then, in the presence 
o f  thine accusers,’

But poor Chinna could not núse bimself, so tightly 
were his feet bound together, and at last two of the men 
propped him up ^ainsi ihe house wall. They touched 
him as if they thought he was made of gunpowder, 
and might eiplode at any rooment. And, flnally, they 
loosened the ende of the gag, and pulled the bit of 
stuff out of his mouth. And instantly Chinna called, 
defiantly, ‘ Ih ave done you no wrong. I f  ye torture 
me barra wiU surely be'fall you, eince I am alt<^ther 
innocent of evil. 'those who are my friends will come 
to my aid.’

The people in the hut looked somewhat nneasily at 
each other as Chinna spoke, and then tbeir spokeaman 
answered in a voice he plainly tried to make as scomful 
as possible, ‘ The priest of our temple bids us puniah 
vou. And he has promised that we shall take no hurt 
iherefrom.’

‘ Then be has made a promise he cannot keep,’ Raid 
Chinna, stoutly, ‘ The priest Í8 jealous. l ie  wisbes 
to rid himaelf o f  me that he may have tho more 
offeriugs.’

This atgument seemed to make something of aa ím- 
pression on ihe audience, and the crowd gaped, open* 
raouthed, as Chinna went on : ‘ Also your priest has 
command only of the spirits of the house and of tlie 
fleld. W ho but I  can help you against the thinga of the 
wild ? W ho shall fight the striped ones for you, more- 
ovPT. if  I  be not there to do it ?

‘ Then, if thou art so poweríul, wbv dost thou not 
tight against the sickness and deteat i t ’  asked a sullen 
voice from the background, and a man pushed his way 
to the froiit. He was dressed in the saffron-coloured 
garments of a Hindú priest, and was plainly the rival of 
which mention had béen made. ‘  There is no talk of 
striped ones now. i'ight the sickness,’ he repeated, 
‘ thou who didst send it hither.'

The words seemed to set a match to the anger of the 
crowd and, at once, it flared up, murder-high. There 
was an ugly rush towards Chinna, and hands were out- 
stretched to seise him, but the priest waved these 
would-be captors back, and stood in front of his victim. 
' Let those who accuse this man stand forth, One by one,’ 
he said, ‘ that all may be done in due order.' And, one 
Iw one, tUey carne. The man who had met Chinna on 
tííe island, and who spoke of how frighteued the wiaard 
had seem ^ when he heardof the sickness in the village ; 
how reluctant to come and charra it away. The men

wbn had witnessed bis anger when the reward had been 
witbbeld. The owner of the kid, to whom the little 
beast had retumed bleating in the night. Each in tum, 
thev added tlieir testimony, until the case looked black 
against the little hunter. S ot one among the crowd but 
believed him whoíly guilty. Not one but shouted eager 
approval when the priest cried fiercely; ‘ Bring the 
instruments of torture. W e have beard enougb. His 
guilt is clear in the eyes of all men.'

‘ Quick, Brian, quick. W e must get through the 
window now,’ Nancy whispered, carrted away by ex- 
citeraent.

But, before the children could move, Chinna’s voice 
rang out agsin bravelv, and by ita sheer courage beld 
his enemies at hay: ‘  Have ye so sooii forgotten all that 
I  have done for you ? Did I  not risk my life to save 
you from the striped one ? Hitherto has the sickness 
Wen too stTong for me, indeed, but now I have remem- 
bered a spell which shall surely make me master.’

He seemed so certain of his own power that once 
more he regained something of his oíd control over the 
fickle crowd. Eren the priest listened attentively, for, 
though he much wished to get rid of Chinna, yet he was 
Btill more afraid of the sickness, and thought that he, 
himself, might die of it. And, though torture might 
make the wizard work this new spell in any case, an í it 
would be most amusing to apply it, stiíl, this was 
plainly a stubbom little sorcerer who might not yield 
to torture even. And, thinking thus, the priest said 
sulkily: ‘ Weave thy spell, then, evil one. This chance, 
and this chance only, shall be given tbee.'

‘ I  must weave my spell alone,’ said Chinna. ‘ ’That 
which shall appear to me no eyes but mine must see. 
The voice which shall speak to me no ears hut mine 
must hear. Go ye sil without, and, when I am ready,
I  will cali. But first loosen ray harids and my feet, for 
bound, I  cannot work the spell properly.'

But to this the priest would not consent. Indeed, it» 
appeared to make him suspicious agein, and he glanced 
at the little window and measured its size with bis eye, 
and calculated that there was room for Chinna to

gueeze through. .\nd he answered, frowning: ‘ Bound 
ou shalt work thy spell, or not at all. Bid thy spirits 

loosen thy bonds fór thee. I f  they be as powerful aa , 
thou wouldest have ua believe, so small a task will not 
be beyond their strength.’

He turned to the crowd now, and waved them through 
the doorway towards the Street oulside.

‘  X  few minutes are thine, wizard,’ he announced, ‘ in 
which to make ready. Then we shall return, and woe 
betide tbee if once again thou hast played us false.'

‘ But the sickness will not depart on the moment,’ 
Chinna n ^ d .  ‘ Thou knoweat that such is not its 
custom. Gire me, then, till the moming at least.’

‘ Thou shalt have the time that I  have said, and no 
more. I f  this spell be more powerful than any other, 
tlien can ib work more quickly,’ tbe priest answen-d. 
And then he thought of a new test. ‘  There is a mim,’ 
he went on, ‘  one of those who were set to gusrd thy 
door, and who is newly smitlen with the sickness. W e 
will go fetch him hither, and thou shalt cure him in our 
presence.’

And the crowd echoed : ‘ Yes, yes! That is well said. 
W e bring the man. Make ready, sorcerer.’ .\nd, in 
another moment. the hut was empty. The door had 
closed again, and all was dark.

{Conlimitd on pagt 234.)
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