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C H I M N A .
By Mrs. H obabi-IIampuen,

Author of -The Secret VaUey: etc., etc. 
(Contlnned from pagw 23i.)

CHAPTEU ssiv .
1  \  I R E C T L  Y  the «loor w as closed, the children carne 
±J acramblinff ¡nto tke íiu t one a fter anoibcr, in the 
order B rian  liad ptanned, draggíiig th e skins a fter tbem. 
A n d  Chmna, w lio coiilrl see the srnáll /igures plainiv 
Hgainst ihe sta r lit night, sighed w ith  relief. A n d  wheñ 
Le íiioke, his brave volee ahook a  little  aa neTer had ¡t 
sLaken in the presence o f bis enemieB.

‘  Y'e Lave come,’ be said. ‘ Tbere ivere moments wLen 
I  feared tbat, after all, ye might besitate. I t  la so easv 
wben ill-luck Btrikes a man for all to íall anay from 
bim. And already, 16 seemed, I  felt the nain of the Lot 
irons, the amart o í the pepper, the bainbw choking my 
breath. It is no death for a man to dle, that—the death 
of a tbing in a trap,’

A lread y B rian ’s little  axo was at w o rk  on h is bonds, 
and m  another moment C binna was free,an d h is cheerful 

»eenied to  take fo r granted th at now  the 
children had come all w ould be w ell, w hich ivas ex- 
trem ely reaasuring. A n d  Brian and Frederiek wrapped 
the akms around them a s n ea tly  ae th ey  eould in  the 
darkened hut ¡ and m eanwhile N an cy explained to 
th in n a  ju st w h at th ey  m eant to  do. S h e and B rian  
had planned it  a l l  out v ery  carefuUy on the w ay  from  
th e forest to tb e  vilU ge.

‘ W e  w ill stand a  l it t le  to  oue side o f  yon,’ said 
X a n cT ; and, w hen the door opena, you m ust point to 
n s and say nothing at all, and l^ll do the talking, because 
tb a t w ill  su ^ rise  them most.’

A n d  she rehearsed to  herself tne litt le  speech 51rs. 
Chm na had taught her, and added a  few  more sentences. 
hh e fe lt  as i f  th ey  were dressin g-uptoactcharades. So 
intent w ere th ey  a ll on rescuingC hinna, that as v et thev 
scarcely had tim e to feel afraid on tb eir ow n account

B u t  th eirpreparations w ere soon completed, and a lill 
th e euem y lingeted. There w as noise iii p lentv from  tbe 
Tillage Street, but th e door reinained unopened. A n d  it 
•was then th at fear crept cloee to the children, and for 
the first tim e they fu lly  realised that, n ot only m ight 
th ey  fa il to save Chm na, but th at thev m ight them selves 
^  m  danger from  his eneraies. W o ild  it not bave heen 
better, th ey  wondered, m erely to have eu t Chiiina’s bonds 
and then to haveescaped w ith  him through the -window ? 
B u t  th ey  eould n ot haveguessed th at the v illagers would 
te  80 lon g m  retum ing, and auch an escape ivould have 
been useless w ithout a considerable start. T h e little  
p a rty  must soon have been overtakeu and captured, and 
w ould lla ve  been robbed o f  such advantage as the 
present situation gave tbem . Some suclT  tlioughts 
p ^ sed  now through N ancy’s mind and through B riS n s, 
w ju le  Frederiek was fnghtened because th e olhers were 
fn g h te ii.^ , but w ithout quite know ing w hv. Chinna 
■ was the l.« s t  uneasy o f  the four : pai'tly beca'use he -was ' 
80 much pleased a t  the io y a lty  the children had shown ' 
p n n lv  because he w as v e ry  busy listenin g to a ll  the ! 
soimds o f tbe n ight, w bich carne drifting in  through the 
OMU wm dow , as w e ll as to a ll the sounds o f the v illage. ! 
l l ia  quiek ears separated one from  another as sk ilfu l 
hiigore sepárate th e tangled threads o f a  skein.

Ihere is something moving outside,’ Chinna begnn. I

‘ Something large and heavy. First it comes cióse, and 
tlum for a é<hort space it slinkstway, and agaia retums,’ 

The children listened, hut eould not deteot the move- 
ment of wbich Chinna spoke. They had not hisdelicacy 
of perception yet, thoiigb it was wonderful hciw thei'r 
hearing had improved in the last few days.

‘ It might be the biiffalo,' Brian suggested, ‘ I t  did 
turn towards the village Street, but it may bave followed 
US afferwards. tliinking we were herd-boys, perhaps,’

' It is not the footstepe of a buffalo that I Lear,’ Chinna 
asserted. And then he eeased speaking suddenly as the 
latch of the door rattled. In an instant the children had 
grouped themselves a little to his right, Nancy in the 
middle, and Brian and Frederiek on either side of her.

Slowly, very slowly, the door opened, and the light 
of the llames flickered in once more, and weirdlv 
illumined the curious little group. Most straiige indeeS 
the children looked, so strange that thev eould almost 
have been afraid of themselves. The snal¡e-akin, which 
was wrapped round Frederiek, shimmered and glim- 
mered until, through its uiidulating folds, a snake-life 
e«m ed to flow, In bold stripes of orange and sil ver the 
tiger-akin threatened and deñed. And Xanoy was so 
palé with excitement that her face was paper-white, 

Slowly the door opened, and there peeped round it, 
not the erowd they -were all expecting, but the face of a 
little inquisitive boy. l ie  had been ch a lle n ^  bw his 
cqmradea to look at the wizard while his elders were 
still at the house of the sick man, who firmly refused to 
be moved into the deadly presence of the Boreerer.

One glance tbe little boy gave, and followed that 
glance with a yell—a yell so utterly piercing that it 
brought the whole population of the village, helter 
skeiter, to his aid. He was too friglitened to run away, 
but remamed in the doorway as if lie were frozen to the 
spot, while the yell poured from his throat as though 
he had breath enough in reserve to go on for ever. And 
the erowd, which rapidly collected round him, began to 
yell aUo as they, too, caiight sight of the strange shapes 
withm the hut.'until Chmna opened his mouth to speab, 
and a frightened silence ensued.

(Continuad on page 347.)

P R Ü IT S  F R O Id ACROSS T H E  SEAS.
I.-THK ORAN-GE.

/ 1 R E A T  B R IT A IX  is well off for home-grown 
fruit, but there are many otber fruits which -we 

get from overseas, tíon» of them we can purchase at 
our fruiterers, but others we nerer obtain in Üidr fresh 
State—we only meet them sometimes amone candied 
fruits which bave been sent from abroad. People who 
have travelled much, or who have lived in foreign lanUs 
Bspecially the tropics, tell us that we, at borne here do 
not know the real flavour of an orange, or a pifieaiinle 
or of many other fruits! You see, fn order that thes¿ 
fruits Bhould am ve here npe, they are packed zenrípe, 
ajid a fruit which has ripened in a packing-case cannot 
te as teautiful m  one ripened in its natural element and 
on Its tree or bush. Then again, there are heaps of foreig-u 
fruits which w illnot travel in tbeir fresh ^ t e  at a l l» 
Imagine what would be the resuU if you tried to pack 
raspberries or mulberries, and they had to remain in 
their packmg for weeks ! W hy, fhese fruits rot wlien 
they bave been gathered two or tbree days! Since our
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vessels have been suppliedwith tlie wonderful refrigerar 
tois wbich tLeycarry, merchant.s have been able to bring 
over specimens, but stlll tbese have to be eaten soou 
after they are removed írom the coid storage, or they go 
bad. And eren theu we cannot experience their true 
flavour.

I  have had, froni time to time, the opportunity of 
tastiug many overseas fruits, as a friend o f  mine, a sea 
captain, bringa them over. Ás bis ship comes into dock

;mte near to my home, be often brings me specimens.
shall start by giving yoa someaccountoí the overseas 

fruits which are met m English shopa, for I  daré 
vou do not really know so very much about them. It 
s8 a curious fact tbat we are often very ignorant 
about things which are quite common to us.

I  suppose the most common are the members ol the 
orange family, viz,, the orsnge and the lemon.

W e will take the Orange (Ciírtu aurantium) as our 
•example; the history of all the others of tliis family is 
much the same. The orange was originally a native of 
Asia; it was introduced into Europe by the Portuguese 
about 1547. You will remember that the Portuguese 
■were great expiorers and were very keen about spices, 
so naturally they were interested in oranges. Also 
thev found that they would actually grow in the south 
of iiurope, and so tkey instituted ‘ Orange groves/ and 
thev have Bourished quite well ever since.

There are a tremendous number of varieties. We 
hardly realise thia at first sight, but even in our shopa we 
•get such kindsasthe Seville oraDges,whichare laigeand 
very bitter—we use them you khow for marmalade. 
TLen there are Tangerina and the Mandarín, little flat 
fellows, with very thin skins, and a very penetrating 
soent- Tbese at Christmas we see in our shops, tempt- 
sngly packed in boxea decorated with tinsel fringes and 
rosettea. Then again, there aretheMaltese Biood Oranges, 
-fruits in which the pulps are streaked with dark red. 
Otber varieties vary in shape, colour, and tlúekness of 
akin, hut there ia not much interest for you in a string 
« f  namea of varieties, so I  w ill go on to describe the 
tree iteelf.

Xow, have you ever tried to grow a little orange-tree ? 
í t  ia quite easy if you have a greenhouse where ^ou can 
place it away from the possibility of frost. Y oujust 
plant a pip or two in a pot with a little good soil and 
they will grow quite easily. I f  you try it, you will thua 
be able to verify many of the details which I  shall now 
describe to you.

In fig. 1, I  show you a apray of orange blossom 
drawn from a small plant grown by a floriet in the 
neighbourhood. The leaves are evergreen and have a 
peculiar winged stalk which is jointed to the leaf, Tliia 
vou can see plainly at A. I f  you have a plant of orange, 
and do not keep it watered, the leaves will fall off, 
and, instead of jiv in g  way at the mala stem, they breafc 
at the joint. This winged leaf-stalk and tbe joint will 
help yon to know a quite young orangd plant with only 
a leal or two, so remember tbis, and look out for it.

The leaves are of a clear green and very shiny; the 
voung ones are very palé in colour. The flowers are 
wbite, sometimea tinged on tbe baeks of the petáis 
with bluish purple. There are five fleshy petáis; the 
sepáis are mere points round a woody disc. The 
stsmens have flattened filaments, sometimes beipg split 
Bt the top and carrying more than one anther. A t 
fig. 2 ,1 show you an enlai^ed section of a flower and 
also a single stamen of the form I describe. You see

the pistilhas around ‘ ovary ' (oraeed vessel), and a short 
' style ’ on which is o single stigms. The part which 
will be the orange is theovary. Xow, if you again refer 
to tig. I  (b) you will see there are several flowers which 
have lost their petáis and stamen?. This is the íirst 
Btage in the development of the orange- The orange is 
green at first, a very vivid emcrald green toa  As it 
grows. the stigma disappears, leaving only a scar (or 
' eup ’ where the fruit rests), but the calyx lasta on, and 
is the little dry disc you fiiid on your orange. A t b , in 
fig. 1, you have an orange which has begun to develop, 
but it is at tbat size still green. Later, of course, it 
gradually tums yellow, and finally takes on that 
particular shade of yellow which we cali ‘  orange ’ (it 
is the fruit which has given the ñame to  the shade). 
One great peculiarity of the tree is the fact that on a 
moderate-sized hranch you will, at the same time, find 
buds, flowers, and fruits in all degrees of ripeness.

X ow  you will think it strange,! suppose, when I tell 
you that tbe rigbt térra for the fruit is a ‘  berry ’ : but 
such is the case. The structure of the orange ia a little 
peculiar: you know when you have removed the outer 
skin you can divide the fruit into what we cali 
‘ quarters’ ; but this is a wrong ñame really, as the 
divisions are many more than four (fig. S). Each of 
theae divisions are oovered with a thin skin and endose 
generally a pip or two and hundreds of tiny baga of juice. 
llave you ever noticed this last fact? These bags are 
formad by a large number of hairy outgrowths from the 
inner wall o f the ‘ quarter.’ I f  you very carefully take 
off the outer skin from a ‘ quarter/ you can separata out 
these little bags of juice. In fig. 4 you can observe the 
arrangement of the ‘ bags.’ It is au interesting thing 
to d o ! The ‘ pipe’ are, o f course, the seeds. üil is 
extiacted from the outer rind of the orange which is of 
considerable valué in medicine.

Oranges are grown in ‘ groves ’—that is, in rows which 
are far apart, giving them plenty of room to spread ou t: 
the wider the branches spread, the more fruit they carry.

For exportation they are gathered untiw, and, as you 
no doubt know, they come to us packed in boxes. A  
friend once told rae that when you have once tasted an 
orange which has been gathered, ripe, straight from the 
tree, you never again want lo eat the poor things we get 
here! W ell, that is all very well, but we cannot all go 
to the home of the orange ¿nd have this experience, so 
we must be thankful for small mercies in the shape of a 
very luscious and favourite fruit.

Of course, during war, we do not see so many oranges 
about, becanse the room they occupy in our ships is more 
valuable to us for other merehandise ; but I  read that in 
190-5 the valué of the oranges brought into Great Britain 
was about 1,949,496f.!

The next most important member of tbe Citrus family 
is the Lemon [Citru» ¡imoniím). Its chief differences 
from tbe orange are that it is seldom sweet, is ligliter in 
colour (again it gives a ñame to a colour, viz. ‘ lemon 
yellow ’), and it is longer and has a point (fig. 6). Its 
life history is much the same. It does not grow to be 
80 large as an orange-tree, and is a ihorny bush about 
twelve feet bigh. There are a number of varieties, many 
of which are used for flavoiiring and in medicine.

Then there is the Citrón (Ctfcus medica). This fruit 
is similar to the lemon, but larger and with a thicker rind, 
It is the skin of the fruit which we have. candied, and 
use' in cooking. There ia also the Shaddock (Cífr-ns 
deeu7nana), which is a larger tree than the orange, bears
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larger fruita and flowers, and the scent of the flowers is 
more penetrating. Kig. 6 shows a leaf of this tree, wbich 
n-ill be seen to have a notcUed tip. The fruit is rerr
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nearly spberical in sbspe and of a lemon colour. It  is 
sometimes called Grape Prnit, because ie is tb o u ^ t to 
baTS a flaroui of grape. It is one of many frnits wbich 
haré been declarea to bare been tbe Porbidden Pruit of 
the Garden of Edén.

The Lime fruit, too, is a similar and raluable fruit.

but is not nearly so well bnown in England as other 
varieties.

Tbis, I  think, covers tbe Orange family fnlly enough, 
tbough yon may often read of local rarieties wbich 1 do 
not mention. E. M. Bablow.

T H E  G O L D E N  BOOB:.

al I I E  French Government is said to be eompiling a 
‘  Golden Book,’ all about tbe brave work of tbose 

boya and gírls wbo, during ihe wat, have been trvingto 
£11 tbe places of their absent fathrrs. One of the sturies 
in tbis t«>ok will be tbat of Robert Pigal, a lad aged 
fourteen. He, when bis futher bad gone to tbe front, 
tried hard to manage a farm of one hundred and sixty 
acres.

But bis motber died. and liobert was leít abso- 
lutely alone. He found it imposaibfe to do all tie  
work of the farm himself. It was eqnally impossible
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“ From behind a kaj'stack came a smaU fignre witli a anolUn {ace.”

to hire any one t«  belp bim. 80 at last tbe sensible boy I Robert bad sene bis lettoi, a litüe band of soldien rodé 
wTote u> tbe eommandant of tfae milítary depdta at up the lañe leadingto tbe farra, and knockedM tbe door 
Errenx, teüing of bis sad p li^ b  and ssWng tbat some I 01 Ihs emptv houee.
soldiers raigbt be sent to bis assiatanae. The day after | ‘ Robert l^igal! ’ tbe commanding officer called out.
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' Ilere I  am ! ’ roplied a rather weak voice, and from 
behind a haystaclt carne a smali fiĝ ure with a swoilen 
face. Pcwr liobert liad tlie tootbache, and had bandaged 
his cheek with a handkerchief.

The offieer apoke to bim very kindly. ‘  You are just 
tired out, my brave boy,’ he satd; ‘ what you need is 
a doctor, and a wotuan in the house to look after you. 
W hodoes your cooking ? ’

‘ 1 do it myaeif, sir,’ auswered liobert.
And then, because he was so 'very, very tired, he eould 

not help crying. Biit his troubles were over. Ilis 
affairs were put in order ¡ he was helped out ot his 
diíBculties. The IVefect wrote bim a letter, praising 
bis pluck and perseverance, and, as we ha ve already seen, 
the ñame of Kobert Pigall Bas been placed on the 
• golden ' list.

T A I R Y  G IiO V B S .

IF  you -would see a fairy hall,
Go, pick sotne foxgloves, mauve or white 

(Not for yourself, becattóe they'd be 
A  fairy’s eiie, and much toó tight).

The Littie Folk in robes of State,
Will welcome yon with open atms;

Siieh dainty gifts, and useful, to o !
Are worth all other fairy ebarms.

The mauve are for the elfln boys ;
The white are liked by fairy girls,

And both will Lave more valué, far,
I f  edged with glistening dewdrop pearls!

And now you guess why Mr. Fox 
Will never wear such pretty gloves:

He knows quite well, like you or I,
T is those a littie fairy loves.

I. E. OSBOBNE.

W A N D E R E R S  IN  T H E  W A R .
B y  a . a . H ethley.

(Continned from paga 227.)
CHAPTEB VII.

VA L  was beginning to wonder whether she would 
ever get home at all.

First there had bevg the sprained ankle, whieh, 
although it had not been a very bad sprain, had pre- 
veuted her from traveliing home with the other 
Engliah pupih in July. and then, when Frñulein Heinz 
went to the station to inquire about times and trabs, it 
appeared tbat there were difflcuities of some sort, and 
that it would be inadvisable to think of starting on a 
long joumey for at leaat a week.

^ o  one seemed to know exactly what was the 
trouble with the traína, and there was nobody to ask, 
Madame Martin, the head-mistress, had gone to 
Switzerland on the first day of the holidays, and the 
other govemessea had all Sispersed to their various 
homes. Ünly Ftaulein Ileinz, the young Germán 
teacher, was left, and she did nothing hut grunt and 
^ k e  her head vaguely when she was asked questions. 
To tell the triith, Friulein was not in a verv good 
temper just then, for she had wanted to leáve for

London, where she was to spend a month, with the 
party of English girls, and had seemed very much 
annoyed when the unfortunate sprained ankle made 
other arrangements necessary.

‘ Miss Smith cannot possibly stay on,' Madame Martín 
bad said, when it became evideut tbat Val would not 
be able to leave St. Denia with her schoolfellows. ‘ Her 
mother is very ill, and she must get home at once. I 
do not expect that you will have to wait long.FrSulein; 
the doctor thinks tbat Valerle will be quite wel! enough 
to travel by the end of the month.’

Fr&ulein Heinz had listenedto theseplans with asulkv 
frown, and after Madame Martin bad gone, sbe did not 
conceal herdiscontent at baving toatay on at the achool. 
The three littie girls wbo had been left in her cha^e, how- 
ever, did not trouble tbemselvea about this, for the stout 
flaxen-haired Gennan had never been a favourite with 
her pupils. She was a strange mixture of stolidity and 
sentimeut, a person who went into raptares about food, 
poetrj, pieturesque scenery, and Germán soldiers, but 
who did not attempt to conceal hercontemptand’hatred 
for everything Ftench and everytbing English.

‘  I  ean’t make out why on earth she wants to stay in 
France, or go to England,' Val remarked tp the other 
girls one day. ‘ She bad much better Uve m Qermanv 
and teach fittle Germana. Then she can eat as muct 
sausage, and read as much Scbiller, as ever sbe likes.’ 

There eould be no doubt, however, about Fraulein’s 
desire to visit England, and after the two Belgian girls, 
Jeanne and Maiie Vernet, bad been fetched awsy by 
their father in a latge motor>car, her restlessness and 
anxiety seemed to increase with every hour that passed. 
She actually cried when she carne back from the station 
with the bad news about the trains, and talked as if the 
delay were not only an inconvenience, but a tragedy.

‘ í  never saw any one make such a silly fuss,’ Val 
Mervyn remarked to her friend, oíd fat Suzanne, the 
cook. ‘ -Aud really it is ever so much worse for me, 
Koger will eat un ál! the fruit it 1 don’t  get home soon, 
and I ’m simply dying for a good game of tennis.’

A t last One móming— it was on the Sunday__a tele-
gram carne for Fraulein, and she rushed into Val's 
room, while the Hule girl was dressing, in a slate of 
great excitement and distress.

‘ Look, look t This has just arrived. What a 
disaster! But it cannot be helped. I  must go at 
once. A  telegratn from my home, from Berlín! And 
itsays, “ Come at once,” What can have happened? 
Something terrible, that is certain. My dear mother ia 
ill, perhaps, or my oíd grandfather. Oh, how unfortunate 
I  am ! ’

Val was tull o f sympathy, and her own affairs were 
quite forgotten in her eagemess to help the govemess 
in her trouble. She finished dressmg quickly, and then 
ran down the eorridor to Frauleins room, where sbe 
found the Germán gml with all her luggage ready 
paek^, and engaged in carefully sealing a la t^
envelope.

‘ Aeh, Val, dear child,’  she exclaimed, as the littie 
girl entered, ‘ I  want you to do something for me. 
Here ia this letter ; it ia to my friends in England, ex- 
plainiiig why I  cannot go to them. W’ ill you take' it 
with you, and, when you get home, put aa English 
stamp on it and post it. That is all.' ”

A al took the letter rather reluctantly. ‘ Very well ’ 
she said, ‘ I’ll try to temember; but you know I haven’t 
get much of a memory. Roger alwaya says that I  shall
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forget my own head Bome day. don't you post it
yourself?’

‘ No, no, 1 cannot. There is not time, and, besidcs, 
ihe posta seem to be disorganized. And you are certain 
to  be back in England in a few days. I  have aent a 
telegram to iladame Martin. Slie xrill retura inime- 
diafely, and rvill take you back to England herself- 
And yon w ill remember the letter, deat one. It is very 
iinportiiiit; for what would iny kind frienda think of 
me ¡f I did not trrite? See, I  will fasten it inaide your 
dreea. Ilere is a large satety pin.' Fraulein unhooked 
Val's frock, and suited the aclion to her words. ‘ And 
don't tell any one about the letter. You must promise 
me that. It  is a little secret of my own.’

‘ Oh, all rigbt.’ Val gave the required promise, and 
accepted the commission carelessly enougb, for Fráulein 
Heinz was always a young person who delighted in 
foolísh sentimental secrets and mysteries.

And then the pair went down to  the dining-rootn, 
where Suzanne had prejiared a good breakfast, to which 
the Germán, in spite of her anxiety, did ful! justice.

‘  One must always eat well before a long journey,’ 
Bhe said, as she spread a crusty roll with butter and 
honey. ‘ It is Tery foolisb not to keep up one's 
Btrength.’

Val felt very lonely when, balf an hour later, she 
stood at tbe door and watched FrSulein drite away 
down the avenue in the crazy oíd liaere wíiich, in de- 
fault of a better vehicle, she had engaged to take her 
ou the first atage of her journey.

‘ It breaka ray heart to  leave thee,’ she had sobbed, 
as she embraced her little pupil; ‘  but wbst can I  do ? 
“  Come at once ! ”—that is what the telegram says, and 
who can tell what has happened I Farewell, dear little 
one : you will be safe and happy with Suzanne, and 
Madame Martin is certain to arrire to-morrow.’

Val herself did not cry, for she was not rery fond of 
Fraulein; but stili, she could not help being troubled 
about her own journey. No message carne from 
Madame Martin in reply to the telegram, and there 
was no one to make uew arrangements. Suzanne was 
a darlingi of course, but it would be very dull to spend 
the whole of the holidays witk her at St. Denis-aut- 
Meuse.

Val knew that she could not travel bv herself, and 
although she might write to England, it seemed 
doubtful when she would get an answer. As Fraulein 
had said, the posta seemed to be out of order as well as 
the trains, and ezcept for the telegram, nothlng had 
arriyed at the scbool for aeveral days,

It was as if a ourtain had fallen, cutting off the 
house from the rest of the world, and laying it under 
a spell like the enchauted palace of the Sleeping 
Beauty,

^'al spent most oí the day in the garden after 
Fraulein had left, for she could not walk rery well ye(, 
but ac about six o’clock she scrambled oot of the haiii- 
moek and made her way towards the house. It was 
nearly siipper-time, and she had determiued to nsk 
Suzanne to let her have the meal in the kitchen matead 
of by herself in the big dining-room. Suzanne, at 
ieast, would be some one to talk to, although she 4ad 
not been very cheerful these last few days, and her 
wrinkled, brown face had worn an anxious look tbat 
was very unlike íts usual expression of placid good- 
nature.

There was nobody in the kitchen when Val reached

ir, and abe paused for a moment, ¡ooking round the 
wide sunny room, with its rows of brass and copper 
pota and pans, its great polisbed stove, the tabby cat 
asleep on the window-sill, and the dock  ticking slowly 
on the Wall. I t  was very hot, a bee was Lumming, and 
evervthing seemed as drowsy and spellbound as the rest 
of the large, erapty house. However, a second glance 
showed tliat Suzanne could not have been away long, 
for a tempting salad was in a little blue bowl on the 
table, togetber with a píate of horseshoe-shaped rolla, 
some butter, and a dish of fieahly gathered wood 
atrawberries.

Tbere was aleo on omelette burning in a pan on the 
atore, and when she saw this, Val realised that some- 
thing must be very seriously amiss. Suzanne was a 
thrifty and careful cook, in wliose eres the waate of 
good food was not oniy foolishiiesa but sinful, and only 
some startling erent or dire calamity would liare 
caused her to neglect ber work in this atrange fasbion,

And then, suddenly, as she stood tbere wondering.
- Val heard the sound of some one weeping bitterly, and 

a Toice— Sazannes voice— exclaimed, ‘ Oh, deari oh, 
dear! that I  should haré lived to see it. Whatever 
will becnme of us all ? ’

The little girl hesitated for a moment, and then 
limped out of the kitchen and through the great 
shadowy scullery where washing waa done, and where 
firewood, eharcoal, potatoes, and onions were stored for 
winter use. There, outside tbe door in tbe brigbt sun- 
light, waa Suzanne, seated on a bencli with her aproii 
orer ber head, rocking herself to and fro and crying as 
if her heart would break. By her side stood a young 
man úi the quaint blue coat and red trousers of the oíd 
French infantry, and Vnl realised at once that this 
must be the oíd woman's soldier grandscm, Antón, of 
whom she had often heard.

Fot a moment neitber of the two noticed Yal,and she- 
stood motionless, watchiug the sceue with wide, be- 
wildered eyea.

‘ Come, come, Grandmother, there is no need to be so 
sad about it. I  shall be horae again before long, safe 
and sound.’ The boy (he hardly looked more than 
eighteen) patted Suzanne’s shoulder with awkward 
gentleness, but no^ing seemed to comfort ber, and then 
the little girl carne forward through the doorway into 
thedazzling aunshine.

‘ ■\Vbat is it, Suzanne? Tell me at once!’ sbe de- 
manded. 'I t ’s no good pretending that you're not crv- 
¡ngp’ as Suzanne huiriedly wiped her eyea and tried to 
stifle the choking sobs. ‘ I  must know what has hap­
pened.’

‘  It's the War that she is troubled about, Made-- 
moiselle.’ The young soldier straightened bimself, and, 
although bis face was grave.tliere was a gleam of excite- 
ment in his black eres. ‘ I  liare to go, you see; we haré 
been called up, and I cnme to bid my grandmother good- 
bye.’

‘ The V a r ! ’ Val repeated the word in nn awe- 
struck TOice, for this was the first news of the comiiig 
struggle that had penetrated into the little shut-iii 
World of theschool; or, perhapa, it would bemorecorrect 
to say that it was the first that A'al had heard, for no 
newspapera had come to the house lately, and although 
Suzanne had listened to plentv of whispera and wild 
rumours, she had managwi to keep tbem from the eara 
of her charge.

{Coníinued on fiage 242.)
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