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CITATTERBOX.

WANDERERS IN THE

Bt a.a. METHLErY.
(Contiiiaed frota page 360.)

WAR.

niTIE boy stooil up, feeling foolish and uncomfortable
i- ac tbus having literally been canght napping, and
Jales abo scrambledto hisfeet. b'oi fully a inmute tbe
three stared at eacb other, and then tbe girl, for shevas
liardly more tban that, tunied and rushed away up tbe
stairs as quickly as her feet would carry ber.

They heaida door bang.the sound of someone hurry-
iBg across a room overhead, and ttea tbe mutter of
harsb, angry roices.

‘Hullo, there seems to be a row on,' said Roger, but
Jules, wbo understood tbe position more or less, could
not explain matters. Instead, he stniled at bis friend
with a quaint little sbrag of bis shoulders, and tben
contrived to make it clear tbat they must leave tbe inn
witbout furtber delav. It seemed ratber hard to have
to start witbout hating any breakfast, but there was
no help for it, and neitlier of tbe boya wanted to en-
counter eitber the grumpy oid woman or tbe furioua
young one again.

Just as thev were IeaTing tbe house, howeTer, a way
out of the difficulty presentid itself, for on tbe table was
still half tbe long loaf of bread wtiieb they bad bad for
supper. Thia was commandeered, a franc being left in
its place as payment.

Iben Roger alipped the straps of his knapsack over
shoulders, J ules whistled to Toto, and they set off once
more on their journey.

It was still only six o'clock, and the early moming
air seemed exquisitely fresh and cool after the stuffy
warcntb of the kitchen where they bad spent the nigbt.
All around was tbe forest, green, dewy, and fulT of
wonderful aromatic fragrance. Birds'were singing,
and tbe ripple of a atream could be beard not far
away.

The boys could now see that the inn was built in
a tiny clearing, just laige enough to contam tbe
house itself, its outbuildings, the bttered yard, and a
serap of orchard where a couple of goats were tethered
beneath the apple and pear trees. Just outside the
gate of the y ~ rau a narrow sandv track, rutted
with wheel-marks, and this ran norihw'ard, but Roger
decided that he bad better follow it until they met
some one who could direct them, or carne to a cross-
road that would take them eastward in the direction of
St. Denis-sur-Meuse.

Behind fhe inn, at a little distance, rose the steep,
eone-shaped bili, and on its summit could clearlv be seen
the bare branches and gleaming white trunk of the
dead tree.

As Roger stood looking upward at the scene of his
adventure, the panic of the night befoie seemed utteriy
absurd—as terrors have a way of doingin bright suri-
shine—but he was conscious of a devouring curiositv
and eagerness to clirab the hill once more. lie wanted
to go nearto the tree to listen to the loud huraming of
the wild bees, and to look for traces of the bear among
the bushes, tbrough which it had rustled in the quest
for honey.

And then, suddenly, a bright jdea flashed into the
Iwy'shead. Honey! well, whv should not he and Jules
find it as well as the bear P The searoh would, at
least, serve as an excuse for a second ascent of the hill,
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and, if diacoveted, tlie honey would be a welcome addi-
tion to their breakfast of dry bread. ‘A“eTl go up
that hill,’ he said, turning to Jules, and he set off
quickly throiigh the trees. Jules followed witbout
demur, aud very soon they had reached tbe hiil, and
were climbing it by a comparatively easy path wliioU
R o«r had never seen in the darkness of the previoiis
night. It took them quickly to the summit, and there
before them were the thick busbes, where the supposed
bear had lurked, and tbe huge white tree. It looked
bigger than ever by daylight, its trunk towering high
abdve their heads and tbe boughs, most of them leafiess,
but Bome with lingering tufts of green foliage, streteh-
ing wide jn every direction,

It probably was a hollow tree, as Roger Uad sur-
mised, for there seemed to come a dull echoing sound
when he struck it with a stick, but no hole was to be-
seen.

Roger tried to explain tbings to Jules, thinking that
perhaps the sharp-eved little Trench Iwy might Se able
to help iu the searcii,

‘ Look, Jules, honey in this tree, honey and bees.’
He Btopped, paused, and then, as it with an inspiration,
remembered the word he wanted, ‘ Honey—miel—yes
that’s jt, miel in arhre.’

Jules’ pueked brow smcothed itself, and Le nodded in
delighted comprehension. * Ah, oui, oui,’ he said, and
after gazing upward for a moment, he tiimed to Roger-
with a rapio etream of words that seemed almost to trip
overeach other as thejfell from his Upe.

He stopped, at last, with his usual iittle shmg of the-
shoulders, when he saw tbat he was not understood. and
tben running to tbe tree, be caught at a bougb, swung
himself lightly on to it, and began to climb with rapid
dexterity. In a very few minutes he was high up-
among tbe branches.

Roger watcbed his friend in aglow of eager admira-
tion, for the French boy seemed to be as deft and
nimble as a monkey, and it was wonderful to aee how
he raised himself from bough to bf>ugh and found
footholds in the least promising places. He stopped
at last, and peered into a dark bofe far up the trunk
of the tree, tbat Roger noticed now for the lirst time.

Apparently the inspection was nét a satisfactory one,
for Jules soon began to clamber down again, and when
tbe ground -was reached he shook bis Lead vehementlv
in answer to inquiries for ‘ Miel.’

He tried to explain, however, what he had seen in
the hollow tree, but although the words were accom-
pOTied by many gesticulations, Roger found it impos-
sible to gnusp Lis meaning, Then Jules ran round to
the other side of the tree and pushed his way in among
the thick bushes.

All this time nothing had been beard of the loud
buzzing noisa of the evening before, and Roger, as he
listened to tbe drowsy hum of a few stray bees above
the heatber, wondered if be could possibly have dreamt
that part of his adventure.

In a few moments Jules, covered with leaves and
bits of stick, emei”ed from among the bushes, and once
more vainly tried to explain soraething to Rcger.

‘Is there anything in there ?’ askcd the English boy;
but before he could search for himself, the sound of
voices was beard, and Jules, seizing his friend's arm,
dr~ged himbackward into the bushes.

Two people were coming up the narrow path, tallhin
as they carne, but in low volees, so that, even if he ag
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understood their language, the words would haré been
almost indistinguishable. The foremost of the two was
a man, tall and square-shouldered, with a ruddy face,
and a felt hat pulied low down on Lis forehead. lié
might haré been good-looking, but an ugly scar seamed
one cheek and twiated bis mouth into a perpetual sneer.
Behiud bim carne a woman whom both lioger and Jules
recognised instantlv, for abe was the angry, blue'*yed
oung person who liad roused them from their slumbers
ees thBD an hour ago.

Jales, remembering the words of the oid innkeeper as

the fury of her lodger, tried to drag Roger down
mto the undergrowth, but the other, leas well-inforraed,
saw no reason why this chance encounter should be
EToided. He had been hoping to meet some one who
would be able to show them the way to St. Denis-sur-
Meuse, and here were two people wlio probably knew
the district and would be able to giTe the necejsary
Information.  MoreoTer, perhaps tney might speak
English, for their dress and general appearance showed
that they were not peasants.

The boy took off nis cap politely and carne forward.
‘Could you tell us, pleaae------' he b”an. and then
stopped short, for, as he looked up and caught sight of
the Boys, the scatred man's face chaoged, and now wore
an expression of savage rage that was startling and
horrible. *

And the strange part of it was that fear seemed to
be mingled with hia anger, and he glaneed fnrtivelv
round, as if dreading attack or searching for a way of
escape.

Itoger stepped back, dismayed, and tben the man,
recorering his courage but losing his temper more
complelely than erer, biirst out into a storm of furious
exclamations and questions. ‘ What are you doing here P
Ilow daré you comeP It is disgraceful, abominable!
Bon't you know that this place is prirate property? |
will have you punisLed, thrashed, imprisoned

The man seemed to be beside himself, and even plucky
littie Julesquailed beféte his threats and abuse, although
he clung deeperately to Toto's collar and prevented the
dog, who was snarling and showing his teeth Ticiously,
from taking an active part in the encounter.

All this time the blue-eyed girl glared at the two
boys with a face thatwas almost more full of rage than
her companion’s, but she seemed to be anzioue to re-
strain his violence, and every now and then dragged at
his arm or spoke to him in a low whisper. At last her
persuasions seemed to preval!, and after a few more
shouted threats the man tumed and rushed away down
the path. The girl followed, and Koger and Jules were
left alone.

Roger was the flrat to recover, and he broke into a
rather nervous littie laugh, ‘Whatqueer people! 1
wonder what he was driving at! But France does
seem to be a rum country. Come on, Jules, let's go
down the hill another way, "We don't want to meet
that horrible man again.'

He led the way to the side of the hiil where he had
climbed up the night before, and now, in broad day-
light, the aescent proved to be a simple matter, In a
very littie while the bottom was reached, and then they
found the road, striking it some distance north of the
ionely inn, Before iong carne a cross-road, and they
trudged eastward for several miles, halting at last near
a littie vallev where a rushing stream had widened into
a shallow, silvery pool.
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‘What a ripping place; let's have a rest here,” Roger
cned, flinging himself down on to a heather-covered
bank, and then they ate their breakiast of dry bread,
and afterwarda had a splendid bathe in the cooL
sparkling water.

{Coniintted on page 270.)

THE TWO SHIPS.
A Fable.
‘TU'HEN’' my ship comes home,” said the first

TT merchant, *I shall sell the cargo at a great
profit and become the richest man in the town.’

‘1 shall be rich also,' observed the second merchant,
cheerfully. ‘1 shall buy a large house and garden,.
severa! new dresses for my wife, and toys for all the
chiidren.’

‘That is all very well';’ retumed his eompanion; ‘ but
last night there was a great storm at sea, and the
chances are that both our ships went to the bottom. |
could not sleep for the roaring of the wind.’

‘ Neither could 1,' said the second merchant: ‘ but as
we lay awake, my wife and | amused ourselves by
thinking of what we would do with our money when—
I should say t/—our ship comes safely home.’

‘You are very foolish,” said the first merchant, and
went his way frowning and sighing because of the bad
weather.

TJnfortunately tte harometer continued to fall insteadi
of rising. The weather went from bad to worse, yet
when neit the friends met, the second merchant smiled
as cheerfully as ever.

‘What is there to smile about nou: *’ demanded the
first merchant, rather irritably, for he was wom with
anxiety.

‘Why,” *wered the other, ' I was smiling to think
of the relief it will be when our ships have actually
come to port.’

‘My Opinidn is that they never will,” was the answer;
‘then,’ he added, very impolitely, ‘you will smie on the
wrong side of your face.’

“You may be right,” said the second merchant, good-
temperedly.

But that very night there was the worst storm of the
season. Both the ships were already overdue, and a
few davs later carne the news that the first merchanfs
ship had been sighted hy the home pilots, but its sister-
vessel had gone to the bottom of the sea. Fortunately
the crew bad been ahle to escape in the boats, but the
cargo was l(wt for ever.

Cmce more the two merchants met on the quay.

‘Friend,’ said the second, ‘1 congratulate you with
all my heart. But why do you sigh P’

‘ Bécause,’ answered he, ‘ 1 leam from the signdis that
my cargo is lesa than | had anticipated. m%hy do'jiow
smile? he demanded. ‘Anyhody would think you Lad
gained a fortune instead of 16sing one,’

‘Why, said the second merchant, ‘my wife and I
make a great joke of the way we planned to buy a
house and garden, and new clothes, and toys for the
chiidren, when Gl the time it was highly uncertain
whether we should ever be a penny richer than we are
at this moment. In short,' added he, with great sim-
plicity, ‘ we laugh at our own foolishness.’

Which only proved,_if he had but known it, that the
second merchant and his wife were at the very least ten
times wiser than their friand. Joyck Cobb.
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m tie put a tiagex on tiis Jips »ud Taniah«d,”

THE BED STEER.
(Contiimed from page 2M.j
TT WM noon when Jake reached camp without tho

X animal, and his look was gloomy, but reeolute
"i ve got to find tbat steet btfore | go borne, but if we

stop now, we'il make the settlement too jate for the
buyer to son out bis stock. Beaides, be won't -want to-
put tnem od the cars when they’re hofc and tired.*

They set off, and reacbing the little town at duele,
went to the hotel for supper. It was a rude wooden
building, and when the meal was orer they entered aa
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untidy room with cracied board walls and a floor torn
by lumbermen's spiked bootg. A gramophone inada a
digcordant noise, and a group of men lounged about the
big stnve, for the nights were getting cola. One looked
up as the boye carne in.

“\Ve have put the stock in the yard,” Jake said to hira.
‘They're in pretty good condition, but we haven't got
the red steer.’

‘ That's awkward,' the man replied. ‘ The red steer's
the best of the bunch. Don’t know that | want to ship
the others if that one's short.’

‘You're only one short. Yon can knock off its valué

and pay for the rest.' -
‘No, sir; you have spoiled the bunch for a quick-
selling lot; but I'll tell you what I'll do—1'll pay half

your bili, and settle up again with your father vrhen he
senda the steer along."”

‘ Certainly not,’ sald Jake. ‘It iooks as if you wanted
to cali ofi the deal because the price of etock is going
«down.’

Some of the others laughed, hut the man frowned.
“Think yourself a smart kid! Anyhow, | don't do
businesa like that. You stand to your bargain and ITI
stand to mine. Bring aloug your steer, and I'll put up
the money.’

Jn the meantime Dawson had quietly studied the man,
and did not like his look. He tv-as "big and truculejit,
and taiked in a bullying voice, but there was sumethiug
about bim that hinted at cunning.

Then another of the group looked round.
you loee your steer?’

«I'm not sure we did lose the beast,” Jake replied.

The others hitched round their chairs, and the man
said, ‘ Then where's it gone?’

Jake told them what had h”~pened, and the fellow
remarked in a sneering tone, ‘Why didn't you shoot
the pantherP  You look like a sport, and you had
a gun.’

<We tried,’ sald Jake rather dryly.
lucky my partner missed!’

Dawson imagined the man glanced at the dealer who
had bought the eattle. The fellow had red hair and a
jarring laiigh. He laughed again as he replied, ‘You're
a curious Kkid to trust with a uunch of stock. You lose
the best and then come here allowing that it was stoien.
Do you reckon some of the rancbers robbed you hack
along the trail ?’

‘1 don't,; said Jake. ‘ Thfy're an honest erowd.’

‘ Then you reckon the steer’s in towni Why don't
you look round the stockyards and see if you can
find it?’

el mean to find it," Jake replied.

“If that's so, you'd better get buay,” the dealer inter-
posed. ‘Bring your Steer along before the train pulis
<out to-mOTTow, and I'll giveyou the pricel fiied.’

The boys went out, but as they crossed the floor
Dawson heard a rattle of crockery and saw a man in
blue clothes in a passage tliat led to the Kitcben.
Another, outlined against the Hght, was putting piales
iu a rach. The boys entered the veranda, and sat down
near the ralis. There was nobody in the Street, aerdse
which the forest rose like a dark wall, but the clang of
a locomotive bell and Loarse shouts carne from the
stockyard. The hotel Windows liad no ciirtains, and the
light in the dining-room shone out. Then a shadow
moved across the window, .and when it vanished the
lamp bumed low.

‘How'd

‘I'erhaps it was
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‘Another Chink; the town’'s full of them,' said
Jake. ‘They have two at the stockyard and a gang
slashing in the bush, besides the fellows growing garden
truck and at the laundry. Well, | auppose they don't
mabe much trouble and work pretty cheap.’

Dawson imagined his comrade did not want to talk
about his difficulties; but he was curious and asked,
‘Do you really think the steer was stoien?’

‘Sure,’ sald Jake quietly. ‘I think the panther was
a man. He was clever, but he liadn't got the growl
quite tight. The dog knew the diSerence,’

“Ah!" said Dawson. ‘But the stock ran off all the
same.’

‘ They did,’ Jake agreed. ‘ It's not hard to stampede
bush cowB. Butl allow | was fooUsh to bint that |
knew. Wouldn't have done it if the dealer hadn't got
me mad. My notion is he and the red-haired fellow
played us a put-up game.’ He paused, and added
quickly, ‘Hallo! tliis?’

A sliadowy object flitted round the comer of the
buiiding and stopped ciése by. Tbe light from tbo
window was faint, but Dawson thought he knew the
Chinaman, who seemed to smile at him. It was the
man th” had saved from drowning not long since.

‘Ah ;ee,” he said. ‘Cookee at hotel. Yoix lose led
cow ?’

‘Yes, said Jake. ‘Glad to see you look all right.’

Ah Lee glanced round, asif to make sure there was
nobody about, ‘Plenty China boy in town. Flend
loobee; pellaps find led cow.’

Then he put a finger on his lips and vanished as
a man carne out of the door.

The man went down the veranda steps, and Jake
remarked, ‘Ah Lee's leamed English pretty quick, or
else he knew more than he preteuded the night we
pulled him out of the water. Anyhow, he may be some
help. A Chink can beat a very smart white man at
any kind of cunning trick, and the fellows know how
to'work tagether. If the steer's about the settlemeut,
as | think, his friends will get upon its track.’

‘Whv do vou think the steer is about the settle-
ment?' Dawson asked.

‘My notion is that the thief means to ship the heast
off to Vancouver, and | shouldn’'t be surpri.ied if he
tried to put it on the cara among another bunch to-
morrow.’

It was coid on the veranda, and the boys soon went
to bed. As Dawson undressed, the landlord knocked
at the door.

“If you're shipping your cows in the moming, you
want to get up in good time; the stock train pulis out
at seven o'clock,’” he said. ‘Breakfast will be ready
when the boys have flnished the job.’

Dawson ~anked him, and wben he put out the light
stood at the window, thinkiDg, for a few moments. It
would be dark when the men began to load the eattle,
and, if Jake was rigbt, the thief would not have much
trouble in smugglmg the red steer on board the cars
amidst the husfle. Then Dawson looked out of the
window. He could see for a short distance. A dark
wall of forest shutin the settlement. At the end of the
Street the wall was broken hy the gap the stockyards
oceupied, and two big lights bumed beside the railroad
track. Xearer him, a low buiiding stood a little back
from the row of wooden bouses, and he knew this was
a livery stable whose owner liad gone away, Then,
looking straiglit down, he noted the dark roof of a shed
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ininst the wall of the LoMI and a pipe that ran up paat
tne window to the roof. lie knocked on the thin
boarda between his room ind Jake's, and aaying good-
BOt into bed atsd soon went to sieep.
{ConcluM onpage 282.)

CHINNA

By Mbs. Hobirt-Hampden,
Avthor of  Tht Secret VaJUy, tic., etc.

IContinued ntom paga 260.)

TI1HE Bick man was so aatonished at this, and at the
J- same time so delighted, that at once he ceased to
groan. Andhe satup.andcriedioyfully that, already.he
felt health returning to him. To the cbildren it seemed
a mirade almoat; but, as a matter of fact, there was
notbing miraculous about it. Chinna had seen so much
of thiaparticular type of illness that be had been able to
tell irom the examination he had tnade that the man
was OTer the worst of the attack, and would soon
recover. llowever, he did not gire his secret awav, bnt
smiled in a lofty fashion at the gratitude that was pdured
out on him.

“You llave sared life. I'ou haré saved my Ufe,
the manrepeated, ‘iirst the chitd gave me water, and
slaked the thirst that would have consumed me, and
now ye have chased the demon of sickness away. In
what manjier shall 1 help yon in retum, O great
wonder-worker? And ye, little wonder-workers all ?’

It was Nancy who answered, for it was not Chinna
alone who had been thinking very hard. And Nancy
guessed they had found in tliis man’s friendliness what
Chinna had failed to flInd—a way of escape frota them
all. No one had listened beforc when ene and Urian
had clairaed that they were white, but perhapa this man
would listen now, and believe, and help.

<\We are not wonder-workers at all, we childrsn, |
mean,” she hegan very eamestiy. ‘But we are realiy
white, and we belong to white people, and we were
carried down the river, ever so far, by a flood, and we
have been living in the forest with Chinna. If you
will help USto get borne again, you shall have a great
reward. lleaps and heaps of money,” Nancy promised
recklessly.

The man did not answer immediately, and very
anxiously the cbildren waited. And, as they waited, it
seemed to them more and more probable that he knew
ae little of white people as did Chinna, and would prove
equally reluctant to leave his borne. But, at last, to
their great relief he said slowly, looking them over as
he did so: ‘ So ye belong to the white people. | havea
brother who has taken Service with them, On the
making of a road for the fire-carriage does he labour.’

And, at that Brian cried—for he knew the natives of
India sometimes cali a railway engine a fire-carriage__
‘It must be the very road our father's making. It’'s the
only one lhere could be near here. If you'll take us to
where your brother’s working, chat's exactly where we
want to go,’

And, meanwhile, Chinna stood by, liatening a little
sadly. It seemed that these white Aildren of whom
Le had grown so fond, and who, he was still inclined to
believe, had boen specially sent to him, were now about
to leave him to face ali the difficulties of his future
ui raided. But not for long was he sorrowful, for soon
ti »y were all haiiging round him, begging that he and
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Mrs, Chinna would come with them, trying to soothe his
misgivings, promising that nothing Imt good should
come of it. And Chinna, a smile slowly hreaking over
his faoe, gave consent at iast. At least the white people
could not prove more cruel and treacherous than the
viliagers he would leave bebind—than the spirits who
had so causelessly betrayed him, and who had no further
use for him, it seemed, and had even laid their ban on
his little forest home.

It was as he carne to this conclusién that they all
remembered 5Irs. Chinna. In the general excitement
it had been forgotten that that patient little person was
still waitiug at the edge of the forest, and that her
anxiety was still unreheved. Yet how could this be
accomplished before moming, considering the danger
involved.

CHAPTEB XXVII.

‘W e must wait until the dawn,” Chinna decided, as
much for iErs. Chinna's sake as for any other reason.
‘ Until she, the mate of the great one, goes to her own
place.’

‘ Perhaps she's gone already,” Nancy suggested.

But Chinna answered, ‘ She still waits ; listen.” And,
for a moment. there was the deepest silence in the Lut,
while from outside there drifted in a long and sighiug
breath. It was plain that Chinna was right, and that to
go in search of Mrs. Chinna before the moming was
impossible.

But, just as this conclusiéon was reached, there was a
I»tter of footsteps from the village Street, and juto the
circle of light thrown by thefire carne the littlewoman.
She was looking anxiously from side to side for any
signaof Chinna or the chilaren. She had been unable
to bear the suspense any longer, and had crept nearer
and nearer, until she had finally ventured into the vil-
lage itself. And warm indeed was the welcoine sha
reeeived; and she laughed and cried by tums, and called
down blessings on everything and every one iiidiscrimi-
nately. Such queer little blessings they were, too. She
hopea that the cbildren might all have many sons when
they grew up, and that their shadows migfit never be
lesa, and that Rajahs and ilaharaiaha might bow down
before them, .~nd that the sick man’'s crops might
prosper, and his fiocks and herds increase until they
covered the whole country-side, though what they
would fInd to eat in that case-Mrs. Chinna did not stop
to consider. It was long before she was calm enough
to be told she was to journey to a new country, and slie
was very frightened at the prospect at first. But she,
too, felt as Chinna did, that the angry viliagers and the
angry spirits between them had robl>ed the life in the
clearing of the peace and security it once possessed;
and afiection for the cbhildren tu g~ also at her heart.
And, presently, she was listening, round-eyed and
happy, while Nancy, and Brian, and Frederick told her
of all the wonderful things they would show her once
their home was reached.

The remainder of the night passed quickly, though
thiough it all was woven the tnought of that waiting
thing outside; and, when the talk died down for a
moment, those deep-drawn breaths carne sigliing through
the window. As adog waits on a mat for its master,
so the tigress waited beneath the window for him whom
she Bougnt. And it was not until the dawn wind ran
whispenng through the grass, that she slunk away
stealthily to her forest Launts.

{Coniinued on page 266.)
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