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CHINNA.

By Mus. Hobart-Hampden,
Author of 'The Stcret Valley,' etc., etc,

(Coatinued fl'om pa”™ 263,

ITIl eacli hour that passed the sick man had

grown stroager, for faith in his own cure had

acted as a moet powerful medicine. And, aasoon as it

was certain that the tigresa had caken her departure, he

set of£f to his own house to prepare a bundle of food, for

tile joumey would probably take a couple of days, he

said. And also ho promiséd to satisfy the curiosity of

any of the yiUagers Tyho might .question him, and to

uade them to let fhe littie party depart in peace.

is conld be heard now opening and shutting down

the leDgth of the TUlage Street, and the roices of women,
chattenng shrilly together.

The man was gone some time, and, when he retumed,
he brought not only provisions with him, but also the
news that the village was fairly diyided for and ~ainat
Chinna. There had been no fresh cases of sickness;
but, on the other hand, there had been no more marvel-
lous cures such as bis own. And therewere those who
insisted that Chinna had worked this one rairacle merely
to save himself frotn punishment, and not because he
was of the clase of the good wonder-workere; and that,
therefore, he still deserred to be slain. Chief among
these was the jealous priest; but the more sober among
the elders were jnclined to let Chinna depart in peace.
These had helped with gifts of food, which had swelled
the hundle the man carried.

‘But | think 'twere well to be gone quickly,” he said,
‘ere the etilly-disposed conquer the othera. 'Tis the
same where the ehildren are concemed. Some believe
they are white in truth, and some beliere it not, and
cali me fool because I go with yon. 1 did not speak of
the reward,” he added, with a twinkle in his eye, *lest
all should cali me wise, and all wish to share it.’

And so Chinna, and Mrs. Chinna, and the children,
and their guide, wLose flame they found was Shib Ram,
sallied forth into the sunshine. Towards the open
country on the further side of thevill”™ they went,
passing first down the yillage Street, and then doubling
back again. The xillagers watched them from their
doorwars with mingled wonder and hoetility, But the
better-dispoeed kept the more truculent unSer control,
and no attempt was made to detain them. It was a
relief, neyertheless, when the village was left behind,
and Shib Uam announeed that a olear road home lay
before them. Presently they would come to the big
river, he said, which appareutly twisted in such fashion
that it could be reacLed by a short cut, which would
halve the distance they had to travel,

For a while they plodded on, and then, all at once,
they remembered the goat. Brian had tethered her in
the but on the prerious night, but she could not be left
thus to starre to death, or to fall a prey to some savsge
creature. And Chinna bade the rest of the party wait
in the shade of a big tres until he had made his way
back to the cleaxing, and brought the goat with him
it took him a couple of houis at least; but the delay
was welcome, for it allowed the children and iirs.
Chinna to rest. They all slept soundly indeed until
they were awakenod by Chinna and the goat together.
And then they were ready for the food Shib liam had
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collected, while Chinna toid the tale of such adventures
as had befallen him.

‘Well below the village | tumed into the track,” he
said, ‘lest any of those black-bearted ones should see
me. And | found the mnrks of the feet of the tigress.
To the lake she had gone to drink, and then she had
tumed to the head of the water, that Ae might thus
retum to that part of the forest which is her special
kingdom. But it is likely that to-night she will return,
and frighten those peole of the yUlage still further.
Then they will be punisned indeed, and suffer for their
treaehery as is but fit.’

And Chinna chuckled jotiuHt as he thought of the
tigress nightly haunting the village, and the yillagers
with no little hunter to come to their aid. And the
children and Mrs. Chinna shared in his enjoyment.
The only person who did not entirely appreciate this

ospect was Shib Ram,sinee the yiliage was his home.

ledecided hastily that he would stay with his brother
until it was likely that the tigress &ad forgotten her
lost mate, and finally abandonad her search,

And now, when all had eaten and rested sufSciently,
the jouniey was reaumed. Across rough scrubby
country the rood passed; or, rather, the track, sinee
road in the usual sense there was none. The ground
under foot was loose and sandy; and because of this,
and because of the time that had been lost while Chinna
fetched the goat, it was near sunset ere a blue streak
ahead announeed the neamess of the rirer. That riyer
down which the children had been carried so yery many
years ago, it seemed; yet it was but a few days merely,
though it was diffieult to credit this.

‘1 had hoped to resch a cattle station where live some
cousins of mine,'Shib ilam explained. ‘ Butsince already
it is late, it were better to shelterin a cave for the night.
There are cayes in plenty along the river-bank.'

And without muoh difficjilty a suitable cave was
found, and a pile of driftwood collected with which to
build a fire. There was planed and sawn wood among
it, which had once perhaps formed part of the bridge.
So the children at least thought and said as they
watched the dancing flame?, and talked of the breaking
of that bridge, and of all that had happened since.

* Only a little while and we shall be hume again,’ they
concluded, happily. And he«n to picture their returfi
in detail, and to imagine wfat they would say, what
Mr. and Mrs. Galbraith would answer; all the exeite-
ment, all the joy of it, until at last they were too sleepy
to talk any more, and settled down in a comer of the
cave. And soon Mrs. Chinna and Shib Ram slept also,
until only Chinna remained, crouched on his heels, his
head almost on his knees, staring into the heart of the
tire. The sounds of the night, the scent of the night__
80 wild, 80 wholly different from the sounds and scent
of the day—brought back to the little man, with cruel
yiyidness, the life he was leaving behind Mm, And he
thought of the clearing in the forest which had stood to
him for home, and of the stricken tree he had tended so
carefully. And again he wondered for what reason the
spirits had tumed against one who had served them so
truly and so loyally. And, still puzzled, he questioned
for the last time the reality of that anger.

‘They killed the tree. fhev tumed the hearts of the
villagers against me. Yet, perehance, at the last they
repented and sent the tigress to my aid,” he argued. If
only he might know certainly in what light the spirits
regarded him. n
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He, too, grew aleepy »t last, and rose to throw another
piece of wood on the Sre before he sought the shelter of
the cave. And, as he did so, from the darkness beyonil
a sound Carne creeping towards him which frote him
JDOCtionless, head bent forward a little, listening in-
tentiy. (Contintud on pag» 274.)

PHUITS FHOM ACROSS THE SEAS,
n.—THE BANANA.

FTER the Orange and the T.«mon, | supMse the
most common over-seas fruit is the Banana.
Nearly all vutieties of jt are tropical planta. Tliu
banana is a most useful and nutritive food, and in
fact in tropical lands it js almost as valuable as our
mnwheat or potato, forming One of the chief foods for
millions of people. Its Latin fiame is Musa tapientum.
There is a near relative, plantain, which is very like it,
-eo like that it is often sold as the bananal Planta of
banana and some of its near relations are often grown
in hot-houses in England, but only for their foliage, for
the fruitarequire so much heat that they never, or very
rarely,' set’ here.

Now to tell you of its growth. It is not quite
certain where its original home was. The East Indies
is the most likely place, but it is now grown in all
tropical lands, tiat is, in countries where it is hot
«nough. It grows at a tremendous rate, a tree being
fullydeveloped in a year; it is then about eighteen feet
high. It 1~ the appearance of being a trée with a
‘“trunk’ ~g. 1), but really there is no true woody
trunk. That apparent trunk is composed of the
clasping, sheathing stalks of the leaves. The roots
are what are termed in botany ‘rhizomes'—that is,
under-ground sfems. (Solomon’s Seal and Iris are com-
mon examples of this form of root.) These under-
ground stems spread and throw up shoots which are
clusters of leaves; the stalks sheath and grow very
rapidly; the trunk is tormed by the rematns of the
earlier leaves. This you can plainly see in my illus-
tration, You see much the same thing happen with
many of the palms which we have in Englisn honses;
there is no real trunk, but the lower parts of oid leaf-
stalks seem to be bound together with string-like Abres,
which split away from the sides of the stems.

The leaves of the banana are often as much as ten
feetin length and two feet wide. They have a strong
mid-rib and many veins running from it to the margins
where they are netted toeether. They are of aglorious
clear green in colour, and form a graceful rcsette at the
topof the ‘trunk.’

The flowers, which are hlue in colour, rise right from
the rhisome to thecrown of leaves tightly wrapped in a
sheath. The cluster is gn”ually pushed right up the
tube formed by the sheathing leaf-stalks. When the
cluster anives at the top it stands upright atfirst, but as
soon as the fruits begm to form, which they do very
quicklv, the cluster by its weight is'forced to hang
down as seen in the illustration.

These clusters of flowers contain a great number of
individual blooms, and the fruits develop in succession
.from the lower part of the cluster flrst. (uUf eourse you
understand, the cluster as you see it in the illustration
ms rsally i~ide down, because it bas had to hang
-down.) When a fair number of fruits have formed,
the owner, if be wishes to produce really fine fruits,
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will cut off the remaining flowers. This is why you
never see a complete cluster of fruits. If you taie note
of the great bunchea there are hanging in our shops,
you will tind the bottom of the cluster is missing, and
you can see where the stem has been cut thiough. By
theway, just notice that the individual bananas do nol
hat\g when growing, asyou would eipect them to
do. but turn up, so to speak. Cuiions, isit not?

V'hen bananas are to be packed for exportation, they
are picked quite green; in fact, you generally see them
still green in the shops! There again 1 have no doubt
that the flavour must be much Hner when the fruits
ripen on the trees! The packing for exportation has
to be done véry carefully, for the banana is a fruit
which bruises very readily, and bruised fruits are
nearly worthless.

The quantity of fruit produced by a single plant is
extraordinary, for often the bunches from a single tree
will weigh as much as a hundred and twenty pouuds !
A single tree will carry two or three clusters.

After the fruits have ripened—that is, at the end of
about a year—thewhole tree withers to the ground.hut
the rhizomes constantly throw up new shoots which
foilow the same round of events. It seenY» strange to
US to hear of a tree of such asize finishing its existence
in Bomething like a year; hut you must remember
that in the tropical climates where the bananagrows, the
rate of growtn ia roucli faster thau in our températe
lands. We, after all, have many plants which make
much growth in a single season, and then die, as,
for instance, the sun-flower, maize (an eren better
Bxample), the hollyhock, and many others.

The young shoots and the unripe fruits are often
used as T~tshles by the natives, and a form of meal
is made from the fruits, which they dry, cut in slices,
and crush.

Another favourite over-seas fruit is the Pineapple.
Its proper fiame is Ananassa latita. Kearly all the
members of its family are tropical j the pineapple was
originally a native of the north-east parts of South
America, but of eourse it is now grown in both the
Eaat and West Indies. It is not atree but a low-
growing rosette of large, very prickly leaves. Do you
know the .Yloe? It is a very prickly plant; it has
long fleshy leaves with strong prickles at the ends.
People grow aloes in pots as ornamental plafis.
Well, they are very like pineapple plants. The fruit
got its fiame, ‘pineapple,” from the fact that the form
of the fruit su~"sted the shape of the pine cones of
certain kinds of pine-trees. In fig. 2 I show a drawing
of a stone pine cone, and you will, I am sure, agree that
it is very like a picture of a pineapple with its top-
knot cut off!l But my sketch is of an object only
about the tenth of the size of a pineapple!

Now, a pineapple very rarely produces any seeds, so
it has to be reproduced Dy other means. 1 have heard
that the crown of leaves from the top of a pineapple,
if planted in its natural soli, will go on growing and

¥duce another plant. Also | have seen at the

tural llistory Museum, London, an oid print of a
very prolific pineapple plant, which had awholecolony
of smaller plants all round it like a house-leek; you
know how a house-leek wiH form off-sets. Well, in
cose you do not, | will give a sketch of one of its
family (flg. 3).

The pineapple, as we know it, is produced from the
centre of the rosette of sword-like leaves. When a
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pl&nt inteadt to fruit, the first thing vhicli hsppeas
18 thst the middle of the pisnt be”ins to rise.  The
small leaTes appeai on a st&lk, and below the leales
a green, fleshy cone appaars with Tery numerous scale

leares. Here and tbere later are seen a number of
bluish flowers, which tall rather quicklr. The cone
L
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goee on swelllng and sweiling, and eventually turns
to that loTily orange gold which we know so well
as the colonr of a ripe pineapple. A$ a matter of
fact all pines are not this colour, for I haTe some
brought to me from ahroad sometimes which are of
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a sort of olire green in colour. There ate of a par-
ticular variety, called King. Pines, Tery beautiful in
flarour, but not nearly so attractire to look at!

Now, if you carefully esamine the next pineapple
you meet, you will find it is composed ot a number of
angular sections, each with the remains of ascale on it.

No. NXXIV.

JCach of thoae sections representa a flower. The pine-
apple is really a great cluster of flowers which have be-
come succiilent, and if yon cut open a pineapple yon
can puli those sections apart. In fig. 4 1 show you a
sketch of a pineapple plant with a pine growitig; i also
gire you severa! detaiU. A plant has to he from a year
to a year and a half oid before it gtves any signs of
throwingup for fruit, and the fruit takes nearly a year
to ripen. So you cannot be surprised that pines are
a little expensive, can you? Uf eourse, they are very

numerous in tbeii own lands, but the difculties of
transport are the trouhle.

If you go to Kew Gardens, in the hot-honses you can
Bee pineapples growing: they carne to England some-
thing bke two hundted years ago. We read that this
fruit was to be seen on the Eings table in the reign of
Charles the Second, and there is an oid picture in exist-
ence which shows a gardener presenting a pineapple to
the King, hut | do not think it was grown in England.

E, M. Barlow,

GTP.
A Page from a Dog's Diair.

A M a big brcwn and wbite collie. My fiame is Gyp,
and | am really very handsoma, My young master
brushes me every day, and every member of the family
lores rae.
We are a hig family ; there are six children. Babhs,
the youngest, is two, and Misa Ethel, the eldest, is
sixteen. She seems quite young and lirely, in spite of
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“1 jost jomped ta aad fetched him oci.”

beixg sutib ac age; but | aupase human cbildren llve to get her to play with them. But though I love the
longer tban doga. My mother lived to be fifteen, family, I must own that itere u*ed to be some thing*
and every one thought it to be a gwat age. 'Poor that they were Tery obstinate about. | did my best w
«ld thing, don't worry her, ahe'a t«ry oid.’ That's trafa them, but they only miBunderstood me and said
wbat maater used to aay to say wlien the ehildren tried I was a spoUt dog. | say ‘used' because tblnge are
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better now.
tell you.

Tbere were two things 1 wanted more than anything
else in tLe world. Tha first was to be allowed to sit by
that bot-red thiog that people keep in a cage in their
rooms (I think it'e callad a fire). 1 exj)ect you know
the thing | mean. But my family aHays said; <No,
Gvp, Tve can’'t have doggies in the dining-room. You
must lie in the hall.” So in the hall I had to stay,
croas, coid, and uncomfortable,

The otber thing | always tranted was a collar like
Bliss Etbel's. It was siiTer, sucb a pretty crinkl®
pattern; butit was too big for ber neck; so abe wore it
round ber middle. She called ita ‘belt’ and sbe called
ber middle ber ‘waist.” However, namea don't matter,
it was tbe collar itself I liked so mucb. But | couldn’t
make anyone understand that | wanted one, so | bad to
go on wesring my shabby oid leather one.

Well, one day | was out for a walk by the river with
Nurse and the four youngest cbfldren. \Ve were romp-
ing and playing and having sucb a jolly time, when
Buddenly Baba slipped and fell into tbe water. You
neTer beard sucb a noise as there was! Nurse and
the cbildren SQ"eamed and screamed, and instead of
swimming to tbe bank, as any oidinary little puppy
would have done, Babs simnly began to drown.

Of course | could see tWt he was a little duffer,
but I was fond of him and couldn't let him drown ;
so | just jumped in and fetcbed him out. BVhen
,I laid bim at Nurse's feet abe began to cry with joy,
and tben sbe threw ber arms round my wet neck and
kissed me.

W e all raced borne to tell Motber and Father and the
otber cbildren what bad happened. Sucba fuss! There
waseveryonerunningfrom &bs to meand tbenbackto
Babe again. ‘' Oh, tbe darlingl’ they cried, ‘be’s sared
the angeVs life. Come and dry yoar dear wet coat by
the drawing-room fire.! See! | was to ait infront of
the red thing in the dramng-rtKm. No one said, ‘' Go
out at once, sir! Your place is tbe hall.’” No, only
nice, lorely things. They eren eeemed quite pleased
when the water ran off my coat on to the best pink carpet.
‘How wet the poor dear is,’ said Motber, when sbe
brougbt me a baain of warm milk. Then Jimmy, my
young master, said, ‘ Gyp muat Lave a real ailver
collar, in memory of havmg saved Bahe' life.” They
all agreed, and in aday or two it carne. It was sucb a
beautv, quite as good as Miss Ethel's, and it fitted me,
too; 1 don't have to wear it round my middle as sbe
does hers.

| often say to dogs who are friends of mine, how
funny that sucb an ordinary thing as that sbould make
sucb a difference to pwple. 1 am treated quite differ-
ently now! | have a silver collar, and don't have to lie
in tbe hall any more. In fact,1 am allowed to do pretty
well what I like.

But th&t's just wh&c | am going to

WANDERERS
By a. a.

IN THE WAR.
Methley.
(Cotttinned from page 269.)
OTH the boys were ratber ailent and thoughtful
B that moming, and Roger wiahed more than ever
that he could speak French, and tbus talk over all that

bad happened with bis eompanion. There were so many
things that he wanted to know. and that Tules could
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have told him if only they had been able to understand
each other’s speech. What had the oid woman at the
inn said, when she tried to drive them away from her
door? What had Jules seen in tbe hollow tree and
afterwards among the bushes at its foot? And whv
bad the man with the scaned face and the woman witb
the blue eyea been so angry about notbing ? Illowever,
it was no good wishing, and not mucb good wondering,
80 lloger made up bis mind to forget the various
myateries for the present, at leaat, and enjoy tbis glorious
woodland trarap to the full.

By mid-day tbe boys were not very far from St. Denis
—Julea had ascertained tbis from an oldcharcoal-burner,
and be managed to explain directions and distances to
lloger—but they lost tbemselves again in the aftemoon
trying to take a abort cut, and it was near sunset when
at laat the oid castle and graceful churcb apire of the
little town were seen in tbe distance.

When first they had started out on their joumey,
Jules had sbown iW er on the map the place where they
must part, but to-day, after tbe meeting with the
charooal-bumer, the little French boy, apreading out
the map ~ in on the amooth stump of a large tree, had
announced that he intended to accompany his friend all
the way to St. Denis, and from there go on eastward
towards the frontier fortress where he hoped to find bis
soldier brother.

Roger was delighted st tbhis change of plan, and
determined that Jules should etay the night at the
school and be provided with a good stock of proviaions
—and money, too, if he woula take it—before setting
out on his solitary joumey. ‘lIt'a a splendid idea,’ he
said to himself; ‘ for Jules will be able to talk properly
to Val, and she can put it into Engliah. 1 shall be able
to find out all about everj-tbing.'

In the meanwhils Val, in the great empty school, had
found the davs pass even more slowly than they had
done before f'raulein’s departure, for atill no letters
carne j there was very little news, and Suzanne seemed
strangely depreased, and was a far from cheerfu! com-
panloa

To tell the truth, theold woman was ather wits’ end,
for the railways remained disorganized, and the rumours
that she beard about the War were very v~ e. There
was nohody to consult, and although she knew quite
weU that Val ought to be sent home to England, it was
impossible for her to do anything without instructions
either from Madamo Martin or from the cbild’s own
relations.

Poor Suisnne felt quite weighed down with the butden
of responsibility, and to this was added anxiety about
her soldier grandaon.

She did her best to make her little charge happy by
cooking innumerable dainty dishes, letting her amuse
heraelf in the sunny kitchen and serving picnic meais
under the trees in the garden, but it was difficult to
smile and gossip as if there were nothing amias.

Val notieed the change in Suzanne, although she did
not understand its cause, and her own high spirits began
to flag as onedull monotonousday followedanother and
there still seemed to be no chance of getting away from
St. Denis.

Early on Wedneeday evening, three days after
FrSiilein Heinz had gone, the little girl was sitting on
the steps outside the big front door with an unopened
story-book on her jmees, feeling lonely, ratber cross, and
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bored to distraction. ‘1 wonder if anjthing ia ever
going to bappen ag&in,” abe aaid to barself wilu a weary
yawn, and then suddenly abe saw two small figures
appear in th« distance, far away at tbe end of the long
avenue.

llere weie visitore at last. But wto were tbey ?
And what could be their eirand? Val stood up, all
lier boredom forgottea, and sbaded her ejes -with one
band against tbe level, blinding rays of the setting aun.

Tbhe new-comers were getting nearer now, and she
couJdd see that hlslead of beiiig men tbey were boya.
Thbe taller of tbe two had a knapsack on bis back, and
the smaller was closely foilowed by a little white dog.

Boys | What could boys be doing in the grounds of
a gitls' Bchool ? What a strange tbing! And yet it
seemed to Val that there was something vaguely familiar
about tbe taller figure. And now he saw ber, recog-
nised her, and raced forward.

"Vall'—"' Oh. Roger, llover!’

The little girl atumbled down the w-ide steps, giving
her weak ankle a bad wrencb as she dtd so, and wben
oid Suzanne bastened out of tbe kitcben at the sound
of her cbharge's cry of welcome, it was to see her
flihg both her arras round the neck of a strange and very
dusty boy, and kiss him againand again.

‘ lademoisellel’ The oid woraan’s Toice was full of
bewlidennent and constemation, but another boy, a
sinall, builet-beaded little h'rencbman, who had now
come up, explained the situation with a characteristic
sbrug of hisshouldera and a flourish of twosmall,grimy
Lanas. ‘We Lave arriTed,” he announced in tones of
triumph. ' Moiiaieur lioger bascéme to fetch bis aister
back to England.’

CHATTER 3T

It was a very merry party that had supper in the
kitehen that eTening, for Val refuaed to haré the meal
taid in tbe big dreary' dining-roora, tbat aeeraed so
Btrangely empty now that sil the scboolgirls were
away. Oid Sutanne was well pleaaed with the plan,
and she played the dual parts of cook and hoatess,
making one of her famous omelettes, bringing out all
sortsof good ihings from the store-cupboards, and pour-
ing out tne cofifee which she had brewed in a tall copper
pot.

The oid woman’'s spirits had revived wondetfully
since Roger’s arrival, for she considered that now he
had charge of Val, and that all arrangements might
safely be left in his hands.

Monsieur Roger, who had traTelled all the way out
from England to fetch his sister, seemed a \ery irn-
portant persoii in Suzanne's eyes, and she treated him
with a deference and respect that flattered the boy and
amused Val iramensely.

‘Quite grown-up now, aren't you, Roger P' she
whiepered mischievously, and althoiigh Roger laughed
too, he began to thinb that he really was grown-up, a
man almost, and ready for any new eiperiences and
responsibilities.

After supper the boys and the girl went out into the
garden, for it was a hot, sultrv eveniug, and then Val
neaid all about thejoumey ; Roger givbig his version
in English, while Jules put in quaint remarks and
explanations.

Later on, when the story of their joint adventurea
was finished, and Val had Leen told, too, about the
midnight escape from the Rectory, and the voyage to
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France. Rcger remembered the many questions tbat he
wanted to ask Jales. Then, with \'al aeting as inter-
reter, he leamt, at last, what the woman at the inn
ad said about her lodgers, and what the lodgei had
said in the strange encounter on the hill-top.

‘1 still don't undersland why he was so angry,’ was
the boy’s comment. ‘' For we hadn't done any Larra.
And he wasn’'t only angry, Val, he was frightened too ;
tbat was tbe funny part of it. Illow could any one be
frightened by Jules and me? He was a savage-looking
chap, that man, with stariug blue eyes and a cut across
his cheek that twisted his mouth. Hy word! He did
shout and glare. Poor oid Jules was quite funky.'

‘What was the girl likeP’' asked Val. ‘Did she
glare and shout and shnke her fist at you too ?*

‘Oh, she glared right enough, but she kept pretty
quiet,’ was the answer. ‘And she had blue eyes as
well. She was rather like the man. Blue eyes and a
round face and a snub nose. She was fat, with big
feet, and bad yellow hair ; lots of it, twisted up in thick
plaits.'

Val hurst out into a merry peal of laughter. ‘Why,
Roger,” she cried, ‘it sounds exactly like Fraulein.
Blue eyes, yellow plaits, snub nose, and everything. If
Fraulein Heinz had not gone off to Berlin three days
ago, | should think it was she that you saw in the
wood.’

‘1 don’'t think much of youi Fraulein if she was like
that girl,’ Roger retorted, and then he remembered
another question that he wanted to Lave answered.
‘Look here, Val, ask Jules what he saw in the hollow
tree. He climbed up to see if be cnuld find honey.’

Jules was getting rather sleepy by this time, and was
beginning to nod as he sat on a wooden bench with
Toto in his arms. Roger prodded him into wakefulness.

‘WTiat did you see?’ began Val, in her pretty, trippiug
French.

Jules, when he had heard the question, looked up
with a drowsy grin. ‘There was no honey in the tree,
Mademoiselle,” he said. ‘ No honey at all. When I
climbed up and looked into the hole I saw wires, only
wires.’

*Wires!” Val translated the word, and Roger re-
peated it incredulously.

‘Yes, wires, that was all. There was a long one,.
going right down into the hollow trunk, and some one
else had been up into that tree before me, ilademoiselle.
I told Roger dfcout it, but he could not understand,
There were boles cut for the feet, and apiece of rope
tied to a bough at a difficult place. Thbat's why 1
could climb 80 quickly.'

“It's queer altogether, isn’'t it, Val?’' Roger said,.
when this last speech had been translated to tiim. ‘1
wonder what the wires were for. Perhaps tbey had
something to do with a lightning conductor : yes, that
muat be it; and afterwards, ask him why he kept
poking about in the bushes at the bottom of the tree.’

This question called forth another long explanation
from Jules.

‘He says that there was another hole there,” Val ex-

plained. ‘But it was filled up with a bundle of brush-
wood. He pulled away some of the sticks and peeped
in.’

‘Yes?

‘1t was dark, and the bushes grew so thickly tbat he
could not see much; but he thinks there were more
u/mtes. {Continued on fiagt 278.)
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