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‘To flitig the axe itraight and true Beeired sJi the hopa that remained.
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C H I N N A .
By M rs. H obabt-H a m pd eh ,

AiUhor o f  'T he Seoret V aüey ' etc., etc.  ̂

(ConU]xn«(l {rom 367.)

CHAPTEB XXVIII.
V T E A R E R  the sound carne. Nearer, nearer. The fire 
i. 7 waa barning somewhat smohily, fighting against a 
ai as* of green wood in its midst. B ut now there carne a 
puS  of wind v h ich  sent fhe smoke bither and Chithor in 
writhing, curling clouda. And, in amongat those clouds, 
e n  the fu ith e r eide of th e  £íie, Chinna could glimpse 
someching which seemed almoet part of them, and which 
liad je t ,  surely, a  form more fixed.

The ñames steadied a* the tvínd passed, and shot 
upwarda in  spears of light. And, between the spears, 
fram ed in  them goigeously, atood ou t the body of the 
tigresa, sinuous and tenibie. H er head was íowered, 
and her angry, «earching eyee were fixed on the entrance 
to  the cave. •

Across the fire the tigresa glowered a t  those wbom 
she had tracked so far. Across the flamea which now 
flared so high, bu t which, presently, m ust aink, for of 
spare fuel there was no great quantity. The country 
was 80 opea i t  had not seemed libely the fire would bie 
n  eded as a precaution. I t  had béen lit fo r w arratb 
and comfort merely.

B ut, as yet, the  glow and glare held the tigresa in 
checb. She could not and ebe dared not croas the fire 
a t  its present height. Bown upon her haunchee she 
íank, and atared across the flamea w ith  jewel-bright 
eyes. And Chinna, as he answered tha t look, told 
himself tha t his question was answered also. The spirits 
had whoUy turned against h im ; no shadow of doubt 
remained. Xo6 content w ith  driving him from bis 
foresta, chey had sent this. th e ir measenger, against him 
to  destroy him. She had tracked th e  party  doubtless 
■by the smell o t the tigep-skin whioh stUl clung to them.

why had she not remained by the headman'a house, 
-ivhere Chinua had parpoaely left the akin itaelf ? H e 
could not know th a t the viílagers had b u m t both skin 
and house together, convinced tha t en  evil spell rested 
<in both. A ll ignorant of this, i t  seemed to Chinna tha t 
the preaence of the tigresa was a visible proof of the 
anger of those be had eerved.

That the tigress would have no pity now Chinna was 
very sure. H e, who uuderatood all w ild thinga so well, 
could fathom  her temper exaetly. W hen first she 
thought she had found her mate, i t  had been possible to 
frighten h e r : to  daunt her somewhat, since she was not 
sure of her diseovery. B ut now th a t she had tracked 
him once more, as she believed, she would be thw arted 
n o  longer. She bumed to  sweep from her path every- 
thidg, everv one who kept him from her. She was 
tkglow w ith hate against all who intervened. She 
yeam ed to spring intq the cave; to  strike w ith  her cruel 
claw s right and left. To tear the flesh of her enemies 
■with her teeth, A  terrible angerruled her utterlv  ; and, 
between th a t anger and those ehe would make her 
victime, was the fire only. Chinna’s poisoned arrows 
Lsd been taken from him w ith his other weapons hy the 
Tillagers. W ith  a sinking heart he realised these faets. 
A nd as, one by one, they sank deep into his conscious- 
ness.alm ost ha ■was tempted to  despair—tosubm it dully 
to  the cruel fate be thought the spirits had deale him.

I f  he had been alone, perchance Chinna would have 
surrendered, 3f Ifrs . Chinna only had been w ith  him, 
he migbt have reasoned th a t the death be was w illing to 
accept, she ought to aecept meekly also.

AÍraost he had reached this poLnt when Erederick 
turned in his sleep, and, all unconseious th a t he did so, 
ealled loudly, ‘ C hinna! C hinna!’ And, a t  the cali, 
w ith  a  rush the little  man's courage carne back to him. 
H e would ao t yield. A t least he would do his best to 
save the children who had saved him so lately. A t least 
the spirits had no right to  punish them also. A nd he 
stood upright w ith  a  m ighty shout, and laid his hands 
u^pon a piece of smouldering wood and flung i t  a t  the 
tigress. A nd Mrs. Chinna and Shih Kam and the 
children woke a t the noise and added their volees to his. 
The cave rang w ith the tum ult and the echo, and for a  
inoment the tigress stood hesitating, her head swinging 
low, while she growied threateningly.

Chinna had all his wits about him now, and quickly 
he began to  build up the fire. I t  was bum ing most 
brighily in the centre ; a t either end the heat was lesa 
fierce, and to  right or left a  gap migbt soonform through 
■which the tigress could enter. She seemed to  guess 
th a t this was so, for she began to shift her position 
a little, edging to  her left, which was the right of the 
cave. And she slid a paw out as though she would 
tes t the glowing ashes. and judge if  she dared to  cross 
them. B u t a t  once Chinna reinforced the weak epot 
w ith  a fresh supply of wood, and, baffled, the tigresa 
drew back agaín, and again returned to  the attack. And 
she let out a  roar of deflance which set the children and 
l l r s .  Chinna and Shib Bam  shivering w ith  their hands 
pressed cióse to  their ears.

I t  was the beginning of a  veritable s i^ e .  F irs t the 
tigress crept to  one side, and then to the other, And 
e re r Chinna faced her, and fed the fire aaew, helped by 
Shib Ram  and Briau, while Mrs. Chinna and Xaney 
and Frederick watched in the hackground. A nd from 
time to  time they all shouted together when Chinna 
gave the word, hoping tha t the noise migbt tu rn  the 
tigress from her purpose. B ut, though it  had daunted 
her a t  first, it  soon ceased to do so, and she paid no 
fu ither Leed, though still they shouted desperately.

I t  was as the night died tha t the fire died w ith it. I t  
was as the dawn approached th a t the emhers paled, 
and again the tigress slid a  paw forward, and now that 
paw was no t withdrawn. Across the dead ashes she 
sCepped, lifting each pad daintily, and shaking the 
cinders from i t  as a cat shakes w ater from its  feet, 
Slowly she moved as though she took pleasure in pro- 
longing the suspense of those she threatened. She knew, 
i t  seemed, th a t these enemies of hers were wholly a t  her 
merey. She meant tha t they ahould know it also.

She stopped as she carne to  the entiance to the cave, 
and thrust her great head through. A nd Chinna’s 
liand went quickly to th e  little axe in Brian’s waistbelt, 
the  axe the villagers had given as part of the reward. 
H e had no t dared to throw it sooner, since to  wound 
the tigress would bu t add to  her w tath. B u t now to 
fiing the axe straight and true seemed a ll the hope tha t 
remained. A nd straiglit and true  it  flew, h it the head 
of the tigress, bu t to slide from cbence to the groiind. 
The treacherous villagers had in this also been treacher- 
OUB. The axe-head was of inferior Steel, and theedgehad 
eurled and turned, and failed to penétrate the thick bidé.

B u t the shock oí the blow numbed Üie tigress for 
a space, She halted stü l, shaking her head as though

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



N'o. XXXV. C H A T T E R B O X . 275

the axe still clung to  it, uttering low, snarling giowls. 
Clear she stood against the red glow of the íire w ith  the 
iiight sky for a  background.

And now she ceased to growl, and a ll the tvorld 
seemed wrapped in a  tliick and heavy silence. A nd low 
>he crouched for a spring, her muscles working beneath 
the supple skin. And as those muscles tightened, all a t 
once tke silence was rent by a  volee shouting, shouting, 
shoutíng. By the thud o í a  horse'a hoofs, galloping, 
galloping, galloping.

(Conebided <ni paga 2S4.)

E IC H E B  T H A N  H E  K N EW .

SO rich waa a certain Duke th a t he had no idea hoio 
rich he was. H e did not know the amount of his 

íncome, ñor even how many houses he possessed.
One day, when ou t hunting in the foreat of Mixe, in 

the Pyrenees, he became separated from hia friends. 
He lost his waT, and, as night was Corning on by she 
lime he reached the edge of the forest, he determinad 
to seek sbelter a t  the hrst bouse he carne to.

This turned out to be a  very fine house indeed. The 
Duke received a  warm welcome.

‘ Come in, s i r ! ’ said the chief of the staS of servante. 
‘ Come i n ! Our m aster is absent. In  fact, he is 
Jiever here, bu t he wishes us to  show hospitality to  all, 
just as if he were present.’

The Duke was excellently served. H e supped and 
‘lept like a  king. The next moming, while feeing the 
servants, he inquired the ñame of his kind invisible nost.

‘ This,’ was the unexpected reply, ‘is one of the 
mansions belonging to  the Duke of Xledina Sperantina. 
A lthough we bave never r e t  seen him (for he seldom 
honours this neighbourhooj w ith a  visit), we love him 
because he is so generous and so good.’

‘ Ah, yes, of course !' said the Duke. ‘ 1 had for- 
gotten my little  house a t  Mixe. Too bad of m e! B ut 
I am del'ighted to  find th a t m y servants so faithfully 
carrv ou t my instruetions eren  in iny absence.’ , 

ifav ing  expressed bis approval by trebling the ‘ tips ’ 
of the astonished servante, the Duke rodé off to rejoin 
his friends, who laughed heartily  when he told them 
th a t on the preeeding night he had slept in  his own 
house w ithout knowing i t l

T H E  B ELO V ED  DOG-.

WI N N I E  W IG M O E E  ¡s very fond of her little  
fox-terrier, ‘ Gyp.’ She has loved him more 

than ever since tíie memorable snmmer evening when 
he 80 g ieatlv distinguished himself.

^Yhlnie’s father was away in  France, h u t she had a 
dear, kind mother to take care of her, and a delightful 
olá grandfather to be her companion and playmate.

The grandfather had an ‘ allotm ent ’ on a common a t 
some distance from the little  house in which he and 
W innie and 'Winnle’s mother lived. Every fine day, 
the grandfather—usiially accompanied hv &yp—went 
to  his allotment, in whicíi he took a great interest. He 
WBS very successful w ith his potatoes and scarlet- 
runners. Every Saturday, when W innie had a holidav 
from school, she w ent w ith her gm ndfather and Gvp 
to the common, where she helped (or thought she 
helped) w ith  the gardening.

One very fine, sunny Saturday aftemoon, the grand­
father was so interested in his work th a t when tea-time 
carne he did not w ant to  go home. Winnie, too, did 
not wish to go indoors, for it was so pleasant ou t in  the 
sunshine! I ju t  about flve o'clock Gyp became very 
restless and troublesome. H e tugged a t W innie’s fiock, 
and tried to  draw  her away. ’lhen  he picked un the 
grandfather’s coat, which the oíd man had thrown down 
on the ground. Gyp carried the coat in his mouth to  
its owner, a t whose feet he laid it  down, Then he sat 
up and begged, S83'ing as plainly as possible, ‘ Jjo put 
it o n l ’

‘ Gyp w ants his tea, Grandfather,’ said Winnie.
Gyp waa exceedingly fond of tea, and it  seemed 

natural enough tha t he should be thirsty  after running 
about in the heat. H e was a  ‘spoiled’ dog. Every one 
in his home always did w hat he wanted, and gave him 
w hatever he asked for. So now, as he kept on worrying 
his two friends, Winnie said with a sigh, ‘ Weíl, 1 
suppose we must go.’

• I  suppose we must,' said her grandfather, and he 
. meekly pu t on his coat. Gyp wagged his ta il frantieally, 

and barhed in triumph. l i e  rnshed off in front, pausing 
now and again to  look back and make sure Imat his 
friends were following.

W hen the three reached home, they found tea all 
ready for them, though W innie’s mother had had Acr 
tea—for she liked to have it  carly. A. basin of tea was 
placed on the floor for Gyp. H e lapped a little  (out of 
politeness), bu t he did not seem to  care about íc, and 
kepc on cocking his eara in  a peculiar way, as ¡f listen- 
ing for Bomething.

‘ W hat can be the m atter w ith Gyp ? ' said W innie’s 
mother. ‘ 1 never knew him to leave his tea  before.’

She had scarcely iinlshed speaking when there was a  
tremendous bañe, which made them  all jump.

' A n air raid 1’ exclaimed the mother and grandfather, 
both a t  once.

Gyp' whined, and, running to  W innie, stood on his 
hind lega, and pu t his arras—I  mean his íoie-paws—  
round her, as if to  protect her. Child and dog clung 
together, and Gyp licked W innie's hands. Happily, 
the tensión was over in a few minutes, fo r noihing 
more happened. The Germán aeroplane which had 
dropped the bomh flew away.

A s 5000 as the little  family knew for certain tha t all 
was ‘clear,’ the oíd man saiíl th a t he would go out to 
see w hat damage bad been done. W innie wanted to 
go too, bu t her m other would no t allow her to do so. 
The grandfather w ent alone, and some one in the Street 
told him  tha t the bomb had fallen on the common,

So off he went to  the common, and there, on the very 
spot where his own allotm ent had been, gaped a huge 
cráter! Nothing was left of his poor garden; there was 
only th a t big hole.

The oíd man hurried home w ith  his startiing news. 
W hen W innie heard it, she liung her arms around Gyp, 
and kisaed hira again and again. ‘Oh, you d a rling !’ 
she cried, ‘ if it  had not been for you, my dear grand­
father would have been killed by tha t wiclsed bomb 1 ’

‘ Yes, thank God for Gyp I ' said her grandfather, as 
he bent over the pair. ‘ I f  ne had no t made us go home, 
my dear little  Winnie------ ’

H e could say no more. Big tears rolled down his 
cheeks and fell upon Gyp’s back.

W hen a t  last W innie had finished ki.asing Gyp, her 
mother began. Between her careases, she told the dog
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“  Sa;ii3£ u  PIÚ11Í7  w  po33ible, ‘ Do pot it od ! ”

th a t never, nerer would *he forget w liat he had done 
fo r her líia t d a y ; tha t he deeerved the Victoria 
Croiss: tha t she lored him better than  say  one el»e 
in  the World except her huaband and Lar child and

her father—w ith  many other things of the same 
sort. A nd now, I  am aure. no other doff in the whote- 
kingdom can 1« more fusaed over than  U luckr Gyp.

E. Dyk e .
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JE W E L S .

MO T H E R  has a  sparkling brooch; she wears it 
erery n ig h t;

Twinkle, tw inkle, tw ink it  goe» in the dím firelight. 
M other has a  bracelet, too, and quite a lo t o t rin g s;
B u t she says th s t jew elsare ju s t grown-uppeopie's things. 
M other doesn’t kiiow, you see, about m y  jewellery— 
A ll the lovely ornamente the garden gives to  me I

Of the daisies on our law n I ’re  made the sweetest chnin 
F ot mv ceck, and wben it droops more daisies grow again, 
On the cherrr-tree, up high, m r  cherry ear-rmgs aw ay; 
I  can have new ear-tinga for my eara each single day. 
A nd there's dandelion watches just beneatb our tree : 
A ren 't they lorely  ornamenta the garden's giren me ?

E tiie l  Talhot.

W A N D E R E R S  IM T H E  W A R .
B y  a . A . I I ethlev.

(Continuad firom paga 271.)

Th e  next mom ing Val’s ankle was rather painful 
again, for abe liad tw isted it  when she ran  down the 

steps to meet har brotber. So i t  was settled th a t all 
plans for departure m ust be pu t off for a little  while.

Jules left soon after breakfa^t, for nothing would 
persuade him to  stay ¡onger, a n i  he w ent oS, carrying 
a  laige basket of prorisions for bis joumey.

Roger bad rather dreaded the piú tine w ith  bis com- 
rade, for it  hsd  seemed quite possible th a t Jules mighc 
wish to  embrace hira ¡ bu t instead the French boy only 
held ou t a  sunburnt paw. ‘ Shake, iloger, mon ami',’ 
he said, w ith manifest pride in the English word, and 
then he ceremoniously kissed Val’s haiid, to  her un- 
bounded amazemeut and delight.

This done, he tum ed to  Suzanne, to  whom be had 
taken a  great fan cy ; for, being a true Frenchman, he 
had a  proper r e s ^ t  for her prowesa as a  cook, and after 
kissing her hand too, he gravely stood on tip-toe, and 
plantea a sim ilar salute on her firown wrinkled cheek. 
‘ E'arewell, dear madame, t i l l  we meet again,’ be said, 
and then, w ith a  final V are of bis cap, hetrudged awav, 
a sturdy, independent little  figure, w itb  Toto following 
ciosely a t  bis beels,

L ater in  the moming a donkey was horrowed trom 
the farm  for Val to ride, and she and her brotber went 
together into the town. Roger wanted to see about 
traína, and to send a te l^ ra m  toM onkton Ashe, telliiig 
bis únele of bis safe arriral.

N either errand was rery  succesaful, for the raiiway 
serrica seemed still to be hopelessly upset, as fa r as 
cirilian passengers were conceraed, and the oíd post- 
m aster shock bis hesd doubtfully over the telegram. 
Otherwise the expedición was most satisfactorv, for 
R c ^ r  was shown the church, the museum, and the 
castle, and afterwards they had glasses of lemonade a t 
a  little  open-air café, and bought more chetries than 
would have seemed possible anywhera else, from an oíd 
peasant woman in t i e  market-place.

Everyhody seemed to be very ebeerv and hopeful in 
St. Denis th a t moming, for aithough t t e  w ar news was 
vague and meagre, i t  seemed to be quite satisfactorv. 
The French armies had already gained victories, so it 
was said, England was going to fight w itb  France, and 
it  was certain th a t very soon the Germans would be 
entirely defeated.

U nder tbese happy circumstances, i t  clearly would be 
absurd to thiuk of nurrying away from St. Benis, so the 
cbildren decided tha t they  would stay on until V als 
ankle was quite well, and by tha t tiaie, no doubt, the 
trains would be running regular!}’ again and everything 
would be easy and comfortable.

I t  seems strange now to  th ink  oí the blinding mist of 
delusion, conjecture, and rum our tha t hung over France 
during those sunny days of early A ugust, when every 
newspaper containéd reports of victories, when disasters 
were ignored or belittled, loases were slurred over, and 
when people taiked liglitly of invincihle armies and of a  
m ilitary situación tha t was eminently satisfactory.

I t  was possible to live in a  fools’ paradise then, 
especialiy in quiet, out-of-the-wav places, where tidings 
travelled slowly, and the every-day routine went on, to 
a  great eztent, as usual.

And a ll the time, awav to  the north, beyond th a t 
shroudirg veil, the great üerm an invasión was sweep- 
ing relentlessly on, drawing nearer and nearer, until it 
was almost possible Co see the flames of burning 
villages flickering tbrough the fng, and to  hear tbe 
distant thunder of the guns.

To Roger and Val the days passed verv quickly, for 
althoueh they spent most of their time in tlie big garden 
or in tbe woods beyond, there was plenty to  do, and oíd 
Suzanne devoted her-elf heart and soul to the task  of 
making'them happy and comfortable.

Tbere seemed to  be no reason why they should leave 
ju s t yet, and certainly Y al’s ankle was getting stronger 
every day. I n  the meantime, trout and other fish could 
be eaught in the little  stream that ran  tbrough the wood, 
there was p le n ^  of fruit in the garden, and Rc^er was 
busy learaing French, with Val as bis teacher, and oíd 
Suzanne upon whom new words and sentences could be 
practised.

A t last, one aftemoon the brotber and sister were 
having a little  picnic by tbemselves in the wood. They 
Lad made a  fire—Roger’s scout lore being invaluable on 
these occasions—and the kettle  had already been boiled 
and tea made. Now Val was trying hard ' bu t w ithout 
Very much suocess, to tiansform  two eggs and a spríg of 
jiarsley into an omelette, which they htíd decided would 
be delicious w ith sponge-eake and bread-and-jam.

I t  was a  very hot day, fo r there bad, as yet, been 
hurdly a break in the gloríous summer weather. I t  
seemed, however, as if a  change might be coming now, 
for all the aftemoon there had been the distant, bus 
almost incessant, m utter of thunder.

‘ They’ve got a bad storm on somewhore or another,’ 
I ’nger said once, hfting  bis bead from the hed of heather 
where he was lying to listen. ‘ I  wonder i t  we shall 
get it.’

‘ Ferhaps; bu t it  doesn't feel mueh like a storm, does 
it  ? ’ V al spoke rather aheently, for she was anxious 
about her cooking, and then tbe omelette began to b um  
with a smell th a t reminded her of the evening, nearly 
three weeks ago now, when Suzanne’s soldier grandson 
bad come to  say good-bye.

Sbe stirred the mixture in the little  pan vigorously, 
until, to her surpríse, it  bem n to show signs of a com­
plete transformation. ‘HulYo! it's going to  be scrambled 
> gga,’ she announced. ‘ Really I’m getting to be quite a 
good cook, Roger. W bat fun it  would be to eamp out 
and get all our own food. I f  we had a rabbit l ’m 
certain I  could make a perfectly heavenly stew.'

‘ I 'd  shoot any nuiuber o t rabbits for yon, if I  had avj(_
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pun,’ aaid Roger, lazily ; ‘ or tha t pistol tha t S a »  wanted 
to  buy. You can’t  Tery well kill rabbits w itii a  boivio- 
knife.'

‘T hat’s alwaya the w orst o£ i t ;  having to kill the 
rabbita, I  toean.’ Va! gazed dreamUy away into the 
g iw n  diatance. ‘ W bat a p ít r  i t  is tha t you can’t  cook 
tbinga w ithout having to  kill them  first. R oger!’ her 
Toice changad suddenly, ‘1 do believe there’a a  rabbit 
now, in  the bracken, ju s t behind you.’

Roger Btarted up and looked in the direction of the 
girl’B pointing íineer. Something certainly was pushlng 
itB way through tlie dense thicket of fem  and bramble. 
There was a loud rustling sound, and the graceful fronds 
waved to  and fro like the wind-swept branches of a 
m iniature foreat. ‘ Yes, it  m ust be a rabbit— or a  fox.’

The boy sprang to Lis feet, and then from among the 
bracken em e^ed  a little  white animal, bu t i t  was not a 
rabbit a fter sil. I t  was a  dog, ancl, moreoTer, a  dog 
th a t they knew ; Toto himself.

‘ T o to ! ’ B oth Roger and V al opened their eyes wide 
in  am azem ent; and th en  V al, stooping, pieked the little  
creature up in  ber arms and kissed liis rough head. 
They were delighted to  see Toto again, for, if  he were 
here, bis m aster could not be re ry  fa r away.

‘ Jules, Jules, Ju lee! ’ Roger called his friend’s ñame 
a t  the top  of his roice, bu t there was no answer, and the 
next moment Toto struggled out of Val’s arms and dis- 
appeared once more into the tangled undergrowth. The 
boy and g irl pushed through it  after him, and then they 
alL went on acroas an open space, where the ground was 
brown and elippery w ith  pme-needles, round a huge 
holly-bush, and down a narrow, winding path.

They found Jules a t  last, such a palé, weary-looking 
little  ju le s , lying among the mossy roots of an oak-tree. 
H is shoes were wom into Loles, his clothes were tom  
and dirty, his head w as bare, and there was a blood- 
Etained bandage tied round One hand and wrist,

The boy's eyes were shut, and a t  first Roger and V al 
thought th a t he was asleep, bu t after a  moment his 
eyelids lifted and he ^reeted the new-comers w ith a  
shadow of his oíd beaming smile.

‘ ’Ullo, l ^ e r , ’ he said j and then his eipression 
altered, as if  he had suddenly remembered something, 
and he caught.V al's arm, gripping it  tightly  in his 
uninjured left hand. ‘ W hy are you here still ? ’ he 
asked. ‘ I  thought you had gone away, long ago, to 
England. B ut you m ust go now, now a t once, hefore 
t h ^  come.’

‘^ f o r e  they come—who ? W b a t do you mean.*”  
B u t Jules did not answer the g irl’s questions. H e had 
slipped back again, and shut bis eyes as if utterly  
exhausted, ' I’m  hungry,’ be whispered ; ‘so hungry. 
i ’lease g ire  me something to eat.’

‘ W hat’s up P l ’oor oíd Jules looks as if he'd heen in 
t he wars, doesn’t  he ? ’ said Roger.

Val nodded gTarely. ' Ile 's hungry—starving, I  
tliink ,'she said. ‘ Come, Roger, help me lift him  up, 
l i e  doesn't loofc as if  he wouíd be able to  walk by 
hiinself,’

The tw ochildren raised Jules to  his feet, and between 
them  they  tnanaged to carry him  to their little  en- 
campment. H e fiad revired again bv th a t time, and 
after a  bo t cup of tea, which he dranh w ith a grimace, 
as if i t  had beeu medicine, and several large sllces of 
bread-and-]am, he seemed almost himself again.

Then he toid his story. Val translating it  sentence by 
sentence into Eiiglish for her brother’s beaefit.

Jules, i t  appeared, had not heen able after a ll to reach 
the fortress which had been his goal when he left S t. 
Henis, bu t he had not allowed this failure to  daunt him 
or to  change his determination to  get to  the Front. 
‘ A s they wouldn’t  le t me go east, I  w ent north,’ he 
said. ‘ Á ll the soldiers were going tha t way,’ A nd he 
had actually tnanaged to  attach  himself to  a regiment, 
and had travelled up the ralley  of the Meuse and across 
the Belgian frontier.

The little  I ’rench boy, it  was eridem , was oue of 
those people who always mauage to  get w hat they 
w ant, somehow, and he toId of how the Belgian 
peasants had welcomed the soldiers, and how he nad 
stayed for more than  a week in  a farm where some of 
his new friends were billeted.

Then the regiment had gone on without him, altbough 
he had begged to be taken to o ; and there had been a 
great battle. The Germans had captured some place— 
he was no t sure of its  ñam e; then the French had 
won a victory, but afterwards the Germans had come 
back again.

A t th is point Jules’ narratiTe began to be disjointed 
and ineobeient, bu t i t  was evident tha t one disaster had 
followed another, and th a t the invaders had come on 
and on, the French retreating before them, and tighting 
Taliantly as they w ent back.

A t last tbey had come Tery near, the Germans, and 
the TÜlage, eren  the farmhouse itself where Jules was 
staying, had been under the fire of their artUlery.

É rery  one rushed away then to  take ref uge in France, 
leaving their bornes desertad, and Jules had been cairied 
Bouthward in  the great exodus.

The little  boy stopped, and V al translated the last 
sentences, Roger listening w ith a palé, awed face.

‘ A nd your hand, Jules—w hat's the m atter w ith  Your 
LandP’ V'al demanded. ‘ Have you hurt i t  badly^ ’

And then Julee’ wide, merry smile broke ou t again. 
‘I t ’s n o t  a  hurt, mademoisellé—it’s a  wound,’ he said 
proudly. ‘There was a splinter of a  shell. They fired 
a t  the farm, those Germans, bu t I  was the oniy one tc> 
be wounded.’

L ittle  Jules had, indeed, been in the wars.
‘ I  carne back to  France w ith  the Belgians,’ the boy 

w ent on. ‘ There are thousands of them, the roads are  
blocked w ith  their c a r ts : b u t.th is  moming, re ry  early, 

T  carne on here by myself. “ Madame Suzanne wiU be- 
alone,” th a t is w hat í  said, “ and w ill need some one t e

Erotect ber.” 8o I  carne; bu t it  was a  long way, and I  
ad nothing to  eat. I  thought you would have gone, 

Mademoiselle— you and Roger. ^ u t  you m ust go now, 
quickly, before the Germans come.'

‘ The Germans ? '  Roger echoed the word as his sister 
translated it  w ith  a puzzled f r o w . ‘B u t I  thought— 
we heard—do you think it  can be trae, V al ? They 
m ust be a long way from here—in Belgium. A sk him. 
Va!, is he quite sure.’

Val receatfid her brother’s question, and for a 
moment Ju les did not answer. H e had raised bis 
head, and was listening intently. Rogar and V al 
listened too.

i t  was very quiet and peaceful there in the forest, 
and the wind had dropped completely. The constan t 
m ulter of thunder away beyond the hills to  the north 
could still be heard.

‘ H ark I ’ Jules said, holding up his baudaged hand as 
if  to enjoin silence. ‘ The sound of guns 1 ’

(Coníinuíd on 336.)
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