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THE RED STEEE.
Bv Habold Binploss.
{Concluded from page 262.)

.WSON Tras wakened by a slight tajiping, and

nearly went to aieep again wliile te wondrrea wliat
it was. Tile noise, however, kcpt on, and by-and-by it
dawned od bim that Bomcbody miiiaknockiiig at the win-
dow. He turned over drowsilv, butgot wide awake as lie
saw an indistinct figure outaide the glass. For a momeiit
he besitated, and then jumped out of bed. If the fellow
bad meant to baim bim, be would not haré knocked.

‘ Who's there ? he asked.

‘Ah I”ee," said the other quietly, and pushed up the
mindow. ‘If you wantee léd eow, come quick.’

Dawson knocked on tbc wall of the neit room.
‘Get up, Jake. Ah Lee has found the eteer.'

el'm awake/ Jake answered. ‘I1’ll be with you in a
minute.’

He opened the door, half-dre«ed, and, sitting down,
benn to puton bis boots. Ah Lee sat on tbe window*
ledge, and Dawson hurriedlv put on bis jacket.

‘>ow,' said Jake, ‘ wbere's the steer ?’

“In lively atable.’

‘Ah! said Jake, ‘it's near the yarda, but| hadn't
thought about lookmg there.” He was silent for a few
moments, and then resumed : ' There'a no policeman in
the town, and some of these eow-punchers are tougbs,
while | imagine the red-haired man'e a crook. Viell,
as he misht make trouble if we woke him up and
ciaimed beast, | think the best plan is to steal
it back.

‘ Come quick; take led cow,” Ah |,ee remarked.

“I'm Corning/ Jake replied, and tumed to Dawson.
‘ Waken Pete; he's at the end of the passage. Get out
quietly and join us at the stable.’

Dawson went away, carrying Lis boots, and a minute
or two latcr bent over the hired man'sbed. A bushman
wakens easily, and Pete got up and listened to what
Dawson had to say. Then they crept dnwnstairs, and,
floding the door unloeked, went out into the dark.
Nobody seemed to have heard them, and they did not

ut on their boots until they were some distance

wn the Street, It was not paved, and the soil was
Soft and torn by wheels. "When they reachedtbestable,
Jake and Ah I”ee were waiting outside, and the China-
man had a key that fitted the lock. They did not ask
where he had got it, but let him open tlie door, after
which Jake strucfc a match. There were no iiorses
in the stable, but the red steer occupied a stall.

Jake put out the match, and was silent for a few
moments. Tlien he said, ‘| think the bush is the best
place. Twist that oid halter rouud the beast's boros,
Pete, and stick fast to it. Don't go too far, and bring
the steer up the middle gangway at the jard just betore
seven o’elock. | guess they won't misa it till daybreak,
and they won’t have much time lo hunt round then.’

‘What are you going to do ?’ Pete asked.

' Nothing until seven o’elock,” Jake answered with a
chuckle. ‘In tbe meantime Torn and 1 will go back
to the hotel;

\Ah Lee locked the door, and the boys waited until he
and Pete faded into tbe dark. Tben they returned
to the hotel, and climbing up the pipe, got in hi the
window of Dawson’s room. They oid not, however, go
to sleep, and Dawson thought daybreak was long in
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Corning ; but at length a grey light crept across the bush
and the big firs got black anJ distinct among the drifting
niist. A locomotive bell began to toll at the stockyard,
and here and there shadowy figures moved about the
Street.

They waited until they heard steps in the passage and
on the stairs,aud then wentdown totbedirty room, which
was strewn with cigar-euds and smelt of stale tobaceo.
Tbe cattle-dealer and tbe red-baired man were talking
wben tbe boys carne in, but they separated, and tbe
dealer turned to Jake,

‘Well/ he said, with a laugb, ‘what about your
steer?’

“If | bring the beast along, you'll have to pay up,
Jake replied.

‘ That's so, but you bad better be quick, There
isn't much time left. |'m going to tbe yard now.’

Tbe boys followed after a time, and it was light wben
they reached the busvyard. Alocomotive wassbunting
a row of cara, and men and frigbtened animais crowdeil
the gangways and tbe loading bank. For tke most
part tbe cattle bad run wild in me busb, and now somo
cbai”ed their drivers, while some packed and suiged

inst the ralis. Shouts and bellow-s bioke tbrougli

toiling of the locomotive bell and the roll of wbeel.-.
Jake and Dawson, however, stood quietly by Mr.
Wintbrof/s animais, and now and then tbe dealer
glanced at tbem as be humed past.

‘ Better take my offer and let me have the stock,’ he
said tbe last time be went by.

Jake shook kis kead and afterwsrds glanced at bis
watch. Then he indieated the locomotive, which was
bringing in another row of cara.

‘ That makes up the train,” be said to Dawson. ‘If
Pete’s here in the ne<l ten minutes, tbe dealer will have
time to put our lot on board.’

They waited anxiously. The most part of the stock
was already shipped, and the bustle was dving down,
A group of men stood on the emptying bank, with the
dealer among tbem, and the locomotive pump began to
pant as the engineer got ready to start. Then Dawson
saw a man and a big red animal tura a comer.

‘Petes Corning now!" he cried, and foUowed Jake,
who ran across the yard and stopped the railroad agent.
Then they went up to the dealer, and he gave them
a keeu look.

‘Have you come to take the money | offered?' he
asked.

‘No,’ said Jake. ‘We have come to deliver you tbe
steer. You said you'd pay the proper sum if | found
the beast in time to put it on tbe cara’” He turned to
the other men. ‘Isn’'t that so?’

‘He certainly promised ; we heard him,’ one sgreed.

‘ Y'ou have time,” Jake resumed, turning back' to the
dealer. ‘The agent told me he won’'t send out the
train till our bunch is loaded up.’

‘Where's the steer?’

‘ Corning up tbe middle gangway,” Jack replied,
indicating Pete and the animal-

‘Yery well/ said the dealer.
along.'

‘In a minute. Suppoee you hand out the bilis ?’

The dealer laughed and pulled out his wallet. ‘ Here
you are,’ he said, counting some paper money. ‘Now, if
you've got it right, lili up this receipt.’

Jake carefully turned over the bilis, and then took the
other’s fountaifl pen. ‘Yes; that's correct. Thanks.’

‘Bring your bunch
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The dealer gave him au ironical smile. *‘Well, so
bne fls Tou're satisfied! You're a pretty clerer liid.
In fact, i allow you're much smarter than you look!’

For a time tte boya were occupied helping to put
the animaU on the cari*, acd then leaned agamat the
rails, breathing hard, as the long train rolled away with
its bellowiM freighl.

' Sie’'s ofC ®id we haye got the money,’ said Jsl:e,
‘1 felt bad about it last night, and now I'm tired.
Let'i go along and get breakfajt.’

Tliev saw Ah 17e at the kitchen door as they went
10 the diiiing-rooni, and Jake lield out a bank-uote.

‘ Tlie red cow's on the train,’ he said.

Ah Lee sigued him to put the money back,

‘1 ssTvy; John saTvy tnuch,’ he replied, with an
urbane smile.

Jake went on with Dawson, and as they entered the
dining-room remarked, ‘Well, | guess he's right.
‘ There's not much worth knowing a Chinaman doesu't
know, and | reckon they‘reas honest as some white men
I have niet.’

THE BECKONING LEAP.

JAPAXESE tree, called fiyaxhma, has ip.avps
A which in sliaJ>e somewhat reseinhieabuman liand.
lii olden days, wbeu a soldier )iad to leave home, his
farewell meal eonsisted of a js»rch, served on a leaf of a
tegoskitea tree. When the hsh had been eaten, the leaf
was hung over the door. Thiswas a sign of a very oid
fancy. The soldier's friends thought that by thus
hanging up the leaf they ensured bis safety, and that
some day in the future there would be a happy home-
ooming. It was notonly the shape of the leaf. but also
its movement, whieh gave rise to this pretty fancy.
When stirred by the wind, the teyaihiwa leaf has the
appearance of a graceful beckoning hand. £. U.

MOBE AND MORE SHELLS!

AID the Snail to the Chicky, ‘| hope you don'tthink
That I'm a confounded oid * slacker
1've read in the papers of Germany's crimes.
And now I'm detarmined we'll whack her!’

Said the Chicky to Snaily, with freering disdain,
‘My poor little creature, ke” calm!

I( Tour love for your country flurries you so,
I'm afraid you will doyourself harm.’

‘With the best of intentions, | qu/te fall to see
How you can help England to win it;

But a bright inepiration has entered my head,
My tail! | must plimge niyself in it!

You are doubtlesa aware that the guns out in i’rance
Must be fed with innumerable shells ;

Mv friend, 1 will offer to lay out my “ bit "—e
'Tis a lictle, but everything tells.’

Said the Snail, speaking quicker than ever before,
"llurrah 1for you've bagged my own notion,
W e Il both set to work, and we'll see that we add

To the shella that cross ovar the ocein!’

Said the Snail to the lien, and the lien to the Snail,—
‘ Indeed we've a hright inspiration:

Together we’'ll work. until shortly there'il be
An end to this sad conflagration!" e.u. w.
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BIG TEEES.

ITERE!" sighed llupert proudly. ‘That's jolly
well plantad, isn't it, Unele? And the day wiil
come when it will be a big, big troe.’

Unele Wisdom looked down at the single stalk about
four inches long with one baby leaf on it, and said, ‘It
is quite possible, Uupert, that it will grow for a time,
hut it can iiever be a big tree witbuut knocking the
house down. You bavoplanted it much too ciése to the
parlour window.’

‘Oh. dearl oh, dear! | never thought of that,
frowned Rupert. ‘Come up agnin! Come up arain!'

A few minutes later be and Unele Wisdom liad re*
planted the little tree where it would have a better
chance, and Rupert fell to admiring it again. ‘Fancy,
Unele!” said be. ‘Years and years henee it may be
large enough for me to climb into its braiiches. To-
day it is only about four inches bigh; thim it wLU
be--—-- ', but not being able to think of worcls to
express his tboughts, Rupert waved both hands shave
his head. and adaed—' Like that." As Unele ~iadom
remained silent, he went on, *How laige would it have
to gtow to be the largest tree in the world ?’

‘A great deal larger than Ke shall ever seu it,” repuied
Unele Wisdom. ‘The tallest trees in tlie world grow
in California, Dritish Colombia, and NewZcaland. They
ofteu climb to a beight of more than two hnndred
feet, and some time ago there amved in England tile
trunk of one that had grown In Britisb Colurabia.
Eren when cut down and trimmed of its topmost
branches -it measured no less than two hundred and
tiftean feet. This colonial giant will shortly be raised
as a flagstaff in Kew Gardens, and when the Union
Jack floats proudly from its summit no one will be able
to deny that the recruic from Britisb Columbia is
“ doing its bit.” Tliese treee are often very large nt the
base; so large that there is more than ono in .America
tlirough whieh a bolo has beon made at the level of the
grounj surticiently wide and tall to let a coacli drnwii
by four liorses and loaded with passengers drive easily
tlirough.’

‘Mv Word!" exclaimed Riyiert.
would never have done that, | know

‘But there haré been trees with sull luigci trmiks,’
went on Unele Wisdom, ‘tbough they may not liave
held their heads so near to the sky. In a fainoua
courtvard at Constantinople there is to be seen (orwas)
an immense plane-tree, the trunk of whieh cannot be
sjianned by eight men holding each other by the finver-
tips. There is a hollow in the trunk whieh has often
been occupied by some poor family, who would other-
wisp have been wlihout a homo.’

‘lMlurry up, little tree!’ cried Rupert, looking down at
his baby. ‘You are not big enough yet for a butterfly
to shelter under.’

‘In France,” went on Unela Wisdom, ‘wo are told of
a still flner house built inside the sheltering bark. At
Arontravail, near Saintes, there grew, some forty years
ago, a monster oak. At the level of the ground it
measured about twenty-seven feet in thickness. Its
centre had decayed, though tlie branches and the out-
side were as healthy as ever. In the decayed part a
room had been hollowed out, twelve feet squara and
nine feet high. It was surrounded by a comfortable
seat carved in the solid wood of the tree, and the apart-
ment was prettily decoratedwith moss and ferns. The

‘Jack’s beanstalk
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entrauce wae a Landsonte aoor witli glazed paneU, while
extra, light wasadmitted lay a «<mnH window cut through
tlie barK.'

Unele Wiadom had just flniahedspeakhig'wliea Gwen
appeared.

‘Oh, | Bay, Gwen,” ehonted Rupert, ‘bring Bome
water, quick! Unele TViedom has told me about the
big treee, and | am goingto take core of mine till it has
grown into a house 1’ John |.ti.

CHINNA.

Bt Mrs. Hon.(ui-HAMi'i>r.>j,
Atithor of ‘ The Secrtt VaUty,' etc., etc.
(Conelnded trom page 3TS))

CHAPTBB XIIZ.

VEBYTH IXG happeiied after that in a whiriing
confusioén, eo that u,ter the children found they
ecould Bcareely separate one event frota another. They
were too dazed, indeed, with fear to thini clearly: to
realise thatthe tigresa had swang round with a snarl to
tace a new danger that threatened ber from the rear.
They were altogether too bewildered to uiiderstand the
meaning of the shots which rang out one after another,
and they clnng yet closer together as those shots were
foUowed by a growling, gurgling roar. Some one waa
being killed they thoi“ht. But who that Borne one was
they could not guew, since Chiiaia and Mrs. Cbinna,
Shin Ram, and their three selyes were «till safe in the
cave.

But now Chinna wae running towards the caye-
mouth, and had dUtppeared through it And now a
man’s figure, which waa not Chinna'’s, filled the opecing.
And a voice was calUsg to them, a yoice the coildren
hnew—a yoice which kept repeating over and over
again, ‘Oh, my children, my dearest children, have |
found you at last ?'

And slowly, Xaocy and Briau aad Frederick graaped
the fact that it was their father who was speaking;
that, somehow or other, be had succeeded in tracing
them; that he had rescued them at the very moment
when resefie seeoied least possiMe. And then thete
followed sueh a oonfused babhie of joyful greeting, cf
meioited eiplanatione, of roioee mixed ih inextricable
contnsirai, that it was a loar time before Mr. Galbraith
could understand what had nappeoed to the chiidren, or
they how he had found them. But, Uttle by litue, the
facts grew clear.

rtom the first, Mr. Galbraith told them, hope had
never been abandoned, for the bearer, etanding in the
gardan high aboye the riyer-hed, had caugbt sight of
three white faces as the wieckn” of the bridge sped
past. And day and night search had been made until
there had come a romout that a ttrange palé spirit had
been seeo at a distant yillage.for the tale of Chinnas
attaidaut had spread from mouth to jnonth through the
entire eoun»y-side.

mlt was only afew hour* we heard the Tutnour,
Mr. Galbraith explmned, ‘andevec since | have been
riding in the directiem of the village. When night
carne | couid not watt, | still pushed on. And then |
heard a distant shouting, wid | caught sight of the
fiames, and of the tigres* outlined against them.’

* And then you found us!’ the children cried faappily.
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‘And then | found yon!’ Mr. Galbraith ecboed thaak*
fully.

And meanwhile, Chinna and Mrs. Chinea watebed,
ghy and silent, from the cave entrance. And presMtly
Chinna crept up to the dead tigresa, and look” at the
hole in her side and then at the rifle which Mr.
Galbrmth had carried and which W now on the cave
floor. And Chinna touched the rifle with the tips of
bis fingeis, and the oid, irrepreesible smile flooded hig
face suddenly; and he called to Mrs. Chinna: ‘O,
woman. This is a greet man. Agreater hunter even
than 1. Come and let us lender hun homage. Heie is
a fit master for ns to foUow. One worthy of such a
servani.'

And Chinna and Mis. Chinna promptly proatrated
tbemselves on the ground before Mr. Gaiid'aibh and
rubbed their foreheads in tbe dust. Nor would they
stand up until be had assured them that, henceforth,
they should be taken into his Service. And then Chinna
scramUed to his feet, and pulled Mrs. Chinna up also,
and bade her prepEire food for sil the party while ne set
to Work to skio the tigresa. And Nancy helped Mrs.
Chinna, and Biian, Chinna, pleased that t;ey could thus
display their new accompushments. Ané& Frederick
continued to tell of their adventures in the forest, and a
very queer tale he made of it, mising up faets and faney
as a cook mixes a puddii”®. It would have been diffieult
to fiad happier people. Even Shib Ram shared in the
general rejoicingsmce he had been promised a reward
which ezceeded his higheet expectations. So eatisfied
was he that be yolunteered to fetch a cart from the
nearest village in which the children and Mrs. Chinna
could trarel for the rest of the way.

And thus it was that, towards sunset, they carne in
sight of the railway and the tédge, and CiGnna and
>&8. Chinna had their flrst giimpse of a railway engine.
They stared at it, opened-mouthed and round”eyed,
firmiv convinced that they were gating at a most for-
midal>le demon. Mrs. C%Jnna, indeed, slipped with a
squeal from the cart to take refuge behind her lord and
master.

* Something hetter than rice and wine must we offer,’
said Chinos. ‘This is the straugest creature tbét 1
have ever seen.’

And,iB a nmment, the little axe was poised aboye the
head of the goat, and only jnst in time did Mr. Galbraith
seize ChinnsB arm and avert the blow. And then tbe
little couple had to be coaxed up to the engine, and it
was exponed to them that this was a thing of iron and
Steel only, and that it had no life of its own, bnt moved
by the power of the steam.

‘ Then the «team it tbe life,” said Chinna, and would
not be persuaded otherwise. ‘And this master whtnn |
have chosen is ereater than | thought,” he said to Mr».
Chinna, " since he is not cuily ruler of the striped ones,
hut of these strange demons also, whose food is fire, and
whose breath is smoke.’

And Chirina and Mrs. Chinna marched beaming
behind the cart to the bungalow, sad watched, wrthyet
wider srailes if pcasible, the meeting between Mrs. Gfel-
hraith and the cbildren. 1t was later in the day, when
the two were happily engaged ia building ihemselTeB a
small hut in a secluded cérner of the garden, that
China* pausad to expound to Mrs. Chinna more fully ali
that he had learnt in the last few honrs.

' Woman,’ said Chinna, ‘ thus it seems to me. Truly
some power very great must have protected the children
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“ The UttU ftxe vas poised above tbe bead of the goat.”

in theirwanderinga. How else could they haré escaped
fro» tile penis of the flood, and all the other dangera
that heset ihem ?’
‘How else, indeed ?’' said Mrs. Chinna.

‘ ‘Witbout doubt this power is worshipped by our
master,” Chinna went on; ‘and | tbink it ia a power
botb good and kind that does not foisake tbose who put
their trust in it. A power that remembeis the Uttle and

weak, not only the great and strong. A power that is
just, and does not punish for the pleasure of the
punishing. Come,” said Chinna suddeniy, and threw
down the ariafui of thatch he bad just lifted, and
tumed townrda the bungalow, and beckoned to Mrs.
Chinna to follow him. ‘We will go leam how we may
worship as our master worsbips.'

And thus it carne to pass that Mr. Galbraith, looking
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up from the work which kept him chained that day to
bia office tabie, saw atanuirtg before him, aalaaming
de_$ply, the small aquat figures of Chinna and bis
wife.

‘ Master,’ said Chinna, ‘ teacL us of thy Master, for we
aJso would serve him faithfully. And----- ’

' Alaater, teach us/ Mrs. Chinna echoed.

THE KND.

THE BOTS OF ENGLAND.

"ITrHAT can we do for England ?

I T We bovs who are but ten—
Of conree we tnow what we would do,

If we were grown-up men.

For then if we were soldiers

LLke heroes we would fight;
Or if the shinyarde wanted

W e'd work with all our might.

What can we do for England ?
| wish some one would say—

It seems as if we didn't count,
Except for school or play.

Jim’s father’s serving at the Front,
And mine ia D tt¢ sea;

And Dick’'abig brother'ain the Yard,
As busy as can be.

What can we do for England P
Jimmy, Dick, and 1—
Tia fine to see the regimenta
Go tramping gaily by.
In step we Keep, and ware our flags,
And join the soldiers' song.
We shout and cheer with ‘ three times three 1’
To help our men along.

W hat can we do for England ?
Aly father said to me,

The day he went to join his ship,
For ‘ somewhere’ on the sea—

‘ Bob, my boy, do all yon can,
For mother and the reat;

And whether it be work or play,
Gire always of your best,’

What can we do for England ?
W e boye who are but ten—
Perhaps what Father said will do
Till we are grown-up mcn.
Because we all have mothers,
And so yon see 'tia plain,
Our work it is to care for thom,
Till out dada come home again.

That we can do for England |
And neither sulk fior shirk,
If we are called away from play,
To take our share of work.
Our best we'll always ofier,
'We boys who are but ten—
And England will be glad of us,
When we are grown-up men.
Any Whipplk.

X0. XXXVr.

WANDERERS IN THE WAR.

Bt a. a. Methley,

(Contlnaed from page 279)
CHAPTKII XI.

rp HE sound of guns! Illoger and 'Val stared at each
X ~other in awestruck silence, for here was the grim
Tcality of war at last. All the beauty and sunsbine
seemed to haTe been struck out of the summer day
at one blow, as Jules said those ominoua words, and
lloger ilervyn felt that he had reached a tuming-point
in his life, and had suddenly become a man, confronted
with a man's difficulties and responsibilities.

He sat motionless for a minute, listening to the far-
Bwaymutterthat was nowso full of a new and terrible
significance, and then he got up from the grass, and
drew himseif to his full height, squaring his hoyish
sboulders as if preparing for the burden that was to pe
laid upom him. ‘Come, Val/ be said. ‘Hurry up,
We mustn't waste any more time, Ask Jules if be
can manage to waik to the bouse. ni gire bim an
arm, and yon can carry the basket.’

Jules struggled brarely to his feet in answer to Val's
question, but he was etill rery weak and footsore, and
tile trio made bnt slow prc”ess througb tbe wood and
across the garden. When at lase they reached the
bouse, it was to find Suzanne waiting for them on the
Bteps, with her round, good-humoured face looking
strangely worn and baggard.  She hurried to meet the
children, hardly noticing Jules in ber agitation, and
they discorered that she had already heard the news of
the German adrance, and was full of anxiety for her
chaige, Mademoiselle Val, whom she had expected home
more than half an houi ago.

It was oid Geo”e Bernard from the neighbouring
farm who had brought the bad news from St. Benis!
He had gone into the town that aftemoon to make some
parchases, and had found the whole place in a State of
wild constemation and confusion. The enemy was at
hand, no one could say what would happen, already the
sound of the guns could be heard, and the Be'lgian
refugees who had been flocking into the town all day
brought terrible stories of bombardments and of burn-
in” villages.

The inhabitants of St. Denis were now fleeing by
hundreds with the other fugitivos, so the oid farmer
said, and there were no trains and no vehicles to be had.
His son was away at the Front, but he himself intended
to lose no time in taddng his daughter-in-law and the
little ones to some place of safetv. Marie was already
making preparations, and they would leave at dawn, as
soon as he had had time to mend the wheel of the
doukM-cart, on which the household gear and treasures
would have to be carried.

Poor oid Suzanne had listened to Bemard's fear-
Bome tales with a beating heart, and her anxiety had
increased when Roger and Val could not be found in
the house or garden; but now that they were safe at
home agam, together with her favourite little Jule®
she quickly recoveced her self-possession, and was readv
with practieal help and adrice. She queationed Jules
while_ she bathed and dressed bis wounded hand, Val
listening eagerly, and from time to time giving her
“rother nn English version of what was being said.

When the wound had beenbound up again in a olean
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whité handkerchief, and Jales was comfortably estab-
lished in a large armchair, with a bowl of strong soup
at bis 8ide, Boger and Suzanne, with Val as interpreten,
held a coancil oi war, and plans for the coming joumey
were discussed and considercd,

eYou will go with US Suzanne, we can't leave you
here," Val insisted, but the oid woman only srailed and
shook ber head resolutelv.

‘ Xo, no, Mademoiselfe Val, | shall stay here, and
look after the house as Madame bade me. “ | leave
everything to you, Suzanne," tJiat is what sbe aaid wben
sbe went away, and you wouldn't have me desert my
po3t. Besides, | am oid and rheumatic, it tires me to
wali far,and | am not afraid of Germana. They will
match in as they did beféte, and after a time they will
match out again. | shall fasten the shutters, and put
up the big bar across the front door. The villains shall
not come in, never fear.'

“1'll stay here, too,, and protect Suzanne." It was
Joles’ shrifl voice that now made itself heard, and
getting up stiffly frota his arm-chair, he limped across
the room, and patted the cook’s bréad aolid shoulder.
‘ Boger and Mademoiselle Val, they must go, of course
— did not Boger come out all the way from England to
fetch his sister ? But for Suzanne and me it is difierent.
Besides, we will put up a flag with a red crosa ; soldiers
do not attach a house where there ia a wounded man,
and it will be all right. Suzanne takes care of the
house, and | take care of Suzanne— and she will make
omelettes and ragouts, and those little tarte with jam in
them, every day.

The last words of this long speech were accompanied
by a winning smile, and oid Suzanne smiled too as sbe
put one arm round her little protector. ‘Yes, Jules is
right,” she said. ‘He and | wil! stay here. He is
wounded, and | am oid, so we cannot travel with the
rest, but you and your brother, Mademoiselle, why
should not you go with George Bemard and his folk P
Marie is a good, kind woman, she will take care of you,
and if the ankle is weak and tirad, there will be the
donkey-cart, you can ride on it with the fumiture and
the habies.’

This seemed to be a good plan, and certainly it was
the best thingto do under the circumstances, for Eoger's
ignorance of rrench was a tremendous disadvantage to
him, and he had dreaded the prospectof the long joumey
alone with Val. His ezperiences in the station at
Boulogne, after John Boughton left him, and the scene
of confusiéon on the quay, liad given the boy a foretaste
of what travelling in war-time mieht be. With George
Bemard, however, as a guide, and his daughter-in-law
to look after Val, things would be veir difiereiit, and
the boy’s face brightened as he listene& to bis sister's
translation of Suzanne's proposal,

'Oh, yes, that will be splendid!” he exclaimed; and
then it was arranged that Boger and Val should go
to bed early, so as to have a few bours’ sleep before
it was necessary for them to start off on their
joumey.

‘1 will wake you soon after midnight,” Suzanne said,
‘and go with you myself to the farra, llernard told me
they could not get off before three o'clock. Come, now,
Mademoiselle, your supper has been ready for an hour
and more. You must make baste, for | want you both
to be in bed by nine o'clock.’

It seemed very strange and adventurous to be
awakened at ‘midnight in the warm, summer darkness,
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and Val could hardly believe that she had been asleep
at all, when she opened her eyes to flnd Suzaime stand-
ing beside ber bed, with a candle in one hand, a can of
hot water in the other, and a dark shawl over her head
in preparation for the walk to the farm.

The little girl sat up jn bed and stretched her arras
sleepily, but Suzanne would not let her loiter, for she
reatised, as Val herself could not do, the full serious-
ness of the situation. *‘ Come, Mademoiselle, you must
be quiok,” she said; ‘ Monsieur Roger is already nearly
dressed. Put on your thick boots, dear little' one, it
may be that you will have to walk far to-day, and the
warm coat. Now | must go and get some lot coffee
ready for you to have before we start.’

Suzanne bustled out of the room, and in a very little
whlle Val crept down the dark staircase to the kitchen,
where she found Roger with his knapsack strapped
ready on his back and a cup of steaming coffee in his
hand. Suzanne was busily packing a light basbet with
bread, cheese, slices of ham, and a bottle of milk, for,
as she said, there was no knowing when they would get
another good meal.

Xeitber Roger fior Val will ever forget that hurried
breakfast in the dimly-lit school kitchen, with Suzanne
wiping away tears as she preptmed for the joumey, and
Toto, lively as ever, although it was the middle of the
night, scampering hither and thither, wagging his tail,
licking their banda and begging for scraps of food with
all his usual noisy cheerfulness.

Jules was sound asleep i“tairs, tired out after all
his terrible experiences, and Suzanne would not let him
be roused, evento say good-bye.

At One o'clock it was time to go, and then Suzanne
lit an oid lantem, wrapped the shawl more cloeely
round ber head and shoulders, and led the way out of
the house.

The farm was about half a mile away, and both
Roger and Val had been there often during the past
three weeks, but everything looked different now, and
the wood showed blaek and mysterious on either side
of the narrow road. When they arrived at the farm it
was evident that the preparations for departure were
nearly complete, for a cart stood at the open door
of the house, and in the bright light that streamed
from door and window, it could be seen that it was
piled high with household gear and bundles of all shapes
and sizes.

There was a great feather-bed tied into its place with
rope, many old-fashioned boxes, a child's wooden eradle,
bright eopper pote and pans, some baskets of fruit and
vegetables, an armchair, and a blackbird in a wicker
cage. Val thought of Suzanne's promise that she
should herself ride on the donkey-cart if she were tired,
and she could not help smiling as shewondered where a
place could be found for her amocg all the heterogeneous
treasures and rubbish that the family were taking with
them on their flight.

There was no sign to be seen of the farmer or of any
of his family, but after a minute, as they listened, the
sound of low Toices was heard. Following the sound,
they made their way through a gate that led out of the
paved yard into an orchard beyond.

‘lluilo, what's up?' Roger said the words under his
breath with a little gasp, and Val clung tightiy to
Suzanne's arm, They both stared wide-eyed at the
strange scene before them.

(Coniintud on fagt 290.)
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