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W A N D E R E R 3  I N  T H E  W A R .
Bt  a . a . Mktiilev.

(Contiaued from p&ge 287.)

IT seemed at first siglit as if a funeral were taking place 
there under the laden apple-trees, for oíd Geotge 

stood knee-deep in a narrow trencb, buíily shovelling 
out spadeful after spadeíul o í earth, and beside him oii 
the dewv grass was lying a «malí iron-bound wooden 
cheat. ilarie, readv dressed for the journey in cloak 
and hood, was standing cloee by with the baby in Ler 
arms and with tears streaming down her white face. 
The other children, two boys and a girl, were huddled 
together in an awestruck, bewildered little group. 
Ererything could be seen clesrly in the light of a 
lantem which had been himg on a gnarled apple-hough 
above oíd George's head,

Thud, thad, tnud: the heavy tall of the elods of earth 
made a dreary, monotonoua sound, and they seemed to 
echo the nmffled thunder of the Germán guns, which 
could still be heard away in the dislance.

‘ Sasanne,’ V al whispered, ‘ what are they doing ? la 
anything the matter?’ But before Suranne could 
answer, oíd George threw out his laat spadeful of earth 
and atraightened his ehoutders.

Marie foolced up at the same nioment, and, secing the 
new-comers, carne forward with a rather trerauloue 
emite of tecognition. ‘ Ah, Suzatme,’ she aaid, ‘ haré 
you come to bid us farewell ? Or is it that you go with 
U S , after all ? To think that we should haré to leare our 
home : but these are sad times.’

‘ Sad times, indeed.’  Oíd George Bemard echoed the 
words as he clambered stiffly out of the hole in which 
he was standing. ‘ And we are having a burial, as you 
see, before we g o ; hlding away our vmuables where the 
Germana will not find them.'

And then he knelt down on the wet grasa, unlocked 
the iron-clamped box with an old-fasbioned key, and 
flung back its lid.

Jlarie fook down the lantem from the tree ahove. 
‘ It IB all our little treasures, you see,’  she said, sadly.
‘ A\’e could not take them with us, for the box is heavy, 
and doubtlesa, too, we shall haré to travel in rough 
rompany. There znay be dlshonest folk among these 
Belgians who come to take refuge in France. So we 
hury the things here Some day, mayhe, we shall 
retum.’

She swung the lantem low over the box, and as 
Suzanne, Eoger, and l 'a l  peered into ¡t, they saw canvas 
baga and the hright gleatn of silver. ÁU the heirlooms 
and valuabtes of the family were there : a silver candle- 
stick, some thin worn spoons, a gold watch that was 
almost as big as a tumip, two or three medals, a massive 
locket, and tne linked cbain that had belonged to kCaríe’s 
grandmother, and that she had wom so proudiy on 
saínts' (lays and festivals.

‘ Of course we shall retum, and that soon,’ oíd George 
spoke almost harshly, ‘ and meanwhile the things will 
be safe enough here.’ And then he closed the box, 
relocked it, and lowered it into the hole- As he hegan 
to sliovel in the earth, Marie tumed away with a soh, 
the baby clutched tíghtiy in her arms. Suzanne and 
the children followed her to the house, leaving the man 
to finish his task alone.

Val felt as if she could have sobbed too, and even 
l i c ^ r  was consciouB of a strange lump in bis throat

when thev stood in the dismantled living-room of the 
farra, with around them aU the litter and rubbish o í tho 
hurried pteparations for flight. Un the tabla was a 
coffee-pot and some cims and plates that there had not 
been time to wasb. íh e  floor was untidy with straw 
and scraps of papei, and the embers were already grow- 
ing coid and grey on the wide hearth.

Marie stirred the dying fire into a glow, and then, 
having made the guest sit down, listened while Suzanne 
explained their errand. She agreed willingly to the 
proposal that Val and R c ^ r  should accompnny them on, 
ihejoumey. ‘ Ah, yes, the little Eiiglish lady should 
go with them, and her brother too. It was right, quite
right that they should leave St. Benis at once, but-------
and then she paused and, with puckered brows, glanced 
rather dubiously at the boy and girl who were standing, 
with her own children.

Roger was wearinghisEnglish tweeds, which Suzanne 
had cleaned and meuded, and his straw hat with the- 
ribbon of his school, and Val had her knitted rose- 
coloured coat over her blue serge frock, and a wide- 
brimmed panama. I t  could not be denied that they 
looked an incongruous pair among the group o f little 
peasants. Maris thought for a moment, and tnen began 
to spoak to Suzanne in a low yoice, one brown hand 
empoasising the meaning of ber words. ‘  Monsieur and 
mademoiselle should go with them, of course; hut their 
clothes— had Suzanne thought of that? People would 
wondei and ask questions, there migbt be aífíiculties. 
But she had things upstairs, gaiments that had belonged 
to her sister's children, and that were put away until 
Robert and Paul aud Pierre were big enough to wear 
them. Perhaps they would never need them now, who 
could tell, and if the young gentleman and lady would. 
wear them------ ’

Val’s quich ears caught the drift of this speech, and 
ahegave a little exclamation of delight and excitement.
‘  Oh, yes, yes; that will be splendid ! Roger, she says 
that we must be disguiaed—that it will be safer if we 
look like a French boy and girl. Oh, what a lovely, 
lovelv plan! ’

‘ W b y ?  I  don’t see what’s the matter with our 
things.’ Roger was not altogether pleased with the 
new plan, hut he agreed to it after a little moreexplsna- 
tion. Certainly he and Val did not want to be con- 
spicuous among the crowd of peasant fugitives, and, 
as Marte said, it would be easy to taketbeir own things- 
with them and change back again when they reached a 
large town, where there would be trains running, and the- 
first rush and confusión of the flight would be at an end.

Marie lit a couple of candles, and they went upstairs 
to an attic, where the out-grown clothes were atored 
in a large wooden chest. Bundie after bundle of the 
things were taken out, and it was evident that, although 
well wom, they were all scrupulously clean and neatly 
mended.

‘ These are the largest— they belonged to my iiephew,. 
Jerome, and will fit monsieur,’ Marie said; and then 
Roger went off, feeling rather foolish, with a pile of 
garments that included coiduroy trouseis, a loose black 
smock, and a peaked cap.

‘ And now for me,’  ctied Val, rummaging ir the 
chest; but then difHculties aróse, for the onlv girl’s 
clothes were much too small, and all her efforts to- 
atruggle into them were in vain. Seissors were pro- 
duced, and tucks aud gathers undone; but it was 
quite useless, and Val was obliged to face tbe
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horrible prospect of having  ̂ to wear her own clothes 
on the journey, while Koger enjoyed the romance and 
dimnctioD of a disguiae. was suggested th&t one of 
Marie’a gowns miglit be utilised, and the two ivomen 
went oñ into another room, leaving the little girl alone 
tvith the chest of clothee and the pair of scissors.

And then suddenly a brilliant idea flashed into Val’s 
nead, an idea which almost took her breath away with 
ii* daring, for she had remembered a conversation which 
she had had with Roger a few daye when he had 
been describing bis adventures with Jules, and she had 
said how she -wished she had been with tbem in the long 
tramo through the forest.

‘  l íy  dear girl, you could nerer have done it.’ There 
had lieen a touch of scorn in Hoger’s voice as he spoke. 
‘ It must be an awful botber to be a girl. Just think 
how your skirts and your hair would haré been getting 
in the way andcatching on the bushes all the time.'

Hair and skirta! val searched in the box once 
more, and this time it did uot take her long to find 
what she wanted. Then she took up the scissora and 
gathered all her long, eurlv hair into one Land.

A  few minutes later, Boger, after sundrv shouts from 
below, hurried upstairs to say that George and the 
donkey-cart were ready.

He ’found Suzanne and Marie staring with horrified 
amazement at a boyish little flgure that was standing in 
the middle of the room with artns akimbo, and with a 
Bunburnt straw hat pulled well down over an untidy 
shock of yellow hair.

‘ Oh, monsieur, look at her t—look at Mademoiselle 
V a l! ’ wailed Suranne; and then Val thrust her hands 
deep into her trousera pockets and smiled merrily into 
herbrotber’» aetonished face. You must say “  Monsieur 
Val ”  now, please,’ she cried. ‘ And oh, Roger, do say 
that you think it's a good plan. Now I shall be able 
to clirab billa andget through the bushes just as well as 
you or Jules.'

CHAPTER XII.

It was nearly four o’clock when the heavíly laden 
donkey-cart lumbered away from the door of the 
farm, for there were so many things to be done at 
the last moment, so many directions to give to Suzanne, 
and so many little household odds and ends that, after 
all, could not be left behind.

The actual departure was not quite so sad as it might 
have been, for \ al’s escapade had tbe effect of cheenng 
every one up. The Bernard ehildren shouted witli 
delight when the boyish little figure appeared among 
tbem, oíd Oeorge’s grim face relaxed into a smile, and 
even poor Marie, who was broken-hearted at the 
thought of leaving her borne, could hardly help laugh- 
ing through her tears when she saw ‘ Monsieur \ a l '

Grched on the front of the donkey-cart with a bundie of 
,y at her back, the blnck cat in her arms, and a wicker 

orate full of tightly packed yellow hens under her feet.
‘  Adieu, au revoir, bon voysge.' Suzanne stood at 

the gate to see tbem go, and Val waved her h at; hut, 
althoiigh the farewells rang out cheerity enough, when 
once they were really olí, the spirits of the fugitives 
sank again, and their volees died away into silence.

It was very still and gloomy, there in the forest, 
and a sudden chill had crept into the air with the 
Corning of dawn. Everytimg looked strange and 
ghost-like in the dÍTn,grev iight.

Oíd George walkéd aíiead hy the donkey, a gaunt,

nieJancholy figure, with his shoulders bowed, and lis  
hands thrust deep into his pockets. Roger trudged at 
his side, and the little boys ran behind, each carrying a 
hundió, which containecf some specíal treasure of his 
own. Four-year-old Bahette sat beside V a l'o n  the 
can, and last of all carne Slarie, weeping bitterly, under 
the slielter of the heavy cloak, which was pulled for- 
ward over her head, and covered the baby in her arms.

From íar away beyond the wooded bilis could stilh 
be heard tbe duil muttet o í tbe Germán guns, and. 
that sound, dístant as it was, seemed to hurry the foot- 
steps of the travellers, and urge them forwan!, as if 
they were being hunted through the forest by some- 
Luge, growling beast.

After a time, however, perhaps because the Iight 
breeze veered to the south, the mulfled thunder died 
away, and then suddenly the sun rose, and tbe dark 
mysterious woodland became a dew-apangled fairy-land. 
Every one breathed more freelv, birds bogan to sing in 
tbe bushes, and befare long tlie laughter and merry 
Toices of the ehildren were heard once more.

Val soon got tired of her place on the jolting car, and 
then she walked with her brother and George Bernard, 
translating the questions of the one and tbe answers of 
the other, so that Roger soon knew all about the plans- 
for the joumey.

They were to go west, or rather south-west, for in 
George’s opinión the danger of invasión would come 
from the east, es it had done forty-four years ago, andi 
by keeping to the narrow lañes and byways which he 
knew well, it would be possible for toAlay, at least, t »  
avoid high roads, which by all accounts were crowded 
with fugitives, and almost impassable.

‘ To-morrow it will be different,’ he said. ‘ The fiiet 
rush may be over theu, and we shall be near a railway. 
You, monsieur, and your sister will be able to go on 
by train, and as for the rest of us, I  heve a sister who 
lives at Kbeims, and we can stay with her tiU the war 
is over.'

Itoger agreed willingly in these arrangements, and 
before long. at about seven o’clock, a halt was made, 
and Marie heated coffee, and preparad a meal under 
tbe trees. (Continwd on page 802.)

T H E  VBNTTTEESOM E C H IC K S .A S P E C K L E D  Hen her brood would cali— 
Such yellow, downy things:

Thirteen there were (ahe’d hatched them all), 
With tiny l^ s  and wings.

The motheFs heart was full of pride 
To see her young ones grow;

And where she went, cióse at her side 
They followed in a row.

One day she took them near the lake,
When, to her great dismay,

Into its deptbs their way they take,
And gaily swim awayi

She shrieked and squawked and rushed about 
In agony ot mind :

‘ They’Il al! be lost, without a doubt;
How can they suecour find ? ’

‘ Come back, roy chicks; youTl all be drowned ! 
Oh, dearie, dearie me!
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Such madness was there ever found,
Such imliecility ? '

Yet all ie r  cries and tears were Tain;
They’d Tanished from her sight;

Her mother-heart was full o f nain;
X o more the aun shone brignt.

Yet safely eoon they all returned,
Amid ner joyful ‘ elucks ’ ¡

The littie chicks o’er whom she yearned 
Were thirteen littie ducks.

F . L e  N ,  B o w e r .

FRTJITS F R O M  A C R O SS T H E  SEAS.
III.-THE BRAZIL NUT.

OME years ago 1 had a very strange experieoces when aeeking information about the Bra.zil Nut. 
I -waa commissioned to  design a school picture on the 
Brazil nut. I t  was to  depict all the details of the

S'owth of the nnt, and aleo to contain a drawíng of a 
ratil nut tree. Well, I  riaited librariea and museums, 

and other places, where I  fairly eaaiiy got together a 
masa of information and sketches, but nowhere could I 
find a picture of a tree! I  obtained an interview with 
the Brazilian Cónsul, and I  visited all kinds of peopie

BUDS
OPCa FIOWCB

.  OABT Of C I U S T »  OF FIOW CBS V  BRAZIL NUT TBZe
who might be able to give me the information as to 
where I could get hold of a picture. The amuaing part 
about all the interviews was that, as soon as I aaked 
for information about a Brazil nut tree, the peopie in- 
terviewed always did, and said, the same thing 1 They 
placed their banda as though claspjng some la i^  hall-

9

5. BUD A. U0KIN6 OOWNÜN FLOVIfCO

like ohject and said, ‘  W ell, yon know, the nnts are 
contained in a large sort of cannon hall.’ Ilere I  would 
stop them and say, ‘ Oh yes! I  know all that part 
about thesafí, but what is the tree like.®’  This always 
‘ stumped’ them, and I  really thought it would stump 
me too 1

But at last, after long aeaxching, I found what I 
wanted at the Econotnic Muaeum at Kew Gardena 
(where most things about trees and plants can be dis- 
covered). I  found a photograph of a tree, and read that 
it is a forest tree of verv hot countries, tú ., Guiana, 
Venezuela, and Brazil. íhere are large foreste of them 
on the banks of the Amazon, K o  Negro, and Orinoco. 
They are very bigh treee, and they omy branch at the 
top. They are from a hundied to a hundred and flfty 
feet high. How can I  eonvey to you a good ¡dea of 
that height ? An ordinary room is about ten to twelve 
feet high, so if  you can picture a houae which has about 
fifteen floors, you will get an idea of the great height

m m

r
STáNLNS PQOPfR
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6. SfCTION OF riOWEQ

of a Brazil nut trae. Then, the branehing only starts 
at about foxty or fifty feet from the top, and so you sea 
it must be a queer-lookíng tree! The photograph 
which 1 eaw waa of a tree or two which had been left 
standing in a part of a forest which had been cut down, 
for, as you Imow, most trees when grown in thick 
groups, do not branch much near the ground, for they 
are all struggling to reach the light, and o f course 
foliage libes light. I  am inclined to think if a Brazil 
nut tree waa grown out in the open, it would develop 
more branches iower down; but, as I  asid before, the 
only picture I could find was as 1 describe.

Iw ent to Kew Gardens because I had been told that 
they had a tree growiitg there. When I  got there and
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ioquired, 1 was told that was quite correct, and I  was 
tafien to a xery hot house, wliere I  was sliown a plant 
about twelve inches high with, I  th in t fo w  Uaves! 
Pícture my disappointineat! But tny ^ id e  told me 
tkac tliey were very proud of tliis plant, becaose it was 
the only seedling they had erer been able torear. It 
seems that the nuts require gieat heat to make them 
germinate, a heat peculiar to the grcund where the 
forests are.

I  could not £nd anjtbing much about the early 
history of the tree, but samples were brought to France

CAINNfD PABT Of CAP 7 “CANNON BALL" C0»TAUIN«1(UTS 
'• 2  rifWS OF CAPS

in the early part of the iiineteenth centuiy. The man 
who then disíovered it, not knowing any ñame for it, 
ealled it aftór a friend, and thus it got its proper ñame 
(botanical ñame, I  mean), Bertholletia excelsa, which 
means Berthnllet's tall tree; so vouseethe diácoverer 
was struck by ita height! I t  biélongs to the natural 
order Jlyrtaceaj.

Now for decails. I  do not intend to give you a 
picture of the tree, because to draw it to the scale that 
l  should haré to use to get it inte a page here would 
siraply make it look ridiciJous 1 The leaves are large, as 
we know leaves of forest trees; they ai-e about two feet 
long and six inches wide, that is, neaxly as wide as this 
paga, and more than twice as long. Tlsey are of a

a. CANNON B A U " 0P£N, SHEWIN6 “MUTS"

beautíf ul clear shiny green, like au evprgreen in textura, 
bnt lighter itt colour. A  sweet (Spauisb) chestnut leaf is 
the leaf most like it that I  know ; but the Brarii nut's 
edge 18 uncut. It has very strong mid-veins and a 
nomber of other veins almok at right angles, finishing 
in a netted edge (fig. 1). "

The fiowers grow in laig-e pvramidal clusters aome- 
thing like the clusters on the llorse Chestnut, only more 
fleshy. They are cream-coloured, and rather peculiar 
¡n structure. Fig. 2 is a sketch of part of a cluster. 
There are two sepaU which tear apart when the flower 
is ready to open (fig. 3), and expose six petáis (fig. 4). 
\Vhen in flower, it app«rs as though une petal is still 
folded over the middle, but this is really a hood-like 
structure formed by the alteration of a number of 
stamens. The tilaments, or stalks, bave joined and 
formed a common stalk, and the antbers bave joined and 
formed the hood. A t fig. 6 I givo a sketch of this 
structure and the stamens moper, over which the hood 
stands like an umhrella. Fig. 6 is of a seetion. uf a 
flower showing the very young fruit, with its atyb and 
stigma banging out of the flower.

Sow, when the flower fades, it all diaappears except 
that little haU in the middle,and that swelís and sweÚs 
tin you get a hard, woody sort of a canuon-ball ar- 
rangement, as shown in fig. 7. This is generally about 
six inches across, and very hard. It containa the Btezil.

WITHDUT SHai

MilTS

-HADO
OUTCRSHELL,

Nirrs
9, DliGPAM or “CAHNON BALL” IN -SECTION

nuts as you and I  know them ; about fifteen or twentv 
of them all neatly pwked in as shown in fig. 8. It iá 
ssid (I haré never tried it) that when once the nuts are 
removed from tbe oiiter shell, you are unable to replace 
them. There is a Japanese puzzle sort of an idea about 
it!

In fig. 7, I  show you two views of that funny little- 
cap or lid, wbich fits on the top of the shell. I  cali 
your actention particularly to this, because vou often 
find one or two of these among nuts which’ you buv, 
and now you wiil know wJiat they are.

There are four main divisions in the outer shell. and 
each contains several nuts. Fig. 3 shows vou a diagram 
oí a whole ‘ cannon hall' cut tbrough, and you see the 
true nuts inside. \

So highare thetrees, that the nutscannot be gathered 
in the usual way ; so they are allowed to fall, and woe 
betide any one who happens to be around when they 
come down! I  bave read that the natives who go to 
cotíect these cannon balls wear a sort of wooden A ield
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to protect their heads and sliouldeTS from oddments 
from above I

The ‘ cannon balU’ are taken down the rivers to the 
towng, there split open witb hatchets, dried in the sun, 
packed into saek», and ehipped all over the world.

The nuts conttún nmch oil, tvhich, in some parte, is 
■extracted and used for burhing. You can prove the 
presence oí oil by buming a nut, and observing what a 
fine flarae you get. E. M. B aklow.

W A S H IN G -D A T .

IN a Ilighland v illa s  that I  know very well, the 
cottage motbers liare decided upon an intereeting 

plan, by which washiiig-day is robbed o í some of its 
troubles. Down by the burn, sil through the summer 
m tnths, stands a maiigle, a wash-tub, and all prepara- 
tiona for a fire; and on certain days of the week the 
eounds of talk and laughter, and loud spiashing and 
dasbing are added to the noise that the burn makes as 
it rushea orer the stonea. i ’ew of these folk have 
* water laid on ’ at home; and eo, as the water wtll not 
come to the waebing, it has seemed to them wise to 
take the washing to the water!

But this clerer idea is not really a new idea at a ll; 
hi a great many of the continental villages it is quite a 
common sigbt tosee the cottegewomen washing clothes 
in the streams ; and in our own country, years and years 
ago, gannents were vsually washed in the livor. Also 
— and this is a dreadful idea—they were sometimes 
washed in the wells from whichthe drinking water was 
«btained! In 14(17, indeed, in the town of Leicester, 
an order had to be made to hinder this; ‘  that no woman 
do  waah clothes or other corruption in the common 
Wells ’— so it rao. In another town, too, a fine of six- 
and-eightpence was threatened for auch an offence.

I  haré seen gíris in the Higblands, light-heartedly 
and bare-footed, ‘ tramping the blankets^ during the 
annual spring-clean ; that agnin is a fasbion that used 
to be reiy  popular years and years ago. Clothes were 
placed in the wasb-tub, and sereral women would ‘ tuck 
up their dresses and dance upon them to beat out the 
impurities.' Wben the washing took place at the water- 
side the clothes were beaten with wood or stones: this 
oustrom still preraUs iu some of the rillsges of France, 
and plores rery destruetive to the clothes, I  belLeve, 

Dut iu the olden days, the familr washing-day carne 
eeldom. To begin with, as far bacit as the Tudor and 
■Stuart perioda, ' articles which required washing were 
*few and far between.’ It was much more usual to 
employ a dyer tban a washer-woman, for clothes were 
made of materials that would not stand a wash. For 
instance, garments of rich silk material or relvet were 
■wom by the rich people, without under-clothes, and tbe 
lower classes wore coarse woollen dresses, also without 
■under-garments.

There were no siich things as Unen night-dresses in 
those days, and only rery few of the bighest nobles had 
sueh a iuxury as a Unen shirt. Anne Boleyn possessed 
a nightrgown of black satín, laríshly trimmea; one of 
Queen Elisabetb's night-dresses was ronde of black 
re lre t: while there is a record of an order giren by the 
Good Queen Bess for ‘ three-score and six of the best 
sable-skins to furnish us a night-gown’ ! Night-caps, 
ton, which were commonly used, were made of relvet 
or silk, and never saw the wasLirg-tubs at all I

Ilowerer, th e 'ru fís ’ o f Queen Elisabeth’s dar— 
which figure always in the pictures of that great queen 
— needed the laundress's care ; they were starched rery 
carefully, and had also rery often to be kept in shape 
by a wire frame. A ll the same, in spite o í the ‘  ruff ’ 
fasbion, the washer-women of the Tudor period had 
rery little indeed to do compared with the husy 
laundresses of to-day. Ethel Talbot.

A  S E V E E E  T E ST .

Á F O R E IG N E R  once rashly asserted that he iad 
thoroughly mastered the English language, where- 

upon some one a«ked him to write from dictetion the 
following; ‘ A sIIugh  Hughes was hewing a Yule-log 
from a yew-tree, a man in clothes of a dark hue carne 
up to Hugh and said, “ liare you seen my ewes?” 
“  I f  you will wait until I  hew this rew, I  will go with 
rou anywhere in Europe to look for your ewes,” said 
ilugh.’  E . D.

T H E  ST E E L  T R A C E ,
Bt  H asold BiNDLOse.

Th e  weather had changed since tbe boye got on 
board tbe construction train, and heary snow- 

clouds rolled about the bilis when Dawson stood at the 
open door of the calaboose. No snow had fallen in the 
ralley yet, but the Tocks two thousand feet abore were 
wbite, and the pines by the noisy rirer glittered with 
hoar-frost. The ears rocked and banged, for in the 
mountains of British Columbia the track is sometimes 
roughly laid, and a heary snorting rolled down the 
incline from the front of the train.

Sulpliurous fumes filled the calaboose, where men sat 
round the walU, and a store rattled in the middle of 
the floor. The men were going to ‘ salve,’ or make the 
best of a locomotire and some freieht cars that had left 
the rails after a snow-slide had broken the line. Dawson 
and Jake AVinthrop had no particular business in the 
calaboose, but they wanted to see the wreck, and a fire- 
roan whom they knew had let them get on the train. 
It  was not often they got a boliday, and Dawson found 
the trip a pleasant cuange after chopping trees and 
helping to cut up the fallen trunks, The trunka were 
large, for perhaps tbe Leariest timber in the world 
growB upon the wet Pacific slope of North America.

Pulling a cross-cut saw through gummy wood is 
laborious work, but it must be done where the ranchers 
hew their oatlields ont of giant forest, and Dawson was 
glad to straighten bis acbingback and rest his blistered 
bands. He was an inch or two broader round the cbest 
than when he left Euglaud, and his muscles were 
firm. On the whole, he liked ranching, hut had fonnd 
it much lesa romaiitip than he thougbt. Mr. Win- 
throp generally saw that Jake and he had somethiug 
useful to do, and adventures only carne, as it were, bv 
accident.

In the meantime, the locomotire laboured up the 
climbing track, and ranks of trees began to roll 
betweeu the line and the angry grecn rirer. The 
rivpts of British Columbia are, for the most part, 
stained a muddy pea-green hy the clay beneafh the 
glaciers. By-and-by, when the pines at the edga of
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a foamiiig rnpid looked strangely small, a clustór of 
■woodmi buildings and a big water-tank appeared beside 
l ie  track. The eneine slowly rolled past an iron- 
roofed hut, backed tke train across the switche», and 
stopped foT the station handa to couple on «orne cars. 
Theu the fireroan walked down the line.

‘ The aceldent’s two or three miles farther up, hut 
I  hear -we're not goíng back to-night,’ he said to DawSdn.
■“ If you want to get borne, you’ll have to catch the 
VancouTcr train, but il seeras they’ve had deep snow 
in  the back country, and she’s late. That will gíve 
jo i i  time to go on witli us.' He paused, and shouted 
to a atation hand, ‘  Wben do you expect the West- 
boim d?’

‘ In aboat two houre,’ said tha other, and Jake Win- 
thnm looked at his new watch.

‘ Guesa we sball see all we want to see. Ttie cold’s 
pretty fierce up tere,' he remarked, and polisbed the 
walcii-glasí wíth his handkerchieí before he added,
■■ She’s a daisy. When I  try her by a station dock, 
«he’s dead on railroad time.’

‘ Wben vou don't forget to wind her,' Daweon said 
dryly,for tteybad not long since allowed Mr. Winthrop’s 
sloop to  ground through mistaking the time of high- 
water when Jake’s watch had stopp^.

Now Dawson had mentioned it, Jake was not sure 
¡ f  he had woond up the watch. He was very sleepv 
when he weiit to bed, but he díd not mean to !et his 
comrade banter biro, and resolved to trv the winding- 
knob later. In a few moments the locomotive-bell 
began to  toU, there was a claah of couplings, and the 
train went on again.

The valley got narrower. Qreat rocks overhurg 
the track, aiíd the roar of the angry river drowned the 
•din of the wheels; but the snorting of the locomotive 
carne back hoarsely, and a long plume of smoke eddied 
about the cars. they  stopp^ by-and-by at a spot 
where a gang of men were busy throwing gravel into a 
gap between the raila A  masa of snow and frost-split 
rock had slipped down and smashed the track. The 
wreck of two or three box-cats was scattered about, 
*nd a locomotive lay, wheels uppermoet, five hundred 
-feet below.

Dawson buttoned his skin coat and put on his mittens 
AS he looked about. To the east a row of rugged peaks 
«hone for a few moments, íiery yellow, against the dark 
stortn-cloud; then the ligbt íaded and mountains 
gtiinmered a faint, coid blue. A. bitter wind blew 
through the gorge and snow begsn to fall.

‘ Let’s look at the locomotive,’ Jake said, and they 
•scrarabled down the steep slope.

When they stopped near the river, the men at 
Work, with bydraulic jacks and eoils of wire-rope, 
looked strangely small and the wrecked engine looked 
remarkably big, American loeomotives are much 
larger than English, and Dawsou hardly thought it

Íossible to get the huge machine back to the line.
he men, bowever, obviously meant to try, and as it 

•was too coid to loaf about, the boys hegan to help. lii 
the meantime the snow got tbicker, and one could 
not see far, when Jake looked at his watch. TIe 
frowned impetlently, for he saw that it had stopped.

‘ I f  you badn’t  got after me about it, I'd  have wound 
1er up,’  he said. ‘ Anyhow, we had better pulí out for 
the station. I t  would be awkward if we missed the 
Irain.'

Dawson nodded silently. It was wiser not to banter

Jake just tlien, and since tbera was only one passenger 
train a day he did not want to be late. They were 
breathless wben they reached the track, but they set off 
down the valley as fast astliey could walk, although the 
sleepers were spaced unevenly and the ballast was large 
and rougb. Besides, the snow was getting deep, and in 
places they sank in the drifts.

A t length Jake stopped. ‘ H ullo!’  he said, ‘ What 
is tbat?^

A t first Dawson heard notbing but the turmoil of tbe 
river among the rocks ; then a dull tlirob carne dOwn 
the gorge. ' It sounds like a train,’ he said, and they 
begau to run.

Tile station was invisible; one could not see a hundred

Íards in  the driving show,  but the tlirob got louder 
ehind them. After a time Jake seized Dawson, and as 

he pushed him off the line, a huge black object, half 
veiled in smoke, carne out of the tossing flakes. It 
leaped past them whlle they stood panting, and a blast 
of wind neatly dragged them off their feet; lights 
fiashed in the streaming smoke, and a deafening clamour 
echoed among the rocks as the long train went by. 
Then the mist of snow that had whirled about the boys 
blew away, the flakes carne down at an even slant, and 
the upfoar died away.

‘ Come on ! '  Jake shouted. ‘  "We may make it yet, if 
the engineer stops to fill his tank.’

Dawson could not remeraber Low long he ran, but 
while he atumhled among theties it got dark, and he was 
breathless when a few dim lights abone cióse ahead. 
A  minute or two later they reached the station, but tbe 
train had gone, and there was nobodv about.

‘ This is certainly awkward,’ said Jake. ‘ I  don't see 
■ how we are going’ to get borne before to-morrow night, 

but we will look for the agent.’
The station-agent had no comfort to  offer them.

‘  You’re not verv smart if you caa’t catch a train that's 
two honre late,'he remarked. ‘ Xow you have got to 
wait for the next, to-morrow.’

•■\Vhat about the Express freight?’ Jake asked.
‘ Can’t  vou let us go out on her if we buy a ticket ? ’

‘  I  cán’t,' said the agent; ‘ it's not allowed. Detter 
try the hotel, though 1  don’t know if they can take 
you in.’

The boys crossed the linee to a small wooden building. 
But the Undiord looked doubtful. ‘ I  can give you 

supper, and migbt tix you up on the floor; but the 
constructiou gang is stopping here, and the house 
is fulL’

For a few minutes they warmed themselves at tha 
Btove in the untidy general room. .\nd then Jake 
remarked : ‘ It’s pretty coid for sleeping on the floor, 
and If we don’t get back to-night, our folk will be 
seared. They don’t know where we are, and it’s snowmg 
fierce. I f  we could get on the express freight, we’d 
make home all right. Let’s go and see if  she's coming.’ 

Dawson said notbing. The agent had stated plainly 
that they would not be allowed to trave! by tbe train; 
but Jake was obstinate, and sometiraes got bis way 
when it looked impossible. The Express freight ran 
across the North American continent, from Mnntreal 
to Vancouver, with valuable goods for Japan, and must 
reach the wharf before the Empress liner sailed. Stül, 
she would stop for water at a station near the Winthrop 
ranch, becaiise American loeomotives, hauling enormous 
loads, empty their boilers fast,

(Continuad on poge 298.)
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