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THE STEEL TRACE.
13y llaiioi.d Bintloss.
{Continvedfium pag« 295.)

T was bitterly coid, and tlie toisin”™ flaltes hid the
I liotel viheii tile boya crossed the linee; but pre-
sently a bell began to toll, and s dazzlirg beam
pierced the snow, JDawson knew it carne from a
powerful American head-lamp, and jumped back as
uie shadowy locomotire rolled past.

“It's Totn's machine,’ Jake remarked. ‘She's stop-
ping. We'll go alorg and see if he can lielp.’

\Vhen tbey reacbed the engine, they found tlieir
frieiid, the lireman, standing on the line with ati oii-can
in bis liand,

‘Are you going down the track after alli’ Jake
asked hopefully,

‘Well, said the fireman, ‘we didu't expect to, but
the snow'e getting deep. and ordera haré come for us to
pilot the Expresa freight until she’e safe on the level
run to the sea. She's coraing along with a big load,
and has got to make her time.’

‘ Then you could take us down in a comer ot the cab.
Vou'U haré Costop for water at the flas-station tank.’

The fireman sbook his head. ‘1 could not. Nobody’s
allowed on the Expresa freight; she's the Companv's
pet train, and if the hosses eaw you in roy cao, i'd
certainly get “ fired.” If you want to hear talk that
would make you jump, youask the cngineer.’

They argued with him, and by-and-by he began to
hesitate. lie was a good-bumoured man, and thev
somelimes gare bim a basket of fruit when his train
stopped near the rancb.

=1 can't let you get on board, but if you jump up
after she starts, | guees the engineer wouldn't put you
off,” he said. ‘I'll tell you what to do, if you have
~it enough. We shall puliout as soon as they couple
US up to the exptess, but she won't start easy on the
fhort upgrade, and she'll cross the switches about as
fast as you canwalk. Well, if you grab the rail ou the
back of the tender, you can jump up on the draw-bar
frame, but you've got to make the cao before we reach
the top. That'a important; the Express freight stops
for nothing after they let her go.’

Then the engineer looked out of the cab-window,
and the boysdrew back agaiust the big driving-wheels.

When tfiey walked past the back of the locomotive,
Dawson atudied the frame behind the tender. ‘1
suppose we could get up,’ he said. ‘It woiild be
awkward if we sHpped.’

<Very awkward, Juke agreed. ‘Youdon't wanttoslip.’

They wcnt back W the hotel, and Dawson spent a
trjing half-hour by the stove. It was hard to keep his
courage up to the right point, and he noticed that
Jake did not talk much. On the whole, it was a relief
-when he heard a whistle and the growitig tbrob of
wheeU. When they hiirried out, a moviug. fan-sbaped
(beam quivered in the snow, brakes screamed, and a loiig
row of half-seen cars rolled slowly past. The cars
stopped, indistinct figures began to move about, and ihe
boys, keeping back from the line, reached a clump of
juiiipers near the tank. They waited, shiveriiig in the
bittor wind, and Dawsonwondered when tlie train would
starf. lie knew he would steal back to the hotel if it
did not start soon, because his pluck was melting fast.

At length somebody shouted, and a lantern floshed.
A bell tolied; there was a harsh cianging and grinding.
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and be was dazzled by the blaze of tbe head-lamp as
the front locomotive began to move. It looked enoruious
as, rocking and snorting, it carne out of the snow. Then
he pulled himself together, and seized a greasy rail high
up on the tender, His Land slipped, but he found a
hold for his foot, aud sciainbled up to a narrow ledge,
where Jake joined him. Tliey could not stop there
without being seen by the man at the switches. and
cruwling round to the back of the tender, they tried to
get their breath. Dawson's heart beat painfiilly, for
althoughhe had, so tar, managed better than he tliought,
tbe worst was yet to come.

It would be impossible to bold on when the train got
up speed. If thev were not shaken off, they would
soon get numb and fall between the engines. Dawson
had heard that one could lie between the rails while
a train passed over one, but he did not want to t~.
They must erawl forward to the cab-door along tfe
slippery ledge as soon as the switches were passed, and
it was obviouB that they must get there while the train
was climbing the short incline. 1t would be too late
afterwards.

A man's shadowy figure carne out of the snow,
a lantem flashed, and the rocking of the engine got
sharper. Tbe man and bis lantem vanisbed, and Jake
touched Dawson. ‘Geton a move!’ he shouted. ‘We
have got to do it tiow.’

Dawson set his lipa, and ciinging to the hand-rail,
crawled round the comer. Then he hesitated for a
uioment, and nearly fell off. Canadian locomotives,
when buming soft coal, throw off clouds of black amoke,
and the boy was sraothered by sulphurous vapoiir. The
amoke was thickéned by driving snow, and sbowers of
hot cinders beat upoii his lowered head. He durst
not iook up, and he could not see, but he durst not
stop; if he did not reach the cab in the next few
minutes, he would be shaken off. He moved along
blindly for a yard or two, and then something caught
bis loiig coat, and nearly pulled him off the ledge. He
could not see what it was, but gasped with relief when
he found that he was free, and afterwards learaed
that Jake. following ciése, had frodden on his coat.

The tender seemed very much longer than he bad
thought. He began to fear he could not reach the
cab, and tried to see if there was any way of climbing
up on top: but a smooth, high wall of iron pistes ran
up above his head. Besides, tbe snow and cinders heat
bis face, and he could not open his eyes properlv. He
went on, foot by foot, while the train gathered speed
and the wind got stronger. There was no time to lose,
but he could not go fast. His hands slipped on the
rail, he was getting numbed, and he got a shock when
the foot he advanced cautiousiy slipped down as if the
ledge had broken off, Then, as he liftod his head, a
light shone into his face, and he knew he had reached
the cab, The door was sbut, but be beat upon it
while he swung to and fro, for, with one hand occupied,
he could not hold on sgainst the wind,

For some moments it looked as if nobody had heard
him; bis foot slipped off the ledge Mid he 'swung out-
wardi, over the line. Then, as the engine rocked, he
swung back and striick the door, which oponed, and he
fell intothe cab. Jake plunged after him.and the engineer,
tuming with an exclamation, looked hard tit both.
Dawson lay gasping ou the fioor, and Jake sat on a
block of coal, his strained wet face blaekeiied by soot.

{Conduded on pofft 310.)
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THE STORY OP SOME ORDBRS AND
DECOKATIONS.

By CossTANCE JL Foot.
V.-SOMB ORDBBS OF MERIT.

ROWNS. -wrestlis, ornameiits for necbs and arras,
were tbe personal decorations employed by the
ancients for tbe reward of railitary and athlelc acbieve-
menta—while, later on, tbe personal decorations (otlier
tbon those oi tbe Orders of Knighthood) in recogmtion
of warlike Services consisted of a coliar, chain, or claap,
mor of even a sword of honour.

Tbe striking of medals to commemorate iraportant
«venta is aUo known to be avery ancient jiractice, while
tbe wenring of them for decorative purposes was quite
comtnon in England in tbe reign of Ilenry Vlir.
These early medals were wom suspendi® tound the
neck by a chain or ribbon, or migbt even forra an orna-
ment for the hat, but tbe eustom of beatowmg tbem as
an honour or reward totbosewhobad rendered Service
to the State intime of war is of much later date. There
are some wbo think that the first tbua beatowed were
the * Armada’ medals of Queen Elizabeth, while others
coDsidei that those issiied specially for the Battle of
Dunbsr (1650) are tbe eariiest of wbhieh we bave any
jeliable record of their having been distributed id tbhe
Army to officers and men alike, but it*is not at all
certain that either of tbese were really what, nowa-
days, we know as ‘ Campaign’ medalf,aTid itis generally
théugbt that the first properly so called was the tvater-
Joo medal issued in 1817.

Again, iilthough Britain had a navy long before a
standing array was even thougbt of, tbe eustom of grant-
ingrewnrds to thenavv bv medals only datesafew reigns
earlier to that in which'tbey were given W the array.
In the reign of Wiliam and Mary we find the sea
Service marked out for special reward, and an Act passod
for this purpose in 1693 wss carried into effect tlie same
vear, for we read that ‘' Qneen Jlary, upon receiviiig
fiewa of the victory of La Hogue, sent thirty thousand
pounds to Portsmouth to be distributed smongst the
men, and ordered medals to be struek as tokens of
honour for the officers” Naval medals were also
beetowed in the reign of Queen .\nne. _

Geoige Il. certainlv had a medal struek m li46 in
honour of the Rattlé ot CuUoden, but thongb duriiig
*tbe long relifti of biseuccessor (G&orge I11.) the country
was nearlv'alwavs at war, and the navy had iiever
before beefi brouglit into such a high State of efficiency,
yet for the first thirty reara of bis reign, no naval medals
were awarded, the first being that_given for Lord
llowe’'s glorious ' ictory at TJshant in 1i94, when it was
decided tocréate a naval medal and bestow it upon the
admirdis and eaptains of that time as well as upon
those who miglit distinguisli themselves in the future.

But it iato Queen Victoria that we are indebted for
the larger number ot medals struek to commeraorate
ewarlike events as well as deeds of exceptional gallantry
in botb Services, and it is to ber that, among inany
=others, we owe that most glorious and bighly coveted
Order,

The Victoria Cross,

named after her, and instituted by Royal Warrant on
June 29ch, 1866, at the end of the Crimean War. The
idea,we are told, originated with the late Prince Con-
eort, and he ia said to have designed the medal.
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It was at first conferred only on sailors of the Briti-h
Navy and soldiers of the British Array, but tbe tlrdei-
has'since been greatlv extended, until now every grade
and rank, and all braiicbes of ilis Majesty's Forcea, boib
Britisb and Colonial, are eligiblu ; even the native
soldiers of tbe Indian Army (wbo liad previously been
ineligible) baving been ineluded in 1911.

Nothing but ‘ the merit of conspicuous bravery’ gires
a claim to tbis decoration, and ibis must be shown by
‘ some signal actof valour and devotlon to their coimtry
performed in the presence of the enemy.” Non-military
peisons who bave served as volunteers against an enemy
are also eliglble, ,

In tbe case of recipiente not of commissioned rank
the decoration carries with it a pension of ten pounds a
year, and five pounds extra for each clasp, the latter
being awarded for every additional act of exceptional
bravery.

Possiblv vou imagine that this highly valued cross is
made of géld and studded with preci6os stones—but
nothing of the kind, it is very simple and plain in
appearance, being a Maltese-shaped cross of bronze. It
is purposely made of this material in order that ite
actual valué should be as small as possible. In the
centre is the royal crown surmoiinted by a lion, while
on a scroll beneath are inscribed the simple words
which yet mean so much—*'For Valour. It hangs
frora a bar decorated with laurel, supported hy the
initial ‘' V,” the Aame, corps and rank of the recipient
being placed on the back of the bar, The ribbon of
the Order is dark blue for the Navy and enmson for
the Arniv. , .

One of the first to win the Victoria Cross in the
Crimean War was Major-General Sir Luke O’Oonnor,
V.C., K.C.B., who died in the early part ot 1915 at the
age of eightv-three.

It was at the Battle of the Alma that Sir Luke, then
Centre-Seigeant O'Connor, was chosen on account of
his bravery to form ore of the escorl for the colours,
and it was when the gallant young officer who w”
carrying the colour fell Gead that O’Connor (the next in
charge of it), though wounded at the same moment,
struggled to his feet, and holding it aloft, proudly
claimed the fort on befialf of the ‘linyal Welsh. After
the capture, in spite of being badly wounded, he refused
to part with the honour of carrying tbe colours, and
continuetl to do so until the end of the battle. For his
bravery and pluck he was awarded the A ictoria Cross.

And to come to the present War, there are so many
splendid V.C. heroes that it is difiicult indeed to decide
which to mention, for all classes have been lejwesented
in -winnirg this most coveted of bonours. The first
officer to do so was Captain Francis Grenfell of the 9tli
Lancers, who.on August 24th, 1914, wou the distinction
for ‘gallantry in action against unbroken mfantry at
Andregnies, ilelgium, and for gallant conduct in assist-
ing to save the guns of the Ilblh Battery, R.F..A., near
Doubon the same day.” Twice after that the gallant
Captain returned Lome badly wounded, ~finally meetmg
his death in the fleld in the May of 1915.

in the air, too, the V.C. has been won. It was in
June, 1915, that Fligbt Sub-Lieuteiiant Warneford, of
the Roval Naval \ir Service, was awarded the Victoria
Cross for destmyiiig, single-handed, a German Zeppeliii.
With the anti-aircraft guns going off around hira, he
remained poised in the air in the neighbourhood of
Ghent. In the early dawn he swooped dowu on the
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enemy nmcliine, destroyiny it by bomb flre. Bein-»
funously bombardod be was obligred to deacend in the
enem”a country! But he made good bis escape, brios-
iDg himself and bis machine safely beck to the basa it
was an act of great daring, and it is sad to think that its
hero was afterwards acoidentally killed whilst flying.
Perhaps one of the most wonderful naval exploite in
the present War was that wbich gained, for Lieutenaiit
forman ilolbrook. the Y.C. in December, 19U. Itwas

The Victoria Croas.

while in command of Submarine B 11 that he entered
the IMrfanelles and, in spite of the difficult current
“ d" fi'-e rowa of mines and torpedoed
the Turki” tottleship J/essudiyeA, wbich was guardine
the mmefield. On one oceasion he was aetually under
water for hours at a stretch, but neverthelesa he
succee”™ m brmgmg the submarine safely back, thou<rh
attaijked by g”nfire and torpedo-boaU.
topace (loes not permit of mentioning more of the
many gallant deeds which Lave won the V.C. in tbis
j . o classes are repre-
senta lemtorials, midshipmen, seanien, drummers
bandsmen, even a brave piper, have alike earned the

r b o x

No. XXXVIII

honour. Nor mast we forget the members of the
Auatralian and New Zealand forcee who have also won
it by their splendtd bravery and great bomb-throwing
feats jn Galiipoli. Speakiog of Gallipoli rerainds us,
tTO, of Seaman Geoige iT Sarapson, Boyal Naval
'‘oluuteer lleserve, the first searaan to win the Victoria
Oross in the history of the decoration. He gained it
for working all day under heavy tire, thongh seriously
wounded, during the landing.

There are yet two others whose fiames cannot po«-
sibly be left out. One is the first Indi&n soldier ever
to receive thbe V.C., Jemadar Mir Dast, who was awarded
it for conspicuous bravery at Ypres; and the other,
Captain Arthur Martin Leake, who hae won tbis
greatest of distinctions twice over, being, so far, the-
first and only man to whnm a clasp (which representa
the second Victoria Cross) has ever been granted sinee
the Oder was founded. He won the first cross in the
Boer War for ~ t and noble bravo-v, and tbe cUsp
was gained m November, 1914, for resc'uing, under con-
stant fire, numbers of wounded men lyin? ~ose to the
enemys trenches.

Aiivrill Burely agree, after reading but these tew in-
stances, that great as is the decoration, great and
glonous indeed are the deeds that Lave won it.

{Coneluded on paga 814.)

MEHDUM-KULY.
A Legend of tbe East.

N a certain day, the minetrels sat
in the shadow of Mehdum-Kuly's
fents, and the heart of Mehdum-
Kuly, the CSiief, rejoiced at the
soiind of their songa.

The sturdy warriors of the Tuka
tribe were reclining around their
Chief.
They did not approve of him.
His father had been what thev
called a * Ram'—that is, a great
warrior. Mehdum-Kuly did not
take after his father. Far from it. Ijttle cared
he for the battle-cry: he prefeired the songs of the
minstrels to the horrid sounds of war, and, being

young, he took pleasure in all kinds of innocent
games and recreations.
Henee the blac-k looks of the warriors. They conld

not understond their young Chief, who in their opinién
was a sad coward. They said to one another that the
glory of their tribe had gone down into the graye with
his father.

Tsking advsntage of a panse in the sing-.8ong, an oid
wrmkled, white-haired warrior stood up and spoke his
mind to Mehdum-Kuly.

* O son of QUTRam-warrior Chief! ' said the warrior

listen, I pray you, to the speech of the aged, and giye
heed to the counsel of the wise, Manv brare men there
are in tbe eamp of the Tukas—men of musele and
nerye—who fear neither tbe glancing arrow fior the
glittering spear. You, O, Meydum-Kuly, are the. Chief
of our gallant tribe, yet where is youx armour, where
is your record of doughty deeds P You have none as yet,
and for tbis reawn the Persiana jeer at us. Awake,
theii, MAdum-Kuly! No longer give us cause for
shame. no longer let men say Chat our Chief is a woman,.
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My fsther was a man of war; 1 am a man of peaee-
Within my tents 1 would kave meu tliink and leason,
and 1 lore to hear onr minstrels sing of the lieauties of
Natura, of the cbarins of our maidens. Are not tbese
things bettir than «laughter?’

But in Tain did Mehdum*Kul®- seek to convince his
men tliat ‘ I’eace hath her victones no lesa tian war.'

His speech angered the warriors. ‘He is a shirker,’
lhey muttered one to anotlier. ' His words are nothing
but running water, wtich gurgles orer the jiebbles and
is gone.'

Even the young Chiefs motJier—who was called
‘The Tipess of the Tukaa '—reproached him,

All tQB companv departed, learing Mehdum-Kuly

alone. Bitter was tis grief because men thought bim
a cowotd. No longer.lie said to himself, should they
do so. He would take his gallant steed, Argamack,

from his stall, and bis arma from bis tent; then be
would ride forth to prove his courage. Should he fail
to do 80, he would return and submit himself to ‘ the
stroke of the sharp sword,” which, aecording to the
customof his tribe, was the penalty of cowardice.

When the Chief announced hia intention to his people
they applauded loudly.

- - - - *

W ith some difficulty {for be was not of a quarrelsomc
disposition), Mehdum-Kuly at last succeeded in Undiiig
some oce to flght with. The man's fiame was Adyn.
He was a hrave fellow, but Mehdum-Kuly proved to be
the stronger of the two. T;ie Tuka Chief vanquished
Adyn, bound bim, and thought to lead him as a captivo
to the camp.

Wearied with the stniggle, the victor flung himself
down on ariver-bank and fell into a deep sleep.

The river was swoilen by recent heavy rains, and
while the Chief sI~t the water carne swirling over the
bank, nearly touchingthe young warrior. liad it done
80, he would have heen awept into the raging flood.
The prisoner, who lay further back, on safer ground,
saw his captor's peril, and, bound though be was, carne
tothe rescue. lie roUed himself over and over until
he reached Mehdum-Kuly, who he then seized with hia
leeth, dragging him bactwards only just in time. The
nest inatant the bank hroke up and tumbled into the
stream. But for Adyn, Mehdum-Kuly would certainly
have been drowned.

And after this, what could Mehdum-Kuly do hnt
give Adyn his liberty? He loosed his honda, set him
on his own Atgamack (for Adyn's horse had been
kiled in the corabat), aud, partirg from him with
many hlessings, sent him to his home.

{Coneludtd onpofft SOI.)

W&NDERERS IN THE WAR.
By A. A. Methlky.
(ConUnued from page 291.)

r T was a lovely day hy that time, lovelv as so many of
J. those Augustdays of 1D14were; an<ito the chlldren
at any rate the whole buaineas seemed more like some
mcrry holiday picnic than a tragedy. After breakfast
a atart was made again, and then they went on, hour
after hour, alone narrow sandy roads where the trees
aet overhead, tniough rocky valleys, and acrosa open
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patches of heath, where the air was fragrant with the
seent of wild thyme, and noisy with the chirping of
grasshoppers and the drowsy hum of bees.

In the aftemoon Roger and Val were walkiog
together behind the rest of the party, and suddenlj the
boy stopped and poiiited to a cone-shaped bili which
could be seen in the distsuce ahove the trees.

‘Look, Val!l Do you see that hiil ? 1 believe that
it's the place where | heard the buzzing noise I told you
about, aud where Julea elimbed the hollow tree. Yes,
I'ra quite sure nf it. You can see the treenow at thetop.’

Val shaded her eyes, and there sure enough she could
see the hill and the bare branches of the dead tree on its
sumroit.

‘1 wish we were nearer, continued Roger. ‘It
would be some joke to go up there again and have
a look round—not that 1 want to see that man, the
one with the scarred face ; do you remember ?’

‘Yes, I remember,' and then something else flasbed
into Val's mind— the man with the soar, and the
woman with him who, from RogeHa description, had
seemed as if she might be like Fraulein Heinz. The
little girl thrust her hand into her pooket, and drew out
a white envelopo. ‘ Roger, | wish you'd take care of
this for me, she asid. ®You are more used to trouser
pockets than 1 am, and | mustn't lose it.’

‘W hatisit?' Roger took the envelope, and tiiined
it over in his hand. It was latge and square, fastened
with a red seal, and addressed in a apideiy handwrit-
ing to ‘ Mr. J. Smith, 7 Sobo Koad, London, N.W .’

“It's only a lettcr that Frauiein asked me to post for
her in London. She had to go off in a fearfnl hurry,
Iou know, ber rnother was ill or something. and she

adbeen gomgto stay in England for the summer boli-
dara I'oor oid thing, she was upset about it. And
she wrote this letter to ber friends in London, eiplain-
ing why she couldn'tcome, and all about it.’

‘1 see"; hut why on earth didn't she post the letter
herself ?’

‘1 don't know; perhaps she thought it would be
quicker if I took it. Anyhow, she was awfully
anxiouB that it should go safely. She pinned it into
the front of my frock with a big safety pin, and | for-
got all about it until I was cbanging my things at
the farm last night. Then | wanted the safety pin—
whoever had those trousers before must have had a
huge waist—and | had to take a bit in. But I pro-
mised Frauiein 1'd take caie of the letter, so bere it is.’

‘All rigbt. Roger laughed, and stufied the enve-
lopo carslessly intoliis own pocket. ‘It doea seem queer
that you were quite friendly with a (rerman only three
weeks ago. Vbat sortof a person was this Frauiein of
yours P’

‘Oh, not half bad.’ Val had rever been fond of
Frauiein Heinz, but she did not want to be unkind
now. ‘ Sbe was a bit too sentimental, but rathei a
nice oid thing, and she used to tell us no end of stories
about Germany and winter sports, and her brother, who
was a student at Heidelbe”, and fought twelve duels.
She was n>ost frightfully proiid of him, X can tell you.
Oh, yes, Frauiein was aU right, even if she was a
Germéan.’

“Well. | suppose some of them are decent enough.’
Roger was not much interested in the subject, and
then they had to hurry along the road to overtake the
donkey-cart, which was just disappearing round a comer.

That first day of the flight was a very happy one to
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Val and Ro”r, for everytbing went wel!, and. with the
briglit sun overhead, and the peaceful forest all around,
it seemed almoat impossible to wlieve in war and danger.
Ko otber fugitives were eneountered, and the only ex-
citement carne once when they crosswi a high road, and
caught a glimpse of red and blue unifcrmed men in the
distance.

Soldiera! Roger would like to barewaited on the
chance of see more regiments pasa, but George Bemard
shook bis head, and hurried them iato another tree-
bordered bytvay.

It had been hoped that s large village -would have
been reached b j nightfall, but the pace of the travellers
had to be set by the children and the slow-moving
donkey, and when twilight carne they were still «orne
miles from their destiisation. There waa nothing for it
but to spend ttie night in the woods, so dry sticks were
collected, a fire llt, and a tent contrived out of an oid
sbawl and a bent sapling.

Marie got out an iron pot from among the piled bag-
gage on the cart, and heated a delicioua stew, and, when
tbe meal was finished. she sat by the fire singing the
baby to sleep, while George smoked bis pipe, and tbe
red light flickered on the trees and the rocks, and the
aleepy, sunburnt faces of the children.

'f'suppose we shall catch a train somewhere to-
TDorrow, and get back to England tbe next day, said
Rc”r, with a note of regret in bis roice; and \al, too,
could not help feeling aorry that their adrentures were
80 soon Corning to an end.

The next inorning an earlv start was inade, and now
they went southward, and before long reached an im-
portant highway. They carne upon it suddenly as they
tumed a comer, and then Geoi”e piilled tbe donkey to
a standstill with an exclsraationt of astonishment.
They all stopped too, and stared with wide, dismayed
eyes at the strange scene before them.

" The road was crowded with fugitiTes, oid men, women,
and little children, whostrugglM wearily along through
the dust, and with a seeiuinglj endless proce&sion of
carts and waggons piled high with fumiture, bedding,
and goods and chattels of every sort and description.
There were animala, too— little herds of cows and goats
beino' driven by their owners, and many of the people

shed heavily-laden trucks, wheel-barrows, or eren

ies’ perambulators.

llere carne an oid man, staggering under a hura
bundle, then a cripple limped paat, leaning on a crutch,
and then carne women with dirty, frighteiied children
holding their hands or clinging to their skirts.

There were sick people on many of the carts, sittine
among the piled baggage, and every one was covered
with dust, and looked miserable, exbausted, and utterly
hopeless. It was as it all the peasants of northern
Trance, and of Belgium too, perhaps, had been drircn
from their hornea, and were being chased southward by
a relentless enemy.

Oid George’'a face grew very grim as he watched the
pitiful procession; but it waa Useles» to delay. This
was their route, and they would haré to traval by it; so
he lifted Val on to tlie cart, hade tbe others keep
together, and then guided the donkey down into the
crowded road.

And then began a day that was like a long, terrible
nightmare, a hideous contusién of pushing tbrongs of
people, choking white dust, dazzling heat, tbirst, and
footsore weariness.  Sometimes motor-cars whirled
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along the road with loud hootings and the toar of
engines, or cyclists dashed through tho crowd, and
Bgain and agaiu soldiers raatched past on their way
northward, and the fugitives had to push closely to-
gether, imd drive their vehicles into the hedges to make
way for horses and guns.

At a village which was reached at laid-day George
Bernard managed to procure some food; but tbey
hardly dared halt even for a few minutes to eat it, lest
they should lose their place in the closely packed line
of vehicles.

Buring tbe moming Val rodé on tha donkey-oart;
but later she made Marie tske her place; and then
room had to be made for little Babette, and for the
youngest boy, wbo had fallen on the slippery cobble-
stones of the village Street, and grazed bis anee hadly.

‘1 shall be quiteall right,' Val insisted, and for some
time she plodded along stuidily enough at Koger's side;
but, as the afternoon wore away, her ankle, which was
still weak, grew more and more painful, until, at last,
she limped to the edge of the road and threw herself
down on the trampled, dusty grasa.

‘Roger, I'm most awfully sorry.” She looked up at
her brother with a quivering little smile. ‘1 simply
miist have a rest. Myfoot is hurting—rather badlys
hut it will be better soon, and then we can easily catch
up the others.'

‘Oh, all right.” Roger satdown too ; but although h&
tried to speak cheerfully, bis eyes were anxious as h&
glanced at Val, for ter face was very palé, and her-
lorehead was puckere™ into a frown ol pain. It was
quite olear that she ought not to walk any further; but
what was to be done? Tbe donkey-cart was already
out of sight, and every waggon that nassed seemed tO
be overcrowded with passeii”“rs and baggage. As he-
gazed at the weary faces and bowed, trudging figurea
of the fugitives, trailing past in what looked like a
never-ending stream, the hoy felt atrangely forlom and
helpless, for he realised that all these miserable people-
were too heavily oppressed with the weight of their
own troubles to have any time, or sympathy, to spare
for the roisfortunes of others.

The road was running through a wood just then, and
not far from wheie the boy and girl were seated a
narrow path slanted into the thicket. It looked deli-
ciously cool and shady under the trees, and a sudden
idea carne into Roger’s mind.

‘Val,” he said, ‘why shonldn't we get into tbe
wood and rest P That path there seems to go tbe same
way as the road, and we could walk ever so much more
quickly if we were out of this crowd.’

‘Oh, yes, do let's.” Val was delighted with the plan,
and after sitting under a big beech-tree for a little
while, she deciais that she was quite ready to make a
fresh start. They tumed into a narrow track, and the
dust and hurty and contusion of the crowded road were
left bebind.

'"We can get back again directly when we want to,’
Roger said. ‘This path is as straight as adié’; but,
although the path was straight, the road tumed sLarply
to one side soon after they left it, and then every step
took them further and further into the wood. When,
atlast, they decided it waa time to rejoin the Bernarda,
not a trace of tlie highway was to be seen. On every
side there seemed to be no'thing but huge trees, tangled.
brambles, and thick foresta of bracken fem.

(ContinKid on pagt 306.)
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