Ayuntamiento de Madrid



888 CIIATT

WANDERERS IN THE WAR.

By a.a. Methley.

(Contlnaed from pag” 335)

CHAPTEa XV,

TVTIIEBE coiild Val be? What liad bappened to her
M  andtetbewoundedEDjflishman? AVlio had taken

them away? Those were the giiestions that

asked again and agaln, but neither Captain Burand fior

the otber Frenchmen had aiiy anewer to give fior auy

eiplaaation to ofiei.

They had gone. That was all; and Bob the sheep-
dog had gone too. They had vanished—disappear”?,
and nothing remained but the dispacch rider's gloves
and the liitie girl'a bat to show that this was the place
where thev had been left.

‘Val 1Val! ~all' Eoger shouted bis sister's fiame
again and again, bis voice ringing out loudly tlirough
the trees; but an echo that repeated the word, ‘ Val!
Val! Val!' in a falnt, clear whisper was the oniy
answer, Then a ciése search was made through all the
thichets and gullies in the Ticinity, and fliially the
chaufieur was dispatehed with the car to go first in oiie
direction and tben in another to see if he could lind any
trace of the fiigitives.

It was all in vain. A terrible sense of despair and
failure swept over the boy, and, exbausted as be was
wilh all the excitemeat and exertions of the dav, he
seemed to have no strength and no courage to face this
new catastrophe.

‘Take care of Val." That was what his fatherhad
said : and now Val was gone, and he had been faithless
to bis trust.

He was roused by the touch of a hand on bis
«houlder, and looking up quickly, he found that Captain
Durand was standing at his side. ‘ Courage, my friend,’
the officer said, kindiy j ‘you must nnt despair, and,
iilideed, believe me, tbey is no need. Youi little
sister is, doubtless, quite safe. And now we must be
going.’

‘(ioing! Where? | can't go.” Therewas a note of
detiance in Roger's voice as be sprang to his feet, but
Burand took his arm in a irm grasp and led him towards
the waiting car.

<You can do no good by staying Lere, my bov,' he
said, gently. ‘ The little girl and tlie Englishman are
«ertainly far away by this time. Let rae tell you what
has most likely happened. There are many of our
military automobiles aboiit One Las come this way,
and has taken them on. It is more than likely that we
sliall overtake them on the road.’

‘ But she would never go. Val, I mean.
to wait here for me, and stie prornised.’

The young man smiled and shrugged his shoulders.
‘ Perhaps she had no choice in the matter. The dis-
SBtch rider was seriously wounded, you say. It was

nubtleas necessary that he shotild be moved as quicklv
as possible. And a little girl would not be left here
alone.’

Rnger etill was unconvinced. ‘But she may be
somewliere near. Lee me stay. | shall be all right
here." lie tried to wriggle away, but Durand's band
gripped his shonlder sfrongly; and then the otber
officer, who had been waiting impatiently bv the car,
carne forward and Legan to speak in a quick, angry
voice.

| told her
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‘We must get on at once. It is necessarv to be in
Paris by iiightfall. Euough time has been wasied o\er
this business already.’

Roger, although he could not understand French,
caught a word or two, and it was not difficult to grasp
the sense of the hurried speech. ‘1 can't go,’ he cried
once more. ‘I must stay heiet; Val--—-"'

And then anote of sternuess carne into Burand's kiud
voice: *We must go. You can't uossibly stay behind.
This gentlemaii is my superior officer; and remember,
my friend, France is under martial law at this time and
eveu civilians have to obey orders. Come, come, believe
me everytliiiig will be alfright,’ be smiled again. * And
no doubt, ii it were not for this l6ese sand, we should
be able to see tbe wheel-marks of the automobile that
took them away.’

He helped liiger into the car, got in himself, gave an
order to the chauffeur, and then the engine was starti-d
and they were off once more, traveiling southward this
time, along the road.

Looking back upon it afterwards, Roger never could
remember very mueh about the first partof that joumey.
lie was given some food and driuk, and then, utteriy
tired out, he doted for a time with his head against
Captain Burand's shoulder. Again and again during
the joumey a halt was made in a village or outside a
lonely inn, and Captain Burand asked searching ques-
tion» as to what motor~cars had passed lately ; for, as
he had said to Roger, he felt certam that the little girl
and the wounded cyclist had been picked up and were
being taken on into safety.

The officer did not tell Roger at once the result
of his inquiries, in case they should after all end in
disappointment; but he talked earnestly to his com-
pamon about the Information that he collected. ‘ An
automobile carne this way Lalf an hour ago, and there
seems'to have heen a wounded man in it, besides a
woman and a child. That last man | spoke to was not
certain about the child, but the oid woman was quite
sure that she had seen jt. They say that the car was
driven by a man with a wide felt hat and a motor-
mnsk.’

The grey-haired man shriigged his shoulders carelessly.
He was worried and anxious to iinish his journev before
nightfall. The FnglBh boy and his affairs seemed, in
comijjarisou, of very smal! importance.

And so the long drive went on; but at laat, when it
was nearly dark, Burand carne out of an inn where they
had halted for petrol, and told bis companion that all
tJie inquiries were nseless. ‘It's a mistake,’ he said.
‘We are on the wrong track. That car | told vou of
stopped here only tweniy minutas ago, and then went
on towards Compiégne. The child in it was a boy,
Tlie inn-keeper's wife is positive on that point__a little
French hoy. She heard him talidng to the woman, and
thev waited to huy some milk.’

The car had travelled about twenty miles further,
through a laige town, and then once more into a
picturesque, thiekly-wooded district, when Roger, who
cad been sound asleep, woke up with all his senses on
the alert and full of keen anxietyabouthismissinglittle
sister. ‘Have you heard anything,’ he demanded,
‘about Val ? Have they come this way ?’

Captain Burand hesi'tated for a moment before he
answered. ‘I'm afraid I have no news for you, my
boy, he said, ‘And it is disappointing, for | thought,
uiitil a little while ago, that we were on their tracks.
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There has been an automnlile ahead of us for miles,
jr irg the same way, and the description of the jieople
in it sounded all right. But the last person | questioned
told me that the cliild in the car was not a girl afrer all,
but a little bov—a FrencL boy.’

<A Hule bov! But that may have been "Val, sir.
It must Lave Been. Slie -was dressed as a boy, you see,
tmd she eould apeak Freneb awfiilly well. She bad
been at that school ut St- Benis for ages.'

<Bressed as a boy!" Captain Burand started, for
tbis statement put quite a Dew comjjlexion upon the
affsir. He felt certain now that bis tirst surmise liad
been correct, and that Val and the dispatcb rider liad
been tahen on by same beiated tnurists or vvealtby
refugees who were ou their way sontbward.

Roger seired bis arm and looked up intn bis face with
brigbt, eageV eves. ‘Of course it was them, and we
must go bach 'now to that inn—where tbey told you
about the little boy—and lind out whicb way tbhey
went. Quick, tell the mau to tura round tbe car and
go back-’

He leaned forward, almost as it roeaning bimself to
give tbe necessary orders to the chauffeur; but the grey-
baired oflicer, wten the situation had been explained to
him, resoluteiy refused to alter bis plans and would not
listen to any suggestions or appeals. Tbey were goiiig
straight on'to Il'aris. There must be no more dolay,
Wlien Paris was reacbed the boy eould doubtless be
lianded over to his fciends, and then inqulries would
be made in the proper quarter,

Paris! Roger caught at the word. Go to Paris, and
leave Val in the lurch? Never! But when he ques-
tinned Burand, he found that tbe roatter was settled,
and that military discipline barred the 'vav to any
ehange or concession. T'be younger oiEcer did not, eveu
for a moment, thbink of opposing or disputing the wislies
«of his superior,

*Yes, we are going to Paris, my hoy, and we ougbt to
be\here in two hours if all goes well. Later we can
arrange what is to be done about yoiir sister ; but in
the meantime it is our business to be patient—and to
obey orders.’

It was evident tbat nothing would be gained by
further srgument, and once more Roger felt a wave of
helpless despair sweeping over him. Paria was a great
City, be knew that—and once there, what chance
would he have of finding poor little %al again?
Surelv it would be possible to escape from tbese meii,
who seemed suddenly to have changed from friendsinto
captors, and then be cotild make bis way back to tbe
last place where tbe mysterious motor-car was known
to have stopped. He would doubtless be able to trace
them then, for, of course, Val would be making in-
quiries ton. and would be as anxious to rcjoin him as he
was to iind her.'

(Conlitaud on page 350.)

THE COWAHD.

‘myo Belaroche has ever been a coward before,

1.1  taunted Marie.

ller sister, a slender.fragie child of twelve, shrank
back alittle, and looked at her appeatingly.

<Xay. let us leave her, it she is atraid!’ remarked
Charles Belaroche, tuming away scornfullv.

The three ehildren were members of a Cavalier
family, living in a pLcturesque oid manor-house near
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the TUlage of Naseby. Charles and Marie dnring their
piar had accidentall’y re-tliscovered the entrance to one
of tbe secret passages with wbich tbe house abounded.
Tbey had fetebed a lantem, and were going to explore
it. Cieeiy, sbrinking at the coid, damp gloom oi the
pissage, had, as usual, incurred their bitirg scom. She
bastily returnel to the light, and stood watchiiig till
the féeble glimtner of their lantern had died away.
Then she burst into a storm of tears.

‘1 um a coward—it is ti'ue! | daré not face the
darkness !’ she moaned hrokenly.

But by tbe time ber brother and sister returned
radiantly excited from their exploratlon, she bad
partially regained her self-control.

‘IVe'bave discovered a way from tbe lianor to the
woods on yonder bili,” exclaimed Charles.

‘It will be a fine plsvground.’ said his sister. ‘For
tho-<e who are not afraid P she added witheringly.

Cicely dréw ber frague forra uprigbt. ‘ Yon tliLnk
me a coward, then ?' slie asked.

“You actas one!’

The cbild's blue eyes flashed through their tears.
‘ Some day you shall retract tbose words,’ she said, with
unusual spirit.

At that moment their oid Furse Bessy entered,
exclaiming at the sight of the two children’s clothes,
which were covered with dust and cobwebs. She
roundlv scnlded them both, and carried them off in
disgrace. Charles she locked iip in the library to learn
a bsson from his hom-book, wliile she put ilarie sew
some embroidery in the house-k-wpera room. Cicety,
left alone, mused at the window, her eyes fixed on the
distant horizon.

‘The guns!” she munnured.
sounded this morning at Ixaseby! Another battle has
been fought. Has the King's cause prospered ?’

As if in answer to her question, the door was flung
open, a hatless, dishevelled figure dashed in, and col-
lap.sed upon au oak settle!

Cicelv wa« astonished at this sudden event, but to her
own surprise she was not frightened. ‘Father |’ she.
exclaimed in an incredulous whisper. springing to her
feet. Fora moment she thought that she must be mis-

“'The guns which

liad ridden away so gaily. His suit was stained from
head to foot with mud, &nd his rapicr snajiped in half,
while one arm hung limply at bis side. ‘M hat has
Lappened?' she cried. ‘Father! is the battle then

‘Lost? .\vel—a crushing defeat—I am chased !
The papers!" lie ceased from sheer exhaustion, and
lay back half-fainting.

At that moment carne a thunderous knocking at the
door, and a d-ep voice outside the window demanded
admittance, ‘ In the fiame oE tbe Parliiment-'

The sound penetraled to the conaciousness of tbhe
wounded man, and he raised bimself, repeating, ‘' The
papers!’

‘What papers, my father?' asked the bewildered
Cicelv.

He took from his dotiblet a small packet of lelters.
“All is lost if the rebela lay hand on these !" he gasp>d.
'They are from Ilis Majesty—for Prince lliiiwrt—my
horse is shot—I am wounded— I can go no funber!

Cicelv had grasped the situation, and snatching tbe
packet 'she hid it in ber dresa. Tbe linocking bad
ceaaed, for tbe servants had opened the door in terruf.
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A hatleae, diebeTelled figure dasbed in.”
They heard a stem Toice in the hall, and the tramp oi THE LEG-END OF STAVOREN.

feet ascending the atairway,
‘Take them—to the l4ince!’ he wtiapered. * Hide N CE there stood on the banka of the Zuyder Zea a

ihem—they must not be found! Quick! Goi Leave proadcitycalledStavoren. It wa«acity of turréis
me 1l Thea he fell back jn a dead faint, and gatea and magnifiiceDt ralacee, butits fflory has long

L ] aince departed, and it lies buried beneath Uie sea.
(Cenciuiieii on paffé 359.) StaTOren was the centre of much buaineea and com-
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' The Prinoess flung ore oJ her rings inW the ses»

tuerce. Its mercbanté were very -wcalthy, its shiw
iravelled far. Their halle and ~atts—s ) the legend tells
WS—-were lined with gold; their cauris and banqueting-
rooms were paTed with ducats, and their stairs and
passages were strewn with sbining doUars.

In StaToren dwelt a ~ain and haughty Princess. She
was aelfish and greedy, and all her thoughte were given
to money. Her one aim in life was to beconie ever
richer and richer. , *

One day, the Princess, taking a sudden whim into her
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head, sert for tbe eaptain of herlai®est sliip. ‘ Go,’ she
said to him, ‘for a ratber long cruise, bat do rot be
abéent for more thaii a year, Af tbe end of tbat time
retum to me with a ful'l carg™o of tbe bese and noblest
thing”in the world.’

‘ liut what, madnm.’ said the Captain, ‘doj'ou eonsider
the best and noblest tbing? There are so many good
and beautiful tbings iti tbe world! 1 will apare no

pains to obtain for you whatewer you desire. Wbat
shall it be ?*
=l aball not ten you,' said tbe I'rincess, rudely. ‘To

one in my Service a mere bint sboold suffice. ' People
cali you a wise man ; here is a chance for you to show
your wisdoin. Ooat otice, and do my bidding.’

Tbe Captain was greatly puzzled. ‘ Wbat i>tbe best
tbing in rbe tverid P~he asked himself sgain and again,
At last he carne to tbe conclusién tbat tbe correct
answer to this question was ‘' Com.” So he sailed
away to Dantzig, and loaded bis sbip witb the cboicest
mwheat of Polanil; theii, without waiting until tlie vear

bad expired, be retumed to Scavoren. He had beeii
absent less tban six raontbs.
The Princesa received him coldly. *Your ship,

Captain,’ she said, ‘ must be an eagle, to fly so swiftiy !
How Lave you contrived to go to Guinea, coliect your
treasure, and retum, in so shortatime ?’

The Captain, biare though he waa, trerobled as be
noted tbe lady's scowl. ‘1 Lave brought vour Higbness
no gold from Guinea,’ he replied respecifully, -lbrirg
vou wlLeat—the very best tvbeat that ever was grown.
Whbat is more precious than com f '

The I'rincess tlew into a violent passion. ‘Wbat 1'
she exelaimed, ‘do you mean to say that vou bave
brought me nothing h'utivretched, eommon wheat ?*

e|f Ltis 80 wretclied, said tbe oid man, ‘ wbv are we
told to pray for our daily bread ?*

‘FImg it all into tbe water 1' cried tbe Princess, now
mad with rage. ‘Do aa | Md you instantlv! 1 will
come myself to see that the tbing is done.’

Tbe Captain liiirried away, but not to obey bis mistress,
for be thougbt that to doso would be a sin.  So, instead
of throwing away tbe wheat, he called tc~tber a mimber
of poor people, hoping tbat tlie Princess might be per-
suoded to give the wheat to them Lnstend of to the sea.

But the lady, sad to say, bad a verv hard heart.
When sbe saw tbe crowd of poor, famished people
wbo feil on tbeir linees and b~*ged her to bestow the
wheat tipon tbem, ber only answer was a shake of tbe
bead. Again sbe told tbhe Captain to carrv out ber orders.

And now Mis anger Hamed up. Standing bcld'y before
his mistress, in the bearing of all tbe people be wamed
ber that should she do ibis wicked action, tbe dayinigfat
come when sbe would be glad to pick up in tbe streets
iiny grain of com tbat she could find.

Ilow ioudly the I'rincess laugbed at that! ‘YVbat
nonsense!’ abo said, ‘Thbat day will never come,
jitavoren's riebest inhabitant will' never want for food,
See! | will fiiiig this ring into the water. Should it
ever retum to me, fAen | might one dav be a beggar;
tbe one thing is as likely—or ratber, as unlikelv—aa the
otber,’

ith tbat, the Princess flung one of her numerous
rings into tbe sea, and little she thought ever to see it
again. The wheat also was thrown into the water.
And in the eveuing of that day (says the oid story)
the lady’s cook found the ring iuside 4 fish !

Tbat very night, too, the I'rincess heard that all her
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riehly-laden sbips had foundered in a storm. And as
day after day went by, more and more bad news carne.
A bank, in wliicb tbe I'rincess had much money, failed ;
Moors and Turks united to rob her. Misfortune
followed misfortune. until at last tbe good oid Captain's
words ‘ carne truc,” and tbe once wenllby Princess was
forced to ber bread from door to doot. Sbe died in
povorty.

And still the city of Stavoren, whose inhabitants
heeded not tbe waming, was gay and glittering as ever.
Jlard and selfisb, prtiud and medy, were the bearts of
the citizens, as had been the heart of the UUfated
Princess, and they, too, were ]ninisbed.

A sandbank appenred on tbe spot where the wheat
hadbeen hung into the sen. This was called ‘ The Lady's
Saiids,” and from it shot up a mengre, stra”ling plant,
reserabling wbent iii stalk and head, bul nearing no
fruit. lligher and higher tijrose tbe sandbank, until it
blocked up tbe harboiir, so tbat no sbip eould enter. Y'et
still men seemed not to care.

Then, one dreadiul night, the sea, forcing its way into
a new channel, swept over the doomed city. An& ever
since that night, there has been no Stavoren on the shore'
of tbe Zuyder Zee, tbougb a diver might find it at the
bottom. E. D.

THE TRAP-BREAKERS,
By Ilaroid iiiNDr.oss,
[Coniinusd from pags 330.)

11HE sloop s small dory lay bigb and drv, and thev
bad some trouble to carrv ber down. Then tbe surf
wasbed her back UKen the boulders, and while Jak<-
with an oar beld ber bows to the sea. Dawson pushed
astern, He was wet to the waist before he got on.
board. and it afterwards cost them an effort to reach
the sloop. When they ran alongside, lier cable jaired
as she p.unged her bows in the swell; blocks and bai-
vards rattled, and tbe beavy boom had got loose and
lurebed about. It was now quite dark, and coid spray
wbipped tbeir faces as th“v sLortened cable. Tbe euaiii’
~atne in slowly, bruising tbeir liands, and they were
bn'athless when Jake wound a tum across the bitts.
‘We must get some sail up and break out the anchor
when she’'s under way.’ he said.

The mainsail look'ed dangerously big as it thrashed
in the freshening wind. They knew they ougbt to baul
down a reef to reduce its size. but doubted if there was
time, and since the wind was fair they need not set tbe
sail )iroperly.

‘lloist the jib and then stand by the cable. Y'oull
want to hustle when she salis out th'e anchor,' Jake said
as he took the helm.

Diiwsoti set the bangingjib, and then braecd himself
for an effort. They were not stiving enough to tear tlie
anchor from the ~ouiid, and the boat must help. She
Usted down with a jerk that nearlv threw Dawson oli
his feet, and tiien, while the water boiled across her lee
deek, foiged ahead, jarring at the cable. It held her
for some moments, and then slackeiied, and Dawson
knew he must get it in before the anchor took hold
again. He tore the skin from his knuckles while he
kiieit at the bow witb the jib beatiug his shoulders.
Jake shouted aometbing about not being able to hold
her head to wind, but Dawsorv barJly heuid him as he
struggUd with the ehaiu.
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She fell ofE, her «ails filled, and the bows s-wung
round. Tlie water leaped up in a whito turmoil, and
sLe swayed down until Dawaon heard it wasb against
the )ow cabin-top. A Httle more, pd she woiild
capsize ; but he could not get in the chain. The anchor
wns under her fore-foot, jatnmed against her kwl, and,
mabiiig the cable fast, he jumptKIl iiito the cockpit. She
lifted neorlr upright and leaped forwnrd into the dark
whon Jake" wich his bsck against the tiller, got lier
before the wind, ‘ WVre surely hitting up the pace,’ he
ftaid. ‘1f she doesn't roll over, we won't be long in
making False Point.’

Dawson thought a capsize was possible. Now she
was before the wind. she rolled violentiy, swinging up
the boom, while the half-set sail it extended aoared like
a siack balloon. If spar and canvas lurched across, the
sarage jerk might snap the mast, and he doubted if
Jake could keep her straight enough to avoid this risk.
Det-ides, a nastv sea ran whind her, and the dory they
had not had time to drag on board carne up on the
Tollers' crests and hit the stem. ' Still speed waa
needed, be did not think they could aborten sail, and
thev let her run.

fhe water got smootfcer wli*n th©y droTa round a
point, and Da-mson, looking forward, saw three or four
boats ahead, The boats had no saij hoisted, and their
crews were obviouslv rowing to windward under the
lee ot the point. The'wind, however. blew strong across
the low neck of land. ‘The trap-breakers!' he ehouted.
‘Thev don't mean to let us pass.’

Two of the boats changed tireir course, and Dawson
noted others he had not seen at first. It did not look
as if they couid get through, and he turned to Jake,
who stood with body stiflly braced against the helra.

"If we had proper canvas set, 1'd close-haul her and
dodge them,' Jake remarked. ‘Now we can only run
before it’ .

Dawson looked at the boate and bis heart beat, but
he pulled himself together. ‘Very well,” he said; ‘we'll
let her run.’

She drove on, while two boats pulled aeross her
course. It looked as if she would smash and press them
dowQ, but there were bold and skilful men on board,
Thev obviouslv meant to stop the sloop, althougb
Dawson did nét think they would risk the shock of a
collision. One boat waited. a little to starboard,
another a little to port, and Jake headed for the nar-
rowing gap-

A man stood up in the nearest crait and a boathook
with a rope atlached caught the slonp's channels. The
wire slirouds rang, there was a heavy crash.and Dawson
saw the boat, half-buried in foam, drngged aloug ngainst
the quarter. The sea wns breakiiig into her, but Iu
aiiotlier moraent the raen would jiimp on board.

‘Stand by main sheet!’ Jake shouted, ‘ Check it as
the sail comee aeross, and then let it run.’

Dawson soized the wet rope, kuowing the risk Jake
meant to take, and the big, dark mainsail begun to
swing. It had beeii on the opposite side from the boat,
but now it was uearlv amidships, and the beavy boom
along its foot went up. Dawson got iu a yard of rope
to ease the Corning shock, and wondered wliether the
mast would break off. Then there was a violent lurch
and crash. Ibe sheet screamed round a pin and bumed
his hands. Sail and boom swung over, and the sloop,
rolling with them,ground upon the boat; I>ut the heavy
ppar and swelling canvas had struck her first. Une
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could not see what had happened, but the sloop’s mast
Btnod. and next moment a rope parted uith a baug and
the boat dropped asteni.

Jake gaspea, and wiped the stveat from his face. ‘1
guess that crowd has had enough,' he said. ' If anybody
got knocked into the water, the other lot can jict hiin
up. We ccrtainly took some chances, but the traj>-
breakers got tbe smasb.’

The other boat was ciése by, but perliaps her crew
were daunted, for they did not try to hook on, and in a
few raoments the boys were alone in tlie dark. Dawson
breathed a deep breath ot relief. The rest of tbe job
was easy; they must keep her runniiig until they met
the patrol.

After a time, the indistinct shape of a small steamer
loomed up at the mouth of a bav, and when Jake put
down his helm the sloop Usted over until her deck wns
in the sea. With a savage thrashing of canvas she
carne round head to wind, and the boys bad a breatli-
less stniggle to badl the mamsail down. Then as she
ran past the patrol-boat under her ]Jib Jake waved his
arras. , ,

‘ The trap-breakers are lauding at Gardners beach !
he shouted.

‘“llun in behind the point and wait,’” a man on the
slanted hridge replied ; and the steamer turned and fol-
lowed the sloop. '

When the boys had stowed the salis and got the
anchor down in smooth water, a boat carne alongside.
and a man in oilskins jumped on board. ‘ Now, wbats
this about the trap-breakers?’ he asked.

They told him, and he nodded. ‘I've got it; looks as
if we had better Lustle. We can't tow your boat back
—we'd puli her under. Jurop ou board if you want to
come.’

As soon as they were in the boat the crew pushea
oif, and a few mmutes afterwarda the steamer drove
her bows into the riaing sea as she went off at full
speed.

In the meantime, Ah Lee found Mr. W inthrop and
Gardner at the shore end ot the uets.

‘"i'ou told the boys?’' said Winthrop, when he
had heard the Cbinaman's story. ‘"\\bere are they
now ?'

Ah Lee said they went on board the sloop, ana
Gardner exclaimed, ‘Gnne? Well, | didn't roekon
they'd light out like that!’

\Yintbrop langhed. ‘i'ou don't know the boys yet.
They didn’t go because they were scared.’

‘ Go quick: blitig patlol boat,” Ah Lee explained.

“I'm sorrv,” Ganlner said to Winthrop, and turned to
Ah Lee. ‘Why didn't you tell us this before?’ Then
he resumed in a thoughtful tone: ‘1>00ks as if well
have trouble to stand off the crowd that's “ming until
Wheelei' arrices, Anvhow, they're not going to breali
jnv traps while Ini around.’

'He sent Ah l.e-efor the men. and for atime they were
busy with tackles, henving tight a wire rope that ran
from a buoy outside the nets to a rock on the leach.
lluch of the rope was in the water, a foot or two
beneath the surfnee, but near the shore it «<howed indis-
tinctiy now and then when the rollers broke.

‘ Xtat will stop them some/ Garcner reniarkctl
g.inily, when he was satisfied. ‘ I*rettv hard to see in
the dark, and | allow they'll have trouble if a boat get»
Oli top of it

[Conelvdtd ottjxige 346.)
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