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T H E  T H A P -B R E A K B R S .
B t  H a b o i.d  B is d l o s s .

{Coacluded from  page 343.)

Th e  three sat downand waited,looking out anxiously 
acroas the ^ g ry  water. It was blowing fresh, ar.d 

the sea was getting up. I f  (he suri got muco heavier, it 
won!d_ preveiit the trap-breakera reaehirg the neta and 
make it risky for tliem to ¡and ; but the boats could not 
bo_ far olí, and Winthrop tried to calcúlate wlien 

heeter would arrive, IÍe certainlv could not reach 
the hcach before the wreckers. A t length, a darle 
objecc swung up on top of a sea. Another npjeared 
behind, and then another, until Winthrop counted four.
‘ Two short ; ’ he said to Ah Lee, ‘  Where do you think 
thay haré gone? ’

Ah Lee shriigged. ‘ NosavTT.’
One of the boats was then awkwardlvtowing another 

that ba l some oars broken aad her side smasoed when 
the sloop rolled down on her, but Winthrop did not 
learn ibis until afterwards. In themeantime, the boats 
he watched carne on, and presently stopped a short dU- 
tance from the trap. The big posta now rose indis- 
tinctlv from the foam Ibat surged about the nets, for 
the tide was falling. Still, it was hardly likely that 
tho wreckers could see the rope, and Gaidner cbuckled 
when tbe spiash of oars indicated that the boats were 
moving again,

‘ I guess the boya will get a surprise,’ he said, and 
then juraped up. ' The first's got over ¡ Tbey’re going 
for the n e t! '

‘ Seathrew her acrosa without touching,’ Winthrop 
rephed. and seized Gardner's arm. ‘ H oldon ! Watcn 
the n ext! ’

A  boat swung up on a whice-topped roller, and then 
eank nnd stopped while a eloud of spray leaped up. 
Shouts carne out of the darkneís and oars spiasfaed, but 
the boat did not more, and Winthrop imagined her 
keel was jammed against the wire. A '̂hüe she ground 
against it, the hroken combers wonld wash on board, 
and he thought the men were already baling liard. 
A  dsrli figure bent to and fro, as íf busy tbrowíng 
out the water. The boats behind backed ofi, and the 
spla«hofoars indicated that their crews were holding 
tnera head to sea.

• They haré found out the rope,’  he said. ‘ In  a few 
minutes they’ll begin to h«jk for the end. or trv to land
and cut it here------ ’ He stopped, and add¿d: ‘ The
first bo&t 8 Corning uow ! ’

Gardner called bis men, aud they ran along the beach, 
stumbling across the weedy boiilders-' The boat that 
had crossed the wire was cióse bv, rising and falling 
as she drove shorewards throug'h the surf. When 
Gardner shouted, ordering the meii on board to keep off, 
i^ey stopped rowiiig for a moment and then bogan a^iu. 
The dark bow tilted up out of the boiling foam as a 
roller swept her on,

‘ Stand by, a l l ! ’ roared Gardner. ‘  TheyVe not got to 
lan d l’

Next moment be and tbe others plunged into the 
surf and a roller broke about tlieir waists. One wont 
down, and was wasbed back upon the atones; the rest 
dCranibled cloar as tbe boat rowed in on tbe next i 
seas crest. Thore wa.s a crash as she struck the I 
boach, and then a short. confused fight bogan, As 1 
the wreckers dropped their oars the boat swung broad- '■ 

side-on, and Gurdner's men used their fists and clubs, I

She filled and rolled orer in the sfreaming backwash, 
tbrowing out her crew, who tried to dodge the blows, 
and grappied with their antagonists. They were iti nnd 
out of the water as the roilers surged up and down the 
beach, and one group fell in a strugglirg heap and 
vanished amidst the backwash, Nóbody altogether 
knew what tffippened, but in a few minutes three or 
four of the wrecliers had run olí along che beach, and 
Gardnet’i  men had three prisoners. A ll were wet and 
bruised. and some were bleeding.

‘ We have made good so far,’ Gardner remarked when 
they pulled up the boat, ‘ Looka as if the othey fellows 
are ])iilling for the buoy, and it’s lucky I  made the rope 
fast with a big shackle, They certainly won’t get it 
loose unless they’re brought a spike.’

Winthrop doubted if  ther could unscrew the shackle 
with a spik-, The rope did not run all round the trap,

I but it guarded the lee side, which was to some extent 
I  sheltered- Now the sea had got up, the other was 

swept by white combers that threatened to swamp the 
boats- I f  the men rowed round the end of the rope, 
he thought they w< uld be throwu against the nets. Yet 
it was oDvious that they meant to try.

‘ They’re not xery bright,’ he said. ‘ Itw ou ldhare 
been a better plan to land at this end of the rope and 
wreck the traps from the shore.’

‘ I  reckon they'll see that presently,’ Gardner replied. 
'I n  the meanwhile they’re losing time, and Wheeler 
m ^  come along before the thing strikes them.’

He and Winthrop sat down Iwhind a rock that outofl 
the wind and watched the boats. The wreckers were 
obviously determined, heeause they pulled against the 
sea, and. after a struggle, stoppt'd where Winthrop 
im^ined the buoy that held the rope was moored. One 
could hardly see the boats in the spray. and when a 
eomber rolled up they vanished in the dark. I t  woiild 
be uearly impossible to work at the shackle, and the 
Steel wire would be hard to cut. After a time, the 
wreckers seemed to give it up, for the cluster of boats- 
drew out into a straggling row.

‘  They’re going to land,’ said Gardner. ' They won’t 
be loDg Ciiding our end of the rope, and then' I  dnn’t 
know if they’ll wipe us oS the beach or not, Anvhow 
l ’m stopping till I  drop,’ ’  '

He called his men, and, gripping their clubs, they 
went down to the water's edge. It was nervous work, 
watehing the boats pulí ashore. I f  the wreckers were 
able to land, the party would be outnumbered, and 
Winthrop doubted if  the landing could be prevented. 
Besides, some of the fellows might cairy pistols.

‘ Hgly tbings may happen if anybodv’ pulls a kuife or 
gun,’ he said,

‘ That’s so,’ Gaidner agreed. ‘ My gun stops in mr

Cket ss long as I  can keep it there, aud, so far as I 
'W, the boys have no tnives. Guess they'll make 

good firing rocks and with their clubs.’
Winthrop wondered. Two to one was long odds, but 

a Tolley o f  big stones might disable some of the 
wreckers while they tried to land, and he waited as 
coolly as he could while the boats reeled shorewards 
before the combers that were getthig bigger f»st, In 
another minute or two thev would reach the beach and 
the stn^gle would begin,

To bis surprise, they stopped and one pulled round 
Somebedv shouted, and his voiee reached the men on 
shore, although they could not hear what he said. Then 
the others turned and pulled after the first. In a few
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minutes thev liad Tonislied, and there was notbing but 
tile davlirollers and flying spray.

•They've Lad enough, or Wlieeler's coming,’ Gardner 
saiii, and tlien pausing, sliouted, ‘ ilere he is I ’

A  slanted mase and funnel loomed out of the datk, a 
wliistle screatned, and tbeii the steamer, carryiiig no 
lights, melted from sight.

gett
•t.. __  *, ............................  -  . ..

likely vre couldii’t liave stood them off. The sea and 
those boys of yours beat them. Say, they're soiart 
kids! I  waa surely fooüsh when I thoiight they'd ^uit.’ 

"W'inthrop emiled and said nothing. l ie  was satisfied 
the trouble liad endfd, and knew the boya’ mettle. 
They were not quitters. NVxt day he had further 
grounds for ealisfaction ubeii he heard Wheelers 
remarks about their exploit.

A  Y B A R  I N  A  G A R D E N .
X--OCTOBKK.

ON  October the Ist voung spiders appeared, break- 
ing their egg-shells, and making tbeir way out 

of their eirong silken eradle. They were exactly like 
grown-up spiders, except that they were very tiny. 
Thev were so small, Billy got a m agnifving-g!^ to 
examine them. A t first their bodiea seemed too big and 
heary for their lega, and some of them toppled over 
Cefore they walked away.

The Caterpillar famdies had increased in number and 
site, but gradually they were all undergoing their 
transforroation for their winter sieep, and as they spun 
themseKes up on the walls and roofs, or buried them- 
seU es in the soft moss aud earth, there was leas teeding 
for Billy to attend to. A t last there were only two of 
the thick, dirty g ^ n  ones and a verv lato araall green 
One that iseeded any food, and soon the green one took 
its last stroll all over the walls and g l ^  door, and 
carne to rest in a córner. A  tiny speck of light-coloured 
silk attaehed its tail to the wall, aud for a few days it 
remained motionless, waiting for the change that was 
inevitable. Finallv, it maoe the seventh of the grey 
cbrysalids that wóuld turn into small garden wliite 
butterflies next spriiig, when perhaps it would serve as 
iiart of a sparrow’s breakfast. A ll the large garden 
white caterpiliars had long sgo spun themselves up 
into neat pricklv cbrvsalids, covered wíth little black 
dots. Babe had“watclied them an.tiously as they cast 
their skins for the last tim e; for a while they seemed so 
intensely uncorafortable; they were so soft and helpless 
in their new pale-green sheaths without eitber legs or 
Lead- tiñe of the buff ermines had wedged itself 
down between the door and the box containing the moss 
and earth, and Billy had to be ver? careful when he 
cLanged the cahbsge-leaves not to disturb i t ; the other 
had made its cocooii up in a comer, aud hung there, the 
sliiny dark caso quite visible through the thin cocoon 
madé of silk and liair.

A t the end of ibe niontb, the friend wbo aent the 
children the buff ermine caterpiliars sent them another 
small tin box containing, this time, prizes that mado 
Billv wild with jov, TÍiere were in the box, rosting on 
cottón-wool, and wrappejl up in soft tissue paper, two 
big, dull-lookiiig cbrvsalids, about an inch long, of the 
popUr bawk m oth ftw o soft little cocoons made of 
leaf moiild of White Ermine 5Ioths ; two small ehry-

salids of the Brindled Beauty: and two much largor 
ones of the Buff Tip. The instructions were: Roll each 
pair at once on to perfectly deán dry moss i place in 
boxee where the insects wül have plenty of space when 
thev emerge in spring; and never touch the chrysalids 
with the fingersunlessabsolutely necessory.

U N P O P U L A R  Y E L L O W .
■ \ 7 E L L 0 W  has never heen a favourite in European 
X coiuitries; it was called the tmitor's colour, and 

in Spain the executioner ahvays wore it. as a symbol of 
the treason he was commanded to punish. In Frailee, 
during the Middle Ages, the doors of the houses of 
traitors were daubed with yellow, while. in some 
countries, the Jews were torced to wear the despised 
lint, and were heid guilty of betraying Christ to His 
death. On the other liand. in China rellow is the royal 
colour and deeply reverenced. The troperor wears k, 
and his telations are allowed the honour of putting on a 
vellow girdle. 8- B.

T R U A N T  A N D  T H E  SO C K S . 
r p H lS  is a true story of a retriever l-elonging to 
X a keeper. The dog, whose ñame was Truant, was 
a very great favourite with his master, to whum he was 
devoted. As he was a shooting dog, he was never 
allowed inside his ma^ter’s cotUge, but when he was 
not helpiiig his master he was cbained up- Some dogí 
are made very fieree by being chained up. but Truant 
was so good-tempered and so mucb petted by bis master 
that he never became fieree, and always let bis master s 
children plsv wíth him, eren when he was tied up.

One day, 'truant’s master went away on business for 
bis master, and left Truant, as be thougbt, chained up 
sifely by his kennel. I t  was a wet day, and the 
children were not allowed to play out-of-doors, so poor 
Truant felt horribly lonely, and tried hard to get free. 
His master, in putting on the dog’s collar, han slipped 
the tooth of the buckle into a different hole from the 
usual one. and made the collar bigger than usuH; and 
Truant. after some wriggling, managed to slip his head 
out, and made for the cottage, hopitig to find his master. 
The door was oren, and he went in, hut no master was 
there 1 lie  snined rouud. and snielt that there was 
something belonging to bis master in the room. After 
hunting about, he discovered a pair of soek* belonging 
to the keeper on a chair. ‘  JIiillo,’ thougbt Truant, 
‘ liere's something of master's. Sbouldn t wonder if it 
had been stolen. Anywav, I ’ll keep it safe for bim.’ 
And be seized the socks in his mouth, and carried them 
off down the garden, where he dtig a hoie, and buried 
them quite safely.

The keeper’s wife was upstairs, and saw T ruant hiirry- 
ing down the garden with the socks. She rushed oiit 
just in time to see him burv them. ‘ You natiglity dog, 
she said- ‘ What have yóu done? Thai’s not a bou- 
vou’ve found, it’s your master's socks.’ Truant wagged 
his tail, qnd thougbt to hirnselí, ‘ What a stupid 
woman. I  know exactly what those are, aud I  am 
keeping them safe for master.’ The keeper’s w ifu tried 
to dig the socks up, but Truant growled at lier, and 
woula not let ber go near the place, so she went baek 
into the cottage, leaving Truant on guard over the placo 
where the socks were. He stayed títere till his master 
carne home, and then, just as his wife was telling the
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keepcr all alout the socks, ard wliat h&ppened to them, 
Truant carne rushing up. ‘ Hullo, oíd bov, what have 
you done-wibh my socks r ’ aaid üie keeper- ‘ Come and 
see,’ barked Truant. He led the way down the garden, 
dug up tile eocks wLch his front patvs, and gave mem to 
his maetei.

A S O L D IE R ’ S H O P E .

BE S ID E  the streams of Babylon,
A Britiah eoldier ley,

And dreamed of kings «nd empires gone, 
Wara of a long-past day,
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“ 'What want you ín tliis ancient plain?
W liat gold, wliBt tyrannv?’

‘ T seek,’ the soldier cried, '* no gain!
1 Bgút to makts men freel’

E , SnORT.

W A N D E R E R S  I N  T H E  W A R .
B y A . A. Mefeley.

(Conticued IFom paga 339.)

IT was quite dark by now, a beautiful nigbt with ihe 
August nioon orerhead and Limdreds oí tinv stars 

Bgleam in the olear skv. Not a Round waa to be heard 
except tbe purring tbrob o í tbe great motor and an 
occasional cry of $nme bird or animal froin tbe dark 
forest that bordered the road on either eide, The two 
Frenchmen smoked in eiletice, and lloger, gitting mo- 
tionlesa between them, watched eagerly for some 
opportunity to escape.

A t  lirst the plan seemed hopelesa, for one cannot 
slip unnoticed from a car tbat is going at the rate of 
tbirty or forty miles an bour, but, after a wbile, fortune 
turned in tbe boy’s favour.

TEe motor slowed down, stopped, eould not be started 
again, and both the chauffeur and Durand got out to see 
tsmat tras tbe matter, wbile tbe eider olHcer fumed and 
grumbled at tbe delav.

He too got out of the car at last to join in the 
examioation and discuasion, and Roger, realisiiig that 
his chance had come, crept swiftly and silently out of 
the car, hid behind it for a moment, and then darted 
awav aiong the road, his footsteps making no sound on 
the Soft, Randy surface,

“W ben he had gone about a hundred vards, he pushed 
his wsy noiselessly into the busbes and laid liimself 
down on the ground, keeping absolutelv stiil so that no 
rustle or breaiing twig should betrav l¡i« whereabouts.

For a few minutes iiothing bappened, and then the 
sound of the motor engiiie was heard agaiu. An angry 
exclamation followed, iii bhe Toice of tbe grey-liaired 
officcr, and tbe boy knew that his escape had been 
discovered.

He almost held his breath then. as he crouched 
among the brrmbles, for the chauffeur carne back along 
the road, and with him was Captain Durand, who 
w m ed one o( \he lamps from the car, and flashed it 
from side to side, peering eagerly iuto tbe undergrowth 
as be did so. °

‘ H ullo! A rey ou tb ere? ’  Roger felt horriblv cruel 
and ungrateful, for tbere was a note of real anxiety in 
tbe young officer's Toice as he called the trunnt again 
and again. But it would not do to be weak and foolish 
now. Tbere was Val and the promise to his father to 
be considered, so Le preased his lips firmly together, 
and in a few minutes the search carne to an end7 Tbe 
eider man strode down the road, tbere was a short dis- 
cussioa, an angry command, and then the soldiers 
retumed to the car and resumed their interrupted 
joumey. When the sound of the engine had quite 
died away, Roger carne out of his bidiiig-place and 
started to walk northward tbrough tbe siient, fragrant 
August night. ^

ün and on he went, kilometre after kilometre, mile 
after tmle, until he wondered whether the forest

tlirnngh which he was trudging would ever come to 
an eiid. Tbe rilluges had seemed to he closely strung 
together along tbe road, like the beads on a necklace, 
as lite gieat car tore throiigh them, but now the dis- 
tances were interminable, and tbere was no sign of life 
or of civilisation. The boy was footsore, hungry, and 
Terv tired.tind he could not help thinkiug with longing 
of the cosy little cottage where lie and Val had spent 
last night, and of tbe meal wbich they had caten by the 
crackliiig wood fire.

Eren the alarm about the wolf, that had been real 
and terrible etiough at tlie time, seemed merelyamusing 
and absurd when looked back upoii from the gloom of 
the dark, lonely forest, and with the picture in his 
mmd of Bob's bright, friendly eyes and round, tangled 
head.

A t last he decided tbat he could walk no further, 
so be dragged the electric torcb from his pocket—he 
h ^  clung to that and to the bowie-knife tbrough all 
his adventures— and looked round for some place where 
Le might pass the night. He found a narrow path 
befqre long, which led into a sroall abandoned quarrv, 
and tbere be settled himseif into a little hollow whicb 
was guarded on one side by a great block of rough 
stone. Very soon, ín suite of his hunger and his loneli- 
nesR, tbe bov was sound asieep and dreaming of wolves, 
motqr-bicycles, shouting Ubians, and endless linos of 
soldiers, who marclied along a road tbat seemed to 
stretch from hurixon to horizon.

‘ It’s a long way to Tipperary, it's a long way to go;
It’s a long way to Tipperary to the sweetcst giti I  

know.’
The words, sung in a husky young Toice and w ith a 

strong cockney accent, broke intoRoger’s slumbers. He 
mored. sat up, opened his eyes and rubbed them with 
clenched, grimy bands.

The sigbt at which be peered from behind his shelter- 
ing rock was fully as unexpected as the sound which 
had first aroused bím.

Itwas still quite dark,there in the deep,disused quarry, 
but a laige fire of brushwood had been kindied, and the 
flames leajied and flickered, throwing a ruddy light on 
to tbe rnugh biocks of store, the encircling cíiffs, with 
their overhaugiiig trees, and on the figures of six men 
who were grouped round the blaze.

It was these six figures that riveted the gaze of 
Rc^er's round, w-ondering eyes, for surely they were 
tbe most extraordinary and grotesque ragamuffins tbat 
he bad ever seen in his life. And to malee the whole 
thing more amazing, one of them was singiiig an 
Englisb song, there in the gloom and siience of a 
French forest,

The men were all alikegriray, unsbared, and dressed 
in dusty khakí uniforma— at least, the garments migbt 
on<» Lave been uniforms, aUhoiigh now, ragged, 
stained, creased, and lacking buttons and bBdges, üiev 
preserred rery little of their original charaeterf

Breeches had been cut above tbe knee into the 
semblance of running-sborts; puttees were being used 
as belts, bandages, or foot-wrappings, One man wore a 
tweed cap, two were bare-headed, a third bad a kiiittcd 
muffler wound-turbon fasbinn round bis Lead, and 
many odd scraps of string had been pressed into Service 
to take tbe place of missiiig buttons, buckles, or boot- 
lace.=.

Two of tbe men were stretched on tbe ground, so
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wmnd asleep that they almost mi^ht Lave been dead ; 
one was emploved in winding strips of tnm handker- 
cLief round a wounded liand, and a third aat motion- 
less bv the lire, bis bead resting on his Lands, in nn 
attitude tbat spoke of utter wenrihess. The singer, 
■who was a dark-haired hageard boy of about nineteen, 
was stirring aomething in a batcered tin orer the fire

‘ It's a long, long way to Tipperary—
And we sha’n't never get there—I don't think! ’

The roystering piaintive chorus, ■wilh its improTised 
last line, carne to an end a« the boy ftfted bis cooting- 
pot off the flre; and then Roger, convinced by thU 
time that be really was awake, crept out froin bis 
hiding-place, and stood in the middle of the strange 
group,

‘  itu llo ! What's up now ? ^Vhe^e did you hop 
from ?’

There was sometbing in the men’s faces tbat made 
R < ^ r feel as if be were in tbe presenco of war as it 
really was.

‘ i W v  Yous Frongsay ? Slercy! B on jour! That's 
all tbe í-'reneh I  know,' the speaker went on. ' Ilere, 
dock, you’re somethín' o f a scholar, come and do a bit 
o f “ Parly vous" to this little bloke who’s jiimped up 
out of nowhere.’

The man who bad been bandaging bis hand got up 
stiffly and carne forward, I t  conld be seen now that 
be was wearing a ragged tartan kilt,

‘ I ’m Engiisn— my ñames Roger ilerryn.’
There was a moment’a silence, wbile the Scotchman 

bad stared at the speaker with bright, bollow, blue 
eyes, which, peering out from beneath a tangle of red 
bair, were rather reniiniscent of Bob tbe sheep-dog, 
and then all the tnen crowded round Roger, greetiiig 
bim eagerly, shaking hU band, nSering him food, and 
ínYiting him to sit down in front of the blating tire.

‘  To think of rumiing up against an English kid in a 
bole like tbis ; it do make tbings seem a bit more 
bome-like.’ It was as if ibe young Londoner put the 
thoughta of all bis comrades into words. Eren the 
two sleepers were awakened to joinin tbe welcome.

Roger’s bewilderment and uneasiness increased every 
momee t.

‘ But who are you ? I  don’t underetand. Where do 
you come from ? ’ be asked, and one of tbe men repested 
bis words with a short laugh.

‘ W b o a ie w e ?  5Vhat do you think? Bid you take 
US for a herd of scarecrows? Well, it wouldii't be 
much wonder if you did. W e’re soldiers, my son—let 
me tell you tbat. l ’ rirates in Lis Majesty’s army, and 
a mixed bag as ever sny one did come across. .Tock, 
there, he’s a Ilighlander, and the other five of us 
belongs to four different regimenté; and we comes 
from Mons, if you know where that is. I  didn’t till 
a week ago, hut I  ain't likely to forget it in a burry. 
No. I don't think.'

‘  But Low ? 'Why ? What has happened ?’
And then a fair-bnirod man— tbe one who bad been 

sitting hy tbe fire—took up the tale. ‘ Yes, Mons, 
that’» where we come from, and we’ve been figliting 
the Germans ; but i>erhaps you doesn’t know os there's 
a wat on, young man ? "We stood up to it we did, 
up there at Mons, and now we're retirin’ with the 
enemy at our lieels.’

' And the sis of us being all wounded men, more or 
lesB, hoTent been able to retire quite quick enough,’

put in another, ‘ and we stand a jolly good chance of 
being taiea prisoners, unless we manages to caich up 
with some of our país to-morrow. In the meaiitime, 
l'm  going to have supwr, or breakfast—whicbe\ er you 
hice to cali it. A lf, band over some of tbat stew of 
yours.'

The dark-haired boy Legan to distribute the contents 
of his cook-pot into various tin eups and pannikins, 
Roger being given a sharn with the rest.

‘ We did a. little bit of toragiiig as we tome alorg,’ 
the cook expiained. ‘ This here’s a rabbit as I  knocked 
OTer the bead with my rifle-hatt; and Bill, he’s been 
searchiiig the countrv too, and digging oiiions in a 
trampled-iip field. í ’ ine tima we’re having, and it’s 
ten to one we gets to “  gay Paree " before we've done.’ 

The men laughed and joked as they gathered round 
the tire for the nondescript meal, but tlíere was some- 
thing unnatural in tbeir merriment, and their eyes were 
bright and strained as if they had seen terrible things 
whicb could not be foigotten.

A t last the tall Scotchman, wLo seeined to be tbe 
leader of tbe band of stragglers, got up, stretched him- 
self, and Legan to strap a heavy pack on to bis 
shoulders. ‘ Come on, boys,’ he said. ‘ It's getting 
light, and we must be on the march before sunrise,’ 

Roger watched tbe preparations for departure w ilb a 
very beavy beart. Tbe retireroent of tbe French army 
from the frontier had been terrible enough, but that 
the English should also be retreating seemed well-nigh 
impossible; and he felt as if  everythlng—the oÍd 
beiiefs, tbe oíd landmarks, eren the oíd hfe itself— 
were being ruthlessly swept away. It was only yss- 
terday that he had first known that BritUh troops 
were actually figbting in France; and now, here were 
tliese weary men, the vagrants, apparently. oí a retreat­
ing armv- He did not know how soon that retreat was 
to tum into attack— at the Mame.

A lf noti<»d the boy's wouhled face, and patted his 
shoulderkindly. ‘ Cheerup, Sonnie,’  he said. ‘ There 
ain’t nothing to growse ahout. W e ain’t beaten, and, 
what's more, we ain’t going to be. And now you’d 
better come along of us. This won’t be a bealthy 
country to be left bebind in, I  can tell yon.’

‘  No, I  can’t come; I  have to go the otber way,’ was 
the answer ; and although tbe other men joined with 
A lf in pressing Roger to accoropany them, he shook his 
bead, and would not listen to argumente or persuasión. 
‘ I can't come; l ’m awfulle sorry, but I  can't,’ be 
repeated.

And then Jock, growing impatient at tbe delay, bade 
bis comrades leave tbe boy alone. ‘ I f  he won’t come, 
be won't,’ he said; ‘  and there’s no need for us to 
interfere. H ew ill come across some of our officers soon, 
most likely, and tbey’ll setüe the business and pack him 
off home to England. Now then, my lads, we must be 
off. Shoulder arms, quick march! ’

‘ Quick march! ’ The words seemed almost a jest 
indeed as the six wounded men limped painfully 
away in the dim grey light of early dawn. A lf 
tumed round before be had gone far and waved his 
band. ‘ Are we down-hearted ? N o ! ’  be sbouted ; and 
then he trudged away singing. It was very still there 
in tbe foreet, and Rcger could Lear the words of the 
song clearly:

‘  It’s a long way to Tipperary, it’s a long way M go.'
(CoHÜnued o i t  854.)
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