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WANDERERS IN THE WAR.
Bv A. A, Mbthley.
(ConUuued &om p”~a S6l|
CHAPTKR XVI.

URIN It the aarly part of the day that followed his

encounter with the -wounded soldlers, Rogar met

witk many stragglers froin the retreating arcuy, men wlio

had lost their way in the wooda and had waiidertd

eastward, or, dieafcled and only able to make slow
progrees, liad drifted apart and lagged beliind.

(jnee he carne upon a Hraping liitle detochment led
by a young offioer, who, Tvith his right arm in a fling,
M-as beating a toy drum with the other hand, wblle a
nmii behind him played a meny tune on a liule fiute ;
tiieo there was a great motor lorry, stranded by the
aide of the road, its crew working fevetishly at lepairs,
and again and again there carne gaunt,hollovi'-eyed raen
who stumbled painfully along, singly or in couples, and
tbrew themselvea down, sometimes, to anatcEi a tew
minutes' rest on the diisty grasa before continuiiig their
wesry march.

As the hours wore away, fewer and fewer of these
Tf~fiant soldiers were eticountered, and at last they
oeased to come altogether, and the roade and lones and
narrow forest tmcis were empty and siienl once more.

It was a very bot, sultry morning- Tliere was nota
breath of wind. The leaeos hiing motionlcss froin the
brnnches of the trees, and the birds seemed to Lave
hidden tbemselves away in the bushes,

It was as if the whole countryside were waiting,
watching and listening for something—something
terrible—that would surely come before long.

In the villages and scattered hamlets through which
Roger passed, the same uneosy sense of foreboding and
uncertainty seemed to be abmad, and he foimd it very
diiGcult to make any one pav attention to him or
attempt to understand his anxious questions.

Many oi the touses were barred and shuttered, as if
the inhabitants had eitber fled away, oi were concealed
behind cloaed doors and Windows: while those people
whoremained moved aboutrestlesoly, or atood in proups
whispering together, and from time to time glancing
fearfully tovrards the north.

‘Uhlans!" That word seemed to be on every one’s
lips. It was evidentlyawordof terror in jhese peaceful
I'rencU villages, and all the lime—awiiy in the discance
—the sallen thunder of guns could still be heard.

At about nooD, Roger reached the place where Cap-
tainDuiand had made his tast inquiries on the previous
night. He tound his way to the inn; but now, ap-

ntlv, nobody remembered the cor with the iittle
Geand the wounded Englishinen in it, or, if they did
remember, they were too buay and too much worried to
anawer questions. Rt”er grew almoat desperate in his
eageraess_to find out something aboiit his little sister’s
wliereabontB, and at Uat the landlady lost her teroper,
and in a long, angry sweeh, of which he could only
understand a fow worSs, declared that handrnda of
automobilea had poseed yesterday. that tliev Lad been
all making inquines about each other, and that it was
irapoasible for ber, in these days, to trouble her head
about sueb maétters.

Then she pushed Rogerout of the kitchen, into which
he had followed ber, and slammed the door in his face.

The boy wandered away, feeling as if everything
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were against liiin, and, as luck would Uove it. instead
of going on throiigli the main Street, he turned aside,
went past the churcb, and soon carne to the outskiris
of the TUiage. Here he found another iim, a pretty,
trim little place, with a row of evergreens in tubs out-
side the door, and behind them seveial small, white-
painted tahles.

An oid man in a green boize aprun was languidly
polishiiig one of these tables, and, after a momeiit's
heaitation, Roger went up and spoke to him. ‘Auto-
mobile, last night—d-mier nuit—avec petito tille j no,
petit garfon and homine woiiiided.”

It was small wonder, perfaaps, that Roger, hitherto,
liad met with but small success. The waiter stared at
him, and then his face relaxed into a smile. 'l speak
Englishp” he said slowlv. ‘I stay five, sii montbs in
Londou. ~Vhat does “fonsieur want to know ?’

Roger drew a long breath of sheer relief, and then
biirst into a fiood of eager questions. The old man
puckered his forchead thoughtfully. ‘A Tnotor-car,
with a little boy in it. a little boy dr;sed like Monsieur,
and a wounded Englishman.” Yes, be rememberij,
they stopped tiiere last night, at about eight o'ciock, or
euiffer, lierhape, and made many inquiriea.

‘Inquiries 1'

‘ Ves, about an autnmnbile that niight havp pasW, a
military automobile, with oftieers in it, a boy, and a
motor cycle. The lady was distressed, desolated, when
we could gire her no informatioii.’

Roger bégsn to feel tbat.at la.«t, be really was coraing
to the end of his troubles and difficulties. So Val and
her new friends were searching for him, as he wus
searching forthem. Surely before long, they must meet.

*She ask us—the lady—if we could take the Engiish-
man into the inn ; but it was impossible. Every room
waa tull; many people On the wav to Paris. Whnt
could we do ? And the car drove away at full speed.'

‘Which way did they go? Tell me, pleasc. The
little girl—I1 riiean the little boy—is my sister. | must
tiiid her.”

The oid waiter glanced at licg"r with n twinkle in
bis eyee, and then sliriigged bis sboulders wearily. It
wns a strange business ; but so many strange thing.s had
Luppened during the last few days—so many tilinga
mightstillhappen—and there was no time to be amused
or interested. ‘They went that way. down the road,'
lie said, with a wave of his hand. *‘There is a place
bve miles away, witli a good inn, the “ Lion d’Or,” kejic
by a man named Leniaitre: they raay have stayed
there, or perhaps they wenton to Paris. It would be
well, ifonaieur, for you to go to Paris, too—or to
Eiigliiid. They say tii.it the Oermans are coming.
Butin the meantime Monsieur should Lave breakfa.st:
One must eat. Germans or no German?, and it is past
midday. Cbflee could be ready in a few minutes—or,
at least, a pistolet.’

R ~er would not. waib for a mea!, as he was eager to
be ofi ou his quest, but he accepted a pisK”~t, which
preved to be a Isrge roll, cut in half, and with butter
and a sliee of liam inside. W ith tlvis in his hand he
trudged away down the road, which soon led once moro
into the cool, green depths of the forest.

The boy's face was very grave as he set out on his
solitary journey, and, although it seemed certain that
Val was safe and with friends, his hrart was full of
dread and inisgivinge. W ith the lossening of his
own anxiety, he had time to Ist his thoughts dwell on
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the terrible disaster with wliicli France—and perhaps
England, too—waa being threatened.

The British ana; bad been defeated, and was re-
treating before the Germana. Tfaat one great unbe-
lieTable fact swampedand dwarfed allminor considera-
tions. and he Tvishea, with a aick feeling of ponerlesaness
and deeperate longing, that be had been ofder, eighteeii
instead of fifteen, so that he Riighc haré been of some
use, and able to take his part iu the great conSict.

It was all Robewildering, and so ntterly unexpected.
Roger's thoughts whirled round and round in a giddy
cirele, as he tried to piece ti*ether the scraps of infor-
mation he bad gathered, and to realise what the eTents
of the past few days must mean, and then, like a gleam
of suniiine through a dark cloud, he remembered Alf,
and the young soldier's Toice, with ite cockney twang,
its weary huskinass, and its cheery, undaunted courage,
seemed once again to be sounding in his ears.

‘Are we down-hearted P No!' lie had often heard
the words in England shouted by noisy football crowds
or by excited holiday-makers, but they had gained
a new signiticance now, and as he repeated them to
himsell he held up his hoad defiantly, squaxed his
.sihoulders, and tramped on down the white dusty road
with a finner tread than before. lie eren began to
whistle after a time, but to-day there seemed to be only
one tune that he could remember; “It’s a long way to
Tipperary, it's a long way to go.’

liarly in the afternoon Kcger reached the Tillago
of wbich the o!d waiter bad told him, but instead of
fiiiding Vul there he met with nothing but disappoint-
ment and fresh difficulties.

It was erideiit that bad news had just been receired
m the place, for the church belis were olashing out a
warning pea). belat<id fugitiyea were streaming through
the streets with babies or heary bundles in their arme,
shop-keepers were hastily puttirg up their sbutters, and
ererywhere there wae dread, confusién, and eicitement.

Untbe steps oi the little town hall a number of men
with grare aniious faces were gathered together, dis-
cuseing the emergency, and tbe stepe to be taken to
meet it, and airciuly notices bidding the people be calm,
and oSerno resietsnce lo the enenir, bad been poated up.

In the group ouiside the town hall were the Mayor, the
white-baired priest,and other leading men of the place ;
and as they talked it could be seen that they glanced
northward froni time to time at a stretch of white sun-
lit road which cur»ed round a wooded hiU, and then
led down into the rillage.

The inn, a big stone building standing on one side of
the market-place, seemed to he deserted, except by a
little lame t>oy, and a huddle of frightened women.
Koger went in there, but could get no answer to his

:estions, until at lost he remembered something that

oid waiter in the green baiie apron had said.
‘Monsieur Lemaitre; where is ldonsieur Lemaitie ?’
he said ; nnd in reply the lame hoy got up fjom the
bench where be was sitttng, limped out into the sun-
shine, and pointcd acroes the square to the town hall,

Ilc~r hesitated, for it seemed a formidable thing to
interrupt that solemn conclave; but the Genoans were
Corning, and if Val was here ha must discover her
wheroabouts. and take her away without a minute's
delay. He tbanked the boy, ran round the equare, and
slipping unnoticed among the men touehed tEe arm of
the priest, who was standing apart a little behind the
others, and whose palé face fooked gentle and friendly.
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‘Monsieur, please can you speak English *' he hegan,
and when a shake of the head was the only answer, he
piuiiged recklessly into his usual questions,

‘An automobile? Last night; have vou seen it?
W ith a little boy and a wouiided Englishman?’ A
man who was standing next to the priest overbeerd the
words, and tnmed quickiy, but before anythiiig else
could be said, there was an exclamation, a movement,
liands were pointed, and athrill oi excitement seemed to
ruii thr ugh the group.

A motor-car had swung round the curve of the hill,
and now it swept down the road, and carne to a jarring
standstill in the market-place. Thore were soldiers in it
grey-ciad men, with spiked helmats, and hard, stem faces.

Other cars followed ouickly. In a little while the
square seemed full of tnem, and then in the distance
appeared mounted men and guns. The bright aftemoon
sun glittered on swords and spear-points, and meta!
barness. The warning bel! in the church tower ceased,
its clamour, but the air was noicy with the clatter of
horses’ hoofs, the rattle and rumble of heavy wheels,
and the sound of harsh voices. The time of dread and
waiting was at an end. The Germans had come at last.

(Conlin>t$d oit paga 856.)

A STEANGE PEESEIIT.

n Englishman of rank, while staying in Burmabh,.
A once received a queer preseut from the King of
that count®. It was placed in a golden box, locked
with a golden key, and the Englishman was gravely
told that it was a most valuable offeciiig. But when he-
upened the box he found—not a purse of gold or aiewel
of price—but only a few hairs taken from the King™»
white elephant.

This was not a joke on the part of his Msjesty; he
and his Court really considered the gift a most valuable
one, for in Burmah a white elephant ia a sacred animal
and treated like a roysl personage. One of the Kirg’s
titles, indeed, is 'Lo6rd of the Celestial Elephant and
Master of many W hite Elephants.’ S. Bhaine.

THE LITPIN-SEEDS.

N E chilly dar in late November, a poorly dressed
man was wandering along a road winding among
bilis. He was a man of noble race who by a brother’s
wrong-doing had been brought to poverty. Now, as ha
walked along that winding road, he heard the distant
aoDg of oUve-gatherers. The sound cheered him, and he
said tohimself, ‘Perhaps | may find work and foodover-
there.'

Then the man took from his poeket some lupin-seeds-
—all the food he had. As he ate them he thought
bitterly. ‘Could ever sny one be poorer than I amP’
His Rpirits fell again as he brooded over hia troubles.
He wrung his hinds and stamped his feet.

Something made the man look round, and he saw,
Corning along the road behind him, another man, who-
was picking up and eating the iheUs of the lupin-seeds-
whicn the man in front had thrown awav!

And the man in front felt ashamed oi his impatlent,
rebelHous temper. He called to the man who was
following.

‘Come and walk with me, my brother,” he said, 'and
wo will share the lupin-seeds between us. If we help
each other, perhaps God will help us both.”
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X
‘He wa3 coort maitialled and sentenced to deatli.”
HOW A SOLBIEB KEPT HIS WORD. Although ECarcely twenty years of age, he had already
AMBRONNE was a notable French general, who fallen mto the snare of intemperance, and was often
began—as wo say—‘at the foot of the ladder.’ quite druiik He was always fiill of Ufe and vigour,
Jn 1795, he vas a corporal in garrison at Nantes. and when he had been drinking he heeame terribly
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excited, &nd did mid tliings. In one of his druaken
bouts, Cambronne ftruck an offieer.

For thi« offeuce he was court-martialled and eentenced
to death.

Tile Colonel of Lis n-giment was very sorry about
thiH, for he saw tbat tbe jounji soldier was a capable
fellow, wbo but for bis one weafcness might be of great
Service to bis country. So the Colonel appcaled to an
intluential Goremment official, at tbat time in Kantes,
for Cambtonne’s perdon.

‘Imposiible ! " said the great man. ‘We must make
.an example of Ljm. If we allowed menwhbo strike their
officers 60 go unpunished, tbere wouid soon be an end
«of discipline in the army. Corporal Cambronne must
«die.’

But the Colonel wouid not take ‘ Xo ’ for an answer.
lie kept on beeging and praying for tUe soldier's pardoti
euntil at last lie obtained it—on one condition. Xbis
nvas thst Cambronne should never again become
¢ntoxieated.

Glad at heart, the good Colonel hastened to the
military prison, where be asked to see Cambronne.
Jle found him downcast and repentanr.

‘You have committed a grave fault,” said the Colonel.

‘Yes, sir,” replied Cambronne, ‘and | am going to pay
ior it with my life,”

*Pérhapt,” Baid che ColoneL

«“Perbnw?” Yon know how merciless military
law is. | haré no hojie of pardon; | mustdie.'

' Xo, my lad, you will not die yet, for | Uave brnugbt
you the pardon you despaired of. 1 bad soine difliculty
in obtainiiig it. Tbhe Goremment will reroit >our
aentence and restore to you your rank, on one condicion.'

' A condition ? Oh, sir, teil me wbat it U! | wouid
do anythiug to save my life, and, above all, my honnur!”’

‘The condition is tbat you never again get druuk.’

*Ob, sir, that is impossible 1’

““Irapoasible "—when your life is at stake?
you will be shot to-morrow. Tliink of that!

"'Weil, sir, if I am never to get driink, I must never
again taste wine, for Cambronne and the bottle are so
fond oi one anotber that when once they are together
they cannot bear to part.’

*Then wby not promise to drink no more wine ?'

‘You areasking a hard thingof me, sir. Never, nerer,
to drink wine!”’

And Cambronne hung his bead, and
doleful.

‘But,” he went on, 'even it | do make such a pro-
mise, what guarancee will you have thac | slall
keep iti”’

mY our simple word of bonour will be quite siifficient,’
repUed the Colonel. ‘1 know you well enungh, Cam-
bronne, to feel sure that when you have oneegiien vuur
Word you will keep it.”

Thu young soldier still kept his eyes flxed on the
Aound.

‘Well, Cambronne,’ said the Colonel kindly,“whbich
is it to be? Come, make your choiee!”’

‘You ate too good to me, sir,”said Cambronne. ‘I
tbank you for your confldence in me; indeed, I think
that I nm even more pateful for that than for the hope
of pardon which you nold out to me.'

He raiseid his head. ‘God hears,” he said reverontly.
‘1, Cambronne, dosolemnly promise and vow thatduring
the whole tature course of my lite no drop of wine shall
aver touch my lips. Are you satisfied, sirP’

Then

looked very
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‘Yes, dear fellow,” replied the Colonel, ‘1 am
satisfied. To-morrow you will be free. Be always a

_brave soldier, and use in the Serviceof your country the
lite which she has given back to you to-dar.”

On the following day Corporal Camhroune retumed
to duty.

Tiven™-Sve years later he was 'General Cambronne.
lie had distingutshed hiraself in the Battle of Waterloo,
where he bad commanded the Imperial Quard, uid he
was kuown as a very skilful and gallant offieer.

Afwrthe fall of the Empire he settled down peacefully
at i’aris, beloved and hononred by all.

* * * * *

Cambronne’s former colOTel, now an oM man, had
also retired from active Service. Heariiig that the
General was in Paris, he invited him to dinoer. Other
ofid friends and comrades were siso invited, and the
Colonel duly honoured the occasion by providiug a
sumptuous meah The place of honour was assigned to
Ciunbronne. He satat the right hand of the master oi
tbe iiouse, who, in the course of the banquet offered his
guest a glass of oid, very rare, and precious wine,
reserved for special occasions.

Cambronne stared ki surprise at the Ooion”.
are you offering me ?' he asked.

‘Some Khine wine. General. It is more than a
century oid. You will fnd scarcely anything like it in
Paris,'

Cambronne still looked queerly at his host, who eon-
tinued: ‘I assure you, General, this wine is exceOent.
Just tasto it, and--——-"

‘And my word of honour, Colonel!” interrupted
Cambronne, banging his fist on the table. ‘And the
prison at Xantes, and the pardon, and my vow! Have
vou forgotten all these things, my good friend P Or
nave you suchb a poor opinion of Cambronne as to
think tbat he has done soP | gave my promise to vou,
and | have kept it.”

The Colonel, it is needless to say, ceased to press the
wine upon his guest, Such staunii fidelity commanded
his warmest admiration, and he felt very proud and
happy to have saved sucbh a man for tEe Service of
Frunce. E. D,

‘ What

THE BABY BT/NNIES.

OBY had a little ;
Toby thoughc hed like some fun ;
O'S he started towards the glade
AVbere the baby rabbits played.

Twenty bunnies there he found,
Frisking gaily all around,

W ith their little ears of brown
Bobbing up and bobbing down.

Toby watched and fired a shot,
Yetno prize his prowess got,

All the bunnies scuttled down,
Thbrough the lafies of Kabbit town.

Long did Toby watt about;
But no more they ventured out.
‘Perhaps,’ said he, as home he sped,
“All tbe bunnies ate in bed.’
F. Le N. Boweb.
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WANTED—A FOOD OONTEOLLEE,

APHE Lord Mavor's banquet, in iU palmipst days,
i was a mean and meagrw repase corapared with tbe
‘easts of imjwrial Home. LuciiUus, a distdiguUlied
liornan genera!, prepared for Cicero and Porapey a i.ieo
little meal whicli cost 1000/. TLere were oniy three of
lilem to eat it. Vitellius did not spend le.ss tlian
a;00¢ upon each of bis baiigii"ts, and in order ihnt lie
niight liare what Ueliked.shii epUed ineessantlybetwi-en
lile Oulf of Veiiice and tbo Straits of C&diz. The
limperor’s cook was a very iniportaiit person, and it wa«
m !y fair that he slinnld recelve a good salary. He ha<l
hard ivork to patisfv tlie extravagnul whim» of Lis
lunster. Oalba's chéfmaat haré bad to rlse rery early
<nulea8, as seems more probable, he worked all nigbt),
for Galba brpaUf.asted bt-fore daybreak, and bis break-
fast wonld lave fed a luiiidred families. . Elius Vetus
iiiveoted a dish in ivhicb sows' flanks, pheasants, pea-
oorks, bam, and wid boar's ilesh where all mixed up
tcgellier. Geta insisted upon bavingas many courses us
there were letters in fhe alphabef, and eacli of these
courses had to inelude all the viands -whose fiames begau
with the same letter.

Don’t you tbink that these people needed a food
controller "

THE COWARD.
(Conflvéid from pairt )

1ICELY Btood irresolute for a moment, the papers
(_‘ in her dress rustling with ber sgimted breathing.

en, with an impulse of self-preservatioii, sLe started
into the secret passi”e, and frantically closed the panel
behind her. Tnere she stood alone in tlie darkness, and
uuable to get back eren had she wished to 1 She heard
a door open, and then roices.

‘lie ishere!”’

“\Te,but where are the papersf’

ITién Pilence—althnugh they were
pockets of the unconscious man. At last, a growl of
disappointment. ‘He has not got them! SearcL!
Tliey mustbe hidden somewLere.'

Clcely remained motiouless, hearing them stamping
abnut, pulling out drswers, opeiiing and slamming the
doors of cupboards, looking everywhcre for the j.apers
wliich she heid. She feit faint and bewildered—what
wasshe to do? Suddenly the darkness gripped herw ih
a panic terror, and she almnst scresmwl. Then siie
tlioiigbt of her father, wounded, exhaiisteil, yet striving
to the last to fnlifil liis inission. Marie’s tauiit rang in
her eara: ‘“No Delaroche has erer beon a coward le-
forel” TVi'h an effort she mastered her terror, and
tiied to think.

*The passnge leatls out of the house,” she mnr-
mured. ‘Once | am awar from hete maybe | can
elude the rebela, and gire the paeket to I>rince liiipert.’
A tliousand difficultiesbesether. Howwas rhe to find
lier way in the dark? ~Vas there tlip least hope of
t'nding the Prince ? Would it not be better to wait?
lint then she remembered once more h“r fathers
brarery and her eister's scorn. 'l wili not disgrace onr
flame,' she thought. *She shall not cali me a coward
agiiin!”’

And with that

searching the

sether twth and walked forward,
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feeling her way throiigh the darkness. The passage
slojieddownwartls, and was quite siraight, thewalls on
eiiher side being of panelled oak. Suddenly the floor
secmed to gire way beneath her feet; she fell soiue
wnr, and then stopped herself, shaken and bruised.
Sbé felt on either side of her, and carne to the con-
c usion that this was the beginniiig of a flight oi stejw.
Down and down she went, testing every sCair with her
foot, for many were broken, and some were altogeiher
icissing. The walls were now of atone, coid and
slimy, and she knew she was beyond the house. At
last the stairs carne to an end,and she tran rsed a long,
wiiiding passage. llrops of water fell on her from the
roof, making her start and shudder; often she ateppeil
into ice-cold pools, and sereral times slipped and fell on
loose stones. .\bore ererything, she eould heor the
echo of her feet; pad, pail, as thoiigh some stealthy
iii-esence was foilowing her througb the darkness. Her
high-strung ner\es gare way beneath the horror of that
feeling, aud she screamed aloud. Her scream went
echoing on and on like some fiendish raalieiouslaughter,
until abethought tbat she was going mad. Atlast, how-
ever,when she eould bear no more, the passage began to
siiipe upwanl; the cloee, dank air became fresher. and
she breathed more easily. Then a sudden tura of the
pnssage brought her in sight of an opening- She
fought her way thrcuch a tangis of bushes, so dense
that it almost obsoured the light, and sank down, half-
fainting, in the open air. Sha soon pulled herself
together, wliUpering incessantly, ‘1 will not be a
cowardl | muit fInd the Piince!”’ »

Then she looked about her. She was, as her brother
liad said, in the woods on the hillside about a mile
away from their home. Some way beyond her a road
scretched through the trees, along which a small party
of Cavaiiets were galloping. She ran towards them,
v-aving her handherchief to attmet their atteutioii, and
the leader of the party reined in bis horse. He was a
tall, handsotne man, 'magnificently dressed, tbough
travel-stained aud weary, and bis features seemed
vagueK familiar to the cliild.

‘W fist do vou want with me, Uttle mistress?’ Le
asked, curtly-hut not unkindly.

Cicelv, looking up into his dark eyes, felt that she
wa.s in the presetice of a frieiid. ‘1 must see the Prince
—Prince liupert,” fhe answered hurriedly.

Tile Cavalier looked astonished. ‘I am he,” be re-
pUed. ‘And what is your business?”’

Siie handed him the little paeket, and slipped to tbe
ground, ntterly exhausted, watebiDg bim as he read
tlie coiitents.

‘You Lave rendered His Maiesty a great sernce,’
lio said at last. ‘How did tiiis come into your
possession ?’

Slill ehivering from the ordeal
tlirougli, Cicely told her story.

'And yon had the courage to go alone thrnngh an
ii'iknown passage in total darkness?’ commonted the
Prince, when slie had finislied.

‘TVhat oleo eould | do? "repliid Gicely. ‘They haré
alwavs called me a coward, and | was territied, but
| coiild not diagrace my father’s flame.’

The Prince, with his courtly grace, bent from the
saddle, end raised her fingere to his lipa in a gestare
of homage. *‘1'faith, you are a worthy daughter to Sir
knthonT,” he said heartily. ‘1 Lave nerer met a
braver pirL’ FuAseta il. Buss.

she had passed
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