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WANDERERS IN THE WAR.

By a. a. Jlethlky.

(Costinusd fi-om pa~e 3S7.)

CHAPTKE XVII,

ND in the meantime, wLat iiad happened to Val *
f‘A She had not been a bit frigbtened at tirst. But
ic was louely in the wood, and except for the distanc
thunder of the guns, very silent.

The little girl began to wonder whether she were not
rather trightened after all, and she wiahed with ail her
heart that the wounded man would opeo hia eyee and
apeak to her, or that lloger would come baok,

At laat the hoot of a horn waa heard far awav and
then the eound of a motor coming nearer and nearer,
~al stumbled to her feet and limped out from among
the bnshes. Could it be lioger retiiniing on hia cycle?
But no, this motor *aa coming from the nonh, and now
ebe could see it, a long, low car, rushing towards her
at a great speed. She strusgled forward and stood
recklesaly in the middie of tne sandy road waving the
great bracken frond above her head.

‘Stop! stop!” the child’'a voice rang out olear and
shrill, and then the motorista saw her, there was a loud
exclamation, and the car swerved sharplv to one alde, its
wheels cutting deepiy into the grassy bank.

There were two passengers,aman and a woraan. The
former wore a mask witli large goggle* and the latter
waa mulfled in a thick gauze veil. She pushed this
back and showed a fat, rosy face and a pair of round
blue eyea.

‘Fraulein Heinz!’ Val dropped her bracken frond
and stood motionlesa for a moment, as if struck durab
witi amazement. Then, recovering herself, she seized
the woman's arra and dragged her towards the busbea.

‘Comewithme. There’'saman here. He'shurt,badly,
and | don t know what to do. You muat help me.’

‘Val!” The German stared at the little girl as if
hardly able to believe the evidence of her own aenses
‘kou? llere? What has haj.pened? Why are you
etul in Trance ? And in this dress?’

"al told her story in a few hurried sentences.
Fraulein listened impatientlv, and then, suddenlv, an
eipreesion that was almost one of terror «me’ jnto
her blue eyes. She clutched Val's arm tightlv with
both hands.

‘The letter—where ig the letter?' she cried. ‘You
nave it safely  Give it to me bnck, quick! quick!’

'Thelet”™r For a moment Val looked up into the
flushed, agitated face in complete bewilderinent, then
a little tareless laugh broke from her Gps, 'Oh, ves,
ita all right, but I'd forgotten ail about it. R<er

has it. | gave it to him to take care of; it's in £is
pocket now,’

‘Koger!”’

‘Yes, hell be back soon—he promised; you needn’t
bother. And now---—--- !

But Fraulein Heinz was already pushing her way back
tbrough the bushes. The other motorist had got out of
the car and was waiting in the road, smoking a cigarette
He was atall man, fair-haired and lilue-eyed like traulein
hersclf, and it wa- easy to see that thev were hrother and
sister. Captain Max Heinz, however,'was disfigured bv
a long scar, the resultof aduel in his student days, which
ran acrossone sideof his face and iwisted his mouthinto
a perpetual sneer.
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Cora”™we must be off; get Into the car, Rosa,” hesr.id
now, as his sisterappeared, but she laid adetaining baml
on his arm and her troubled face showed that socuethin
was amiss. N

‘' Stop, Max, and listen,' she said in a low, hurried
whisper: ‘ Tliis child here is one of mv pupiis.” And
then Fraulein weut on to explain what liad happened.

The man frowued angriiy as he listened to the story.
He had already blamed his sister for eiitrusting tiie
letter, and the importantpaper itcontained, to her pupil,
and it wjas evident that his ieara had been well founded.
The position liad beenadilficuitone, eerfainly, for it had
been necessary to get the paper to England quieklv and
it would not have been safe to post it in Frauoe during
tile troubled days beféte the declaration of war. Xow
the letter had to be recovered, for, although it was in
cypher, it must not fall into the hands of the French
authorities.

It wLU, perhaps, be best to explain at once that
Friulein Heinz and her brother were spies, who for
™ ny months had been engaged in collecting important
Information in Trance; which thev forwarded to their
country or to other spies stiil in Ergland.

‘Wa must drive on at once,’” Fraulein said, after a
moment's anxious thought, ‘ and Val mustcome with us.
When we nvertakethe boy she can ask him for the letter.
He most likely would not give it up to us, and besides,
I hsve never seen him.'

The man growled a surly assent, and Friulein pushed
her way once more into the bushes. ‘You must
come with me, dear little one,’ she said. ‘1 caonot
leave you here alone. We will drive on and tinil
your brother.” She put one arm round the little
girl's shoulder and spoke in her gentlest tones, but Val
uroved unexrectedly obstinate, and declared that she
had promised to wait for R (~, and could not go awav
tlll he carne back. 7

‘Max!” Fmulein called the fiame sharply ovar her
shoulder, and the man with the scarred face strode
tliTuugh the bracken, puHing his motor mask forward as
he joined the group. He seized Val's arms roughly, and
siie struggled to get away, her face startied and white
with indtgnation.

And then Bob.whohad been lying asleep on thegrass,
awoke and lifted his round bushy head with a low
yrowl. He showed his teeth savagelv and his eyes
gleamed tbrough the tan»le of hair on his torehead.

The Germéan dropped his hand from the httle girl'a
shoulder and stepped back.

‘Val! Val, cali off that horrible dog,” Fraulein's voice
enes shrill with terror, and then, when Bob's collar was
firmly grasped, she went on morequietly. This was her
brother Max, who would take them in his car. Thev
would ail go together. The wounded man could be
taken to some hospital or hotel where he would belooked
after, and Koger would be certain to be found. Most
likely they would meet him on his way back.

Val gave way in the end, for she had no reasonto
distrust Fraulein Heinz, and perhaps her brother had
really meant to be kind. In a few minutes the dispatch
rider had been comfortably installed on the back seat of
the car, while Aal was given a place in front. Justas
~ey were starting Bob jumped in too, and although
Captain Heinz scowled, he made no objection to the
dog’s presenee. Perhaps he thought that Bob waa a
person with whom it was wise to keep on good terms.

For some time the car sped on and on, following the
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same route tiat PtOfttr had taken an Lour before, but no
sigii of ihe youug'<lispatcli rider was seen. At Jast,
liuwever. a figure apveared on the dusty road ahead,
wbicli, when overtaken, prored to be an oid man, who,
«eeak and exbausted, bad Lagged bebind some band oi
refugeea that had passed early in tbe day. ‘When
questioued, be aaid tbat, wbile resting under the trees,
be bad aeen a boy on a motor 6yele race past.

So far 0 good, they were evidentlyon tbe rigbt track,
and Inter on anotber peaiant vas enoountered, who told
tliem bow, loclsing back along tbe road, be bad seen tbe
meeting between the dispalcb rider and tbe French
«iticers. He had been some way off, and could nol
see what had bappened very distmctly, but there bad
been owo cars, and aiterwards one of them paised
bim as he trudgi-d along the toad. Waa there a boy
iti the car? Well, be could not be certinn, for it
bad flown by libe tbe wind, but there was a motor
cycle in it, and French ofRcers—he bad seen the gold
lace in their capa. . tte * 3.

<\Ve will follow that car.’ Fraulein Heinz tnmed to
Val, 'and doubtless we sball overtake tt before long.
Iben yon can f.in Tour brother. He is safe, you
see; but doubtless 'was not sllowed to retum to

Val was obliged to be content witb that eiplanation,
and it seemed certain tbat Koger was safe, whicb aiter
all was tbe chief thing tbat mattered. iet, at the
same time, she wieNlied tiiat sbe were back sgain, alone
mwith Rogerand Bob in tbe cool, silent forest.

Hour after bour passed by and on and on the car
sped, untii it grew dark and star» began to giimmer in
the olear sky overhead; and again and again during the
evening the car was stopped and inquiries made. The
other autorooblle always seemed to be far abead, and at
last CapUin Heinz inférmed his sister that it was useless
to think of overtaking it.

‘ Those men were on their way to Pans, no doubt,
be said, ‘and we will go straight on there ourselves.
But we must get rid of tbis Englisbman before we do
anvtbing el»e. If be were to die on our hands tbere
would be endless complications; and tbe girl, too—1
don’t intend to take her witb us W Paris. She knows
too much about you, and might be dangeious.

*No,no,Max,’ Friulein Heinzinterruptedherbrother
hastilv," we must keep the child until her brother is
found' How should we explain tlimgs to him ?—and
be would almost certainly refuse to gire up tbe leiter.
Besides, tbe peor little girl is quite liarmless; she has
fallen asleep, and most liTtely won't wake up for hnurs,’

<All right, haré it your own way,’ he aaid; and so
before long, when a large yillage was reached, arrange-
ments were made for learing the wounded man Ubind
at the ‘Hotel Ikon d'Or/, kind-beart”™ landlord
promising to find room for bim, and if possible to haré
him taken to a hospital on the following day.

Val did not wake while the wounded Englisbman
*was being carried into the inn, nor*when a fresh stnrt
was made: but, after a few minutes' drire, the car once
more carne to a standstill. Tbe road leading southward
out of tbe rillage -wns cro-wded with refugees who liad
not been able to find lodgiiigs for the night, and now
way had to be made for the passage of several military
atitomobiles.

There was a great deal of noisa and confusién. A
large waggon had lost a vheel and was lying in the
«litch. Urders were being shouted, lautema fiashed from
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side to side, and several worried-looking officials were
demanding papers and questioning tbe trawllers as to
their routes aud destinations.

Two of these men stopped by tbe German motor-enr,
and Val, who bad been roused by all the clamoiir witb
whblch she was suriounded, oju-ned ber eyes and listeneJ
amazed to tbe strauge statcme”ts tbat -were being
made.

‘Yes, we are from Belgium, the false story carne
glibly from Captain Heinz's lipa, ‘ and we bately escajted
from' there witb our lives. W'e liare no luggage, as you
see, and no papers. Tliis child is a Belgian, too, who
has lost hia friends. YVe found him alone and brougbt
bim on witb ua’

Val's bine eres grew round witb korrified surpriae.

‘ Oh, Fraulein Heinz!' she exclaimed, ber voice ring-
ilig out dearly, ‘it isn't true; you know it isn't true.
Fm Kngliab and you're Germén, and-----—- '

Before.she could savanytLing more Fidulein'a band
was at her mouth, cLoting back the words so tbat they
died awav in a stiflfd gasp. But it was too late; the
ebild's declaration bad been beard by many people, and,
in an instant as it seemed, the car was surrounded by
fierce, hostile faces and clutcLing hands.

‘ Spies ! Germana! Traitors! The air rihrated to
the sound of the ominous words, and Fraulein, hearing
them, cowered down, iier cheeks white witb terror and
her hands still clutching Val with a frantie grasp.

Captain Heinz, however, did not lose his self-control
for an instan!. He glanced swiftly round, saw that
althougli tbe road )u front was completely blocked
there was an opeu space in the rear, and tben baiAed
the car, scattering the people who thronged it to right
and left, swung it round with a jerk, and raced at a
tremendous pace through the rillage.

In a verr few minutes the motorists were berond the
houses, tbundering along a road that led northward,
whbile a car that started in pursuit was left far bebind.

{Cvntinued on pagé 3S2.)

A CURIOUS INCIDENT.

rnil E following story was told in a lecture by Oolonel
1 Archibald Y'oung, V.D.

The Britisb troops in Palestine were recently
approaching a certain desert totvn when a deputation
of natives carne out to meet them.

‘Please,” said the headman, ‘may | speak to the
Britisb Commander?’

He was told that be might- During the interview,
he informed the Commander that the people of his town
were rerygood, and had ererr right to be treated kindir.
To proré the truth of his words, the headman shosted
the Commander an oid paper, whicU was a sort of
testimonial, telling how well and honourably these
natives had behaved tbe last time they had been risited
bv- European troops.

' This document was signed ‘ Mapoleen Bonaparte |

THE WHITE MAN’'S MOON.

N discussing the manner in wbich Congo natives are
I adapting themselves to all branches of industrr,
and are fillmg the places of white men goce to the
War, the managing director of a great Congo trading
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Bitas

“ Te examine the ‘ White mac’s moon,’ as they called it”

said the only tinng fcnowu to haré stenled th.m . . . T
out of stoicism was a seaichlight brougbt up on a sheepishly In twos and threes to examine the *whbit(
ateamer to aasist nawgation.. At firet sight of jU boam mans moon,’ as they called it, Within an hour or two

they were wildly beating their tom-toms and enioyine.

they scuttled away like rabbits to buirow, but retumed p
natiTe dances m an unaecustomed glare.
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and loangad away, leaying Xen staring after Lim with
ungry eyes,

eHe could go,” he muttered, ‘ and doean't dream of it,
while here am | tied hand and foot, Jove, i wish 1
were free!’” He swung off down to the depét witli bia
pack oi skina and fura, wkieh he had come into the town
to sell, with a weary longing in his heart.

The salesman looked them over thoughtfully. ‘1
doubt there will be raany ot these wantednow,’ heaaid;
=while the War lasta people won't buy.'

e ‘Yet we must live,’ sala Xen.

‘Yes.” Then he added, with a laugh, ‘ They pay you
well for flghting though/ and carried the skins awav,

lie carne back presently, gave the boy his payment,
and watched him as he left the store and weiit 'slowly
up the Street. He purchased a few uecestaries, packed
them into his small sleigh, and set off for home. Jlow
often had he thoughc out the problem now before him,
comiiig altvays to the same coiiEliLsion. Could be anv-
how leave and go to the h'ront i ‘ Xo, no,’ sounded the
horse's Loofs oo the crisp snow. ‘No. no, jingled the
bells, as the sleigh flew along. How could he h-ave the
iuvalid father, and Kitty—only a girl— to do evervt hiiig
for him? Who would see to the traps, and the prejiar-
iiig of the skina for market\\'ho would drive the
sleigh all those long miles to town to sell them wheti
(r;}pared, and buy groceries. ‘It's no use,’ Nen roused

tself at last, coming to the same conclusién as usual.
“It's no use, | oan't go, and there's an end of it.’

‘la that the end ? s that the end ?’ whispered tbe
mnind soitly in the tree-tops; and still * No,no!’ jangled
the sleigh bells, * No, no, no!’

It was nearly dusk when lie reached tbe littie log
cabin; Lis sister was outside watching for him. ‘Oh!
thero you are !’ she cried, in relief.

mWhy, I'm not late am | ?’ springing out as he apoke.

‘No, onlv--—----"Kitty did not finish ber sentenee, biit
carne and oelped him unhamess the horses and carrv
the groceries in.

That evening, when the invalid had been seen to bed
and the small livitig-roora tidied up for the night, the
brother and sistersat together, Nen cleaiiing the gun he
was guing to use the nextday, and Kitty knitting by the

to-da

‘ Yes. X

‘Is he going to the Front?’

‘No; be thinks I ought to.’

‘Well, why don't you a"

‘"A'liat!’ the boy stared at her open-mouthed.

Kitty flung down her knitting and carne over to him.
' See here, Nen,’ she said; ‘you want to go, don't you' "'

‘Ofi course.” He bent over bis work, hiding Lis face
from her.
‘Well, go. | can do the trapping and the skinning.

Father will be all rigbt to leave, I mean for a littie .

while, when I'm dririiie into town.” She brcike off.
‘You couldn’'t do it”™ answered her brother, gruiily ;
'it's too hard work for a girl.’

A1 f you were iU | should have to. And you know-,
Nen, we can't eo and fight, we cnn't reallv serve our
gountry, though I want to as much asyou &o. All we
can do, it seems to me, is to take over the work and let
the men go. Don't you seef’

‘Yes, | see, but--——-—--"
He saw more; the long, weary days, tbhe tiring work,
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tbe danger of snowstnrtns, blizzards, and wolves. It's
true Kitty was fairly strong; even then------ "Yon'rc a

brick to thiok of it, Kits,” he said, still bending over his
gun; ‘butit won'tdo; 1should bea beast to Jeave you.’

He spoke as if it were settled, but she would not
leave it like that, and at the end of half nn liour rf
earnest talk Nen stood uprigbt, squaring hisshouiders
a» if a load had fallen from them. *All right, Kits,
I'll goj yuu're ajolly good pal. Rhake.’

They claaped hands, and tUa girl felt at that moment
that she, too, was serring her eountry.

Ah! Kitty, you were proud when you drove into
town to see him off, smart and soldierly iii his kbaki. a
proud, happy smile on bis lips. Nothiiigelse seemed to
matter then; but driving back throiigb the snow aiul
fidliiigdusk your teeth were clenched and your heart
was faint, for you knew as well as he, if not better,.
what lay before you.

“It's my bit,’ she muttered; ‘mybitfor my eountry.
And then suddenly she laughed. ‘Girls! take holdl’
she cried.

No one certainly could complain of the way Kittv
‘ took hold.” She trapped and skinued and hunted like
any man, not becaiise slie liked it, but because it liad to
be done; and if the soft girl's heart of her failed some-
times, no one knew but the vast sileneesof the Caiiadiaii
forest, or now and then the horses flying home from
town felt the slack hand on the reins.

But it was worth it every bit, when, after long montbs
of absenee, Nen stood once more in the littie log hut,
once more grasped her hand like a good comrade.

And they looked at his laughing face, his dancing
eves, and, above all, at the littie cross, the wonderiui
littie cross on his breast.

‘For Valour!’ retid Kitty. ‘Oh, Nen I'

‘ Yes; and the King, our King, Kits, put it on him-
self.' cried the boy, proiidly. ‘But,” W added, half
shyly, ‘I think it« riglitfiil place is there!’ and with a
oiiick movement he transferred it to her blouse.

MANNEESI

1~"1IEN M.vry Brown goes out to tea,
yV  Oh, suvh a ptttem girl is she:

Her frock is starched so stiff and white :
Her manners, they are jjcrft'ct, quite :

She wbispers ‘ Thaiik you,’”* Yes.” and ' No,’
And onlj tabes one cake, or so;

And pvery liair is well in eiirl —

Slie really is a parfectgirl!

Thai's what the peopie sav, you see.

"When Mary Brown goes out to tea

Marv before her tea at home,
Just bates to use her brush and comb >-m
‘ (to and get resdy ! nurse, oh, icAy f’
That is iiiss Mary'’s freiful cry!
And then, oh, dear'—when down she sits,
She eiits her bread up into bits ;
And asks why there’s no sugar-eake!—
Her niirse’s heart must ache and oc/iei
For Mary puta good manners on
With her test clothes! And they're all gone.
And changed to had manners, you see,
At meal-times in her nursery!
Ethkil TAt.Bor.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



Ko XWVTL

THE SURRENDEH OP BBBDA.

130UT tte year 1590, the cnuntry of tho Netb”r-
I&nds was the scene of a prolonged struggle. The
inhabilantshadbeenfor years suiving tofree themselTes
from the yoke of Spain, but the genius of Alexander
I-'arnese, Duke of 1'arma, had beeii Spain’s strongest ally.

Xow, however, Borely against bis will. and in
obedienceHo I'hilip of Spain, Parma was turniiig bis
biick OHthe Netherlands in order tn relieve Paris, whir-h
wius hard pressed. Thus an opportunity v as giveu of
winning hack to the Xetherlands some of their most
valnable posseasions.

Tlie citT of Breda lies on the Merli, a stream nevig-
able for small vessels, which ilows through the great
canal of the Dintel. Atthattimea*tr”ngcaatle fortre.ss
comiuanded the town, in wliich lay five companies of
Italian iiifaiitry, and one of cavalry.

IJreda was '‘an important strategical positinn, and
Prince Maurice oi Nassau was anxious to drive the
Spaniards and lialians from their aitongholds, and so
win it back to the Netberlands.

In February, 159", Prince Maurice received a visit
from 8 boatman. Van der Betg by fiame, who lived at a
village eight miles from Hrtila, and who supplied the
castle there with turf for fuel, His vessel thua passed
oftcn in and out of the castle without being searchetl by
the guard, and he had thought of a plan to surprise the
garrison.

Ibriuee Maurice llstened to bim, and consulted tho
etatesman Bamereld. lie thought welt of the scheme,
and suggeeted that Captain Charles de Heraugiere would
be suitable for carrying it out.

Fullof zeal, Heraugiere at once selected siity-eight
picktd men to help in the task. On a certain Monday
night he and his liand met at a certain ferry, and when
the veesel anpeared, went on boaid, packing theraselves
into the hola.

The hoBt was apparently filled with tur’, and moved
slowlv down the river. Navigation was diffieult, owing
to buge blocks of ice which were brought down bv the
ewinter wind, and at last the vessel carne to a atandstill.

From then till Thursday moming the seventy men
lay huddled together, half-starved, half-frozen, yet noiie
of them wi.shing to give up the task. Then secretly they
went ashore at a lonely castle, for food and warmth.

There they remained till night, when one of the
boatmen carne to tell them that the wind had changed.
Again they embnrked, and after two days more of great
discorafort, by Saturday afterooon they had passed the
last slulce, and were in the city of Breda, with no
chance of retreat.

The boat lay in the outer harbour, not far from the
water-gate which led to the castle. Ilere an officer
of thé guard, seeing the turf, stepped on board, to
hai”Ln for it to be brought in, and stood where the
adventurers could see and hear his every movement.
A eough or a sneeze on their part would liave betrayed
them assuredly. But soon the olficer, sayiiig be would
send men to bring in the boat, stepped oif.

Now, however, the vessel aprang a leak, and thaae
inside were presently sitting knee-deep in water. The
boatmen worked the pumps to try and save the boat,
and soon a party of Italian soldlers, sent by their officer,
laboriously dta”ed asbore the ship containing the men
who had come to slay them.

Now a crowd of buyers carne on board, esgar to secure
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the peat. At this Ul-timed raoment, some of the half-
frozen little party, to their dismay, were seized with
attaeks of eoughing and sneezing which threatened to
betray them. y

But the clever skipper nrdered his man to work the
pumps, and the iioise thiis made drowned the sounds
from within. Then a new peril arése, for the towiis-
people were so eager to buy fuel that before long the
load was nearly dUjiosed of, and the hidJen adventurers
were ag.vin in danger of being discovered.

Once more the skipper carne to the rescue, declaring
loudly tliat he was tired, and liad sold enoiigh for that
day. Giving the workmen money, he sent them ashore,
tel'ling them to return next morning for the rest of the
cargo.

AG\] servant of the garrison still lingered, saying that
the turf was not so good as usual, and his master would
complain.

‘ Ah 1’ said the skipper, ‘the best part is undemeath,
and ise”pecially reserved for the captain. He will get
enough of it to-inorrow.’

Towards midnight Captain lleraiig'ere adaressed his
pnrtv. He told them the great moinent had come, and
there could be no turning Duck. He would slay with
his own hand any traitor, hut it the men did their dntv,
success was sure, and great reward and honour would be
their portion.

He then divided them into two bands, one to attsck
the main guard-house and the other to seire the arsenal.
Thus they atole out of the ship, and landed, Heraugiere
marching straight to the guard-house.

‘Who goes there?’ crieil the sentry.

" A friend,’ said Heraugiere, seizing liira hy the throat
and lorbidding him, uuder paiu of death, to speak above
a whiaper.

“ilow many are there ?’ muttered Heraugiere.

‘ Th”ee hundred and fifty,” was the reply.

The Captain tumed to bis men, ‘He says there are
but fifty,” he whispered.

Just then the officer of the guard, hearing sounds,
sprang out. ‘Who goes there?' he cried.

* A friend, replied Heraugiere, striking him dead.

Others carne out, hearing torches. The brave leader
was wounded, but killed a secoiid enemy. His followers
atiacked the guard, who retreated into the hnuse.
Heraugiere hade hismenfire through doorsand Windows,
and soon every one of the garrison lay dead.

The second party had by now seized the arsenal and
disposed of its defendera.

A nephewof the Govemor, who had been temporarily
left in charge, now carne out with afew froops, lie,
however. was soon dricen back, wonnded, while the rest
of theg ison ftedin terror into the town, where they
spread panic among the peopl-'.

In a short time Count Hohenlo, of the Netherlands,
who had been secretly warned of the attack by the boat-
man, arrived at the head of some of |'rinre ilaurice’s
troops. Soon after he had batcered down the pali>ades
near the water-gate, and had made an entrarce, Pi tuce
Maurice himselt appeared, and tbe resistaiice was over.

*About fifty of the garri.<on had lieen killed, but rot a
man of ihe attaoking party, and before sunrise the city
of Breda had surrendered.

As Count Hohenlo reported, ‘ the castle and town of
Breda are ours. without a single man dead on our side.
Tile garrison made no resistance, hut ran sUriekitig out
of the town.’ F. M. BruDiir.
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