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T H E  O P I U M  J O I N T .
B y  H a k o l d  B i .v d l o s s .

(Conduded frtm  pagé S63.)
1 \  A W S O N ’ S stirt stuck to his wet skin, and it was 
i J  aome time before Le got his arras tLroug-h and 
tastened tbe buttons. He tbought be heard tbe noise 
agttiii, and felt cuiious and a liltie disturbed. He laced 
Lis b(»ts ratlier quickiy, stooping dewn from his seat on 
a projectiiig board, and liad neariy ñaisLed wheu Le 
Leard a cautioua sfep. He started.áiid his Lean beat as 
Le jumped up, but Lis foot slipped, and next momeiit 
sometbiijg strnck Lis head. Lósmg Lis balance, Le fell 
Leavily, and for some minutes knew notbiiig more.

Wben he opened his eyes two mea stood cióse by. 
He looked at tLem vacantly, for his Lead acLed, and Le 
felt dazed. The men looked rougli, and Bawsou did not 
like their faces, but their manner was not tLreateiiing. 
Yet somebody Lad crept round tLe stack and knocked 
Lira down.

■ What’s tile matter, sonny ? ’ one asked.
Uawson tried to get up.'but felt too languid, TLe 

blow he had got had made Lira strangely dulL ‘ I 
think somebody hit me on the back of the head.’

• Huesa you've been swimming too long,’ tbe man re- 
marked with a meaning grin. ‘ I  allow tou carne from 
the schooner, and they wouldn’t let yoú have a boat, 
You certainly look sick, and IVe soraething in my 
poeket that will fix you up. Don’t bother ábout i t ; 
take a good drink.’

He puiled out a bottle, and Dawson, without hesilat- 
ing, put it to  his mouth. He felt very coid as well eis 
stupid, and the whisky, or whateyer it was, might Lelp 
Lim to get on bis feet and reach his hotel. For a few 
moments he felt hetter, and tben the strange dulness 
got wotse, and his head sank back. He could not rouae 
himself, and his eyes shut.

The men picked him up, and carried him across the 
track to ^ ig h t  waggon that stood behind a pile of 
lumber, They tbrew him in upon some atraw and 
jumping up ^side the Chínese diiver, set off for the 
town. The side of the waggon hid Dawson from tbe 
people ID the Street, and nobodv was very curious whcn 
the others lifted him out at a shahby house in the red- 
light neighbourhood, Dru^ed and drunken meD were 
not uncommon there, although they were oftener thrust 
out of the houses in the dark than carried in.

I t  was a long time before Dawson openwi bis eves 
and wondered wLere he was. HU clothes felt strange, 
as if  they were not b is ; they were rough and salt- 
Etamed, hke a sailoFs. He puzzled about it for a few 
minutes, and then tried to examine the room.

It was lighted by one or two small lampe tliat biirned 
with a dim yellow flame. Streaks of smoke drifted 
about and tfaere was a curious smeil; Dawson tbought 
he had smelt something like it at a drug store. A t ore 
end of the room he noted some curUiiis of dirtv em- 
b ro id e^  eilk.and a strange big ¡mage stood in a shadowy 
gap, This, how-ever, did not interest him mucli, and he 
feebly lurned his head, Somehow he tbought the room 
was uuderground, and be remarked that there were mats 
all round the walls, except at the curtaiiied end. For 
the most part, the mats were occupied by men wLo lav 
in languid altitudes. ^

Then Dawson began to see a light. He in a 
dow  house or opium joint, and he tried to think how 
he had got there, The back of bis head hurt most, and

this garó him a clue. I t  looked as if he had been sand- 
bagged by somebody who crept round the lumber pile 
wbile he was dreesing, and when he began to recoven, 
the men, who had perhups been afraid of killing him if 
they struck hard, had given Lira a drink, The liquor, 
o f eourse, was drugged.

Dawson, however, could not see whv they liad brouglit 
him to the opium joint. Ilis watch’  had gone : but if 
they had wanted to rob him, they could have done so 
while he lay beaide the lumber. TÍie tliing waspuzzliiig; 
but bis brain was dull, and he gave it up. Then the 
image caught his eyes again. It  seemed to be beauti- 
fully made, although tbe gap between the curtains was 
rather dark. TLe figure was lifelike, except that the 
eyes were closed, and the face had a strange caira.

Dawson’s mind began to watider. He meant to keep 
awake, but the drug was powerful. In fact, be felt as 
if  he had a horrible nigbtmaro ; he wanted to cry out 
and crawl awsy from something that threatened him, 
and could not more. Still he would not vield to the 
nurabing drowsiaess, tmd after a time forcej himself to 
think. Something did threaten him, and presently he 
got a clue to the puzzle. It was not for nothiiig some­
body had dressed him in oíd sailor’s clothes. He had 
been ‘  shanghaied kidnapped.

Bv-and-by be looked about again. The men no longer 
smoked; they lay as if  they were dead. It was obvious 
that when the crimpa carne for him nobodv would help 
and he sawwhyhe liad been broughttothé opium joint!

He started, for Le tbought the image had opened its 
eyes. The tbing was ridiculous, and wben he looked 
again the narrow tinenta) eyes were shut. The amoke 
made him eough ngain, and to his keen relief he foiiad 
he could move his arm. He could move his leg, too 
although he could not get up; it looked as if the drug 
were losing its power. Still it obvíously would not let 
Lim go, for when he glanced back at tbe image the 
narrow eyes were open, and one o f the yellow hands 
that had been folded on its breast was raised, as if  in 
wnming. TLe hand dropped back and the eyes shut, 
and Dawson lay still on the mat,

After a time he moved Lis head, and feeblv raised 
himself with one arm, It  was a wonderful relief to 
lind he could do so; but bewaited, trying to trail,pj 
forcé for the effort to get up. Then he gazeJ at the 
image, and his heart beat fast. He was not dreaming 
now, and the Bmidha had moved. Although the thiug 
looked impossible, it was getting down from its stamí 
I t  stood still for a momeiit, like a man who was badlv 
craraped, and then slowly croased the floor with noise- 
less steps. It was s  man, and now the strange ealm 
look had gone ; Dawson thought he ought to know the 
mserutable Oriental face. Tben,as a velloiv hand went 
up, in a wsrnmg gesture, to its lips.'he knew he did 
kno_w. Ah Lee was coraiug towards him.

Next moment .Ah I^ee gave Dawson his hand, and 
the lad got up. He felt weak and shakv, but he oonld 
walk, and he followed the Chinaman siléntly until ihey 
reaehed the curtains. Ah Lee gave him something to 
drink in a liltle brass cup, and after a minute or two 
Dawson felt steadier. Then .Ah Lee tuuched him, and 
smiled as he indicated an image o f the Buddia lying 
tehind the curtains. The tricC was obvious ; A h Lee 
had moved the irnsgeand got into its place; but Dawson 
wondered how he had been ahle to keep still so long 
lie  thought no white man could Lave done so ; the 
Obmese were strange people.
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This, howeTer, waa not ímj>ortaiit. Dawson wiinted 
to get awa.7 before the men tvho had drugged him carne, 

^ and •wlien lie signed tbat he was ready, Ah Lee went 
<lown n dark passage. Dawson thougbt it ran beneath 
a Street, because in one place he toiiched a big pipo; 
but he could not remember much. and concentrated on 
foUowing his guide. 15y-nnd-by they caine to aome 
ateps, and Bawson had trouble to get iip; tlien Ah 
Lee pulled a door back, and the lad thriüed as he 
foiind himself in tlie open air. TIe wa» ^veak and dizzy, 
but the cool wind that touched bis face was bracing. 
l ie  thougbt he had iiever breatlied an air so sweet.

Tben he aaw that two other Ohinamen, carrying 
baskets on a polo, stood cióse by. They looked like 
lauiidry boys, but crossed tbe Street at a sign from Ah 
Lee. íh e  Jatter indicated its end before bu joined tlie 
others, and Uateson set off while they kept lerel w ith  
him on the other side. l ie  thougbt he understood. 
It was better tbat anybody they mígbt meet should 
imagine he liad nothÍDg to do tvith the Chiuamen, but 
thev would guard him if it was needfu!. He waited at 
the comer, and let the party go on iii front down two 
or three dark stroeta. Jly-and-by they carne to a wide 
tlioroughfare, lighted by big electric lamps, and A h Lee, 
ste^ing, signed Dawson to  go forward.

l ie  turned and had Taiushed in the gloom when 
Dawson looked round; but the lad knew where he \vas. 
and not long afterwards reached the hotel. A  porter 
let him in, and inaking an effort to get upstairs he went 
lo Mr. Wiiithrops room. Jake sprang up as he carne 
in, hut Dawson sat down in the nearesc chair.

After a few moments he told liis story, and Mr, 
Wiuthrop remarked: • Youdid a lucJey ti iug when you 
pulled Ah Lee out of the water, and I thiiik he has 
eamed twenty dollars. Though he generally covers bis 
tracks, Jake knew where to tind bim.

Dawson’s sleep was disturbed by ugly dreams; but 
when he woke llis head did not aehe so much, and he 
got iip. W hile he dressed he went to the open window, 
The hotel stood on a bilí, and looking down across the 
roofs he saw the American sehooner more towarda the 
Narrowa behind a tug. Her tall white fore and main 
sails were hoisted, and men were busily oceupied about 
the mizzen and jigger masts. The wind blew fresb off 
the land, the tug would soon let lier go, and in an hour 
or two she would be driviiig down the strait, heading 
for open sea. Dawson resumed his dressiug, and felt 
thankfnl he was not on board.

F R U I T S  P R O M  A C R O S S  T H E  SE A S.
V.—THK COCOA-NCT PALM-

IN  this article I  propose to tell you of a palm wliieh 
prorides us with maiiy very useful things as well 

as a deliciouB nut. I  referto the Cocoa-nut Palm.
This palm {Cotos nitcifera is its proper ñame) is un- 

doubtedly one of the most useful trees ktiown, for it 
provides nearly everything which man requires on this 
earth! Let us just think upon this woiideiful tree’s 
many uses. From its leaves baskets are mude bv 
nieana of plaiting or wea'iiig the long strips of whicti 
the leaves are formed. Ilouses of small size can be 
(and in the home of the cocoa-nut frequently are) 
tliatched with the dry leaves, and very good thaCch it 
maltes. With the wood the bouses are built, aud 
maiiv household utensils are mede with it too. From

the ahellof tbe good oíd cocoa-nut itself cups, bowls, and 
soon, aremade. The rough outer cover of the shell, com- 
posed of fibrous threads, is aoaked for long periods, and 
th“n these threads are separated by beating; tbese are 
twisted into a rough form of rope, and nets are made 
witli it, and also the familiar mats we uso at our 
front doors. You may recollect siso a rough sort of 
matting we use made of rough string—that is, ‘ cocoa- 
nut matting’ made from the same material. TÍie rough 
ropes and cables made from this fibre (called in com- 
merce Coir) are of great valué on board ships, because 
the getting constantTy soaked with sea water strengthens 
it, whereas ordinarv rope is rotted. When these ropes 
are being made, t)iere U always a certain amouut of 
loose sbort íibre which is not of any use in this manu­
facture ; this is what we cali ‘ cocoa-nut fibre,’ and we 
buy it to spread over our beds of bulbs ia the winter 
to protect them from tbe coid.

Then we come to the nut itself. The great kernel 
contains a wouderful proporlion of fat. This is used 
in the making of candios and soap, and it also entera 
largely into the manufacture of margarine. For use 
in this way, the kemels are dried and the oil extracted 
later ; in this State it carrias its native ñame of Copra, 
and is very raluable. (Jf course the ñuta, in various 
stages of developrnent, are used as food, and tbe end 
buds of the young palm are sometimas gatbered and 
used as a vegetable kuown as Palm Cabbage.

Then, again, when the flowers are in bud in an outer 
slieath, the natives sometimes pierce this sheath, aud 
from it runs out a juice which, iifter keeping for 
some hours, forma a refresliing drink called ‘ Toddy.’ 
A  wine, called Palm Wine, is made from this won- 
derful trae, and this, when allowed to ferment for a long 
rime, produces a form of vinegar. A  kind of sugar, too 
(callad ‘  Jajgery ’), is a product of the cocoa-nut palm.

Now let US consider the tree itself. It grows to a 
considerable beight—fifty feet or higber. Its leaves 
are piimate— that is. divided into what are termed 
pinnules. The whoie leaves are often as long as twenty 
feet. Fig. 1 is a single leaf on a small scale,

The tree has a long straight stem, covered with ring- 
like scars of oíd leaves. A t the top is a crowii of 
spreadiiig leaves, from among which sprirg the sheatba 
of flowers, later developing great elusters of nuts 
(fig. 2). L  tree doe.s not p iquee nuts till it is at least 
seven years oíd, hut from that time it generally carries 
about eighty ñuta each yeat. Tbere are four or five 
crups each year under good eircumstances. Seven 
veats seema a long time to wait for results, and much 
money has to be ajient on plantations duriiig that time, 
but tbe valué of the produets is so great tbat the 
cocoa-nut is well worth growing. I t  has a particular 
liking for growing on the sea coast just above high-water 
level; it likes a salt, s-indy solí. It is very liardy. fot 
storras, rain, or dry weather seera to liare but little effect 
ou it, and so the grower has little anxiety of tbat kind. 

llv  the way, I  liave beeu taking it for granted that

Íou 'know that a cocoa-nut, as we know it m our skopa, 
as lost its outer covering, tbe fibre of which I liavc 

spoken from which the ropes and mats are made. 
Sometimes we see a few in their original State, but not 
often. If you have rever seeii it in its overcoat, look out 
for i t ; it is quite worth seeing, It will make you uiider- 
staiid the ropes and mats better to see the fibre on the nut.

The ñame ctxtos really means ‘  monkey,’ and carne 
from a Portuguese word. It is not known exictlv
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•B-liere t le  original Home o£ the cocoft-nut w m , iDut it

Kw8 profuídy and beet a»und the islanda of the 
xan and Pacific Ocesjis. and so it is beliered that 

the tree started existence in those parta.
methoda oí starting plantations of cocoa-nuts are 

rather interestÍDg, Tlie cocoa-nut you muet
realise, is a teed, w d  from it the new plant ¡a dcTeloped. 
Vocc«-nuts are tied together in paira by their stalka 
and hung orer poles or along the tops of fencee. Here 
they hang till they begin to giow, as ahown in fig. 3. 
lo u  see the ‘ nut,’ as -we know it, is really a store of 
food for the tiny plant whích develops from it. Tiie 
•nut thu3 is able ^on its ow n’ tó supplj alhthe re- 
quiremeats of the plant for quite a long time. When 
the plaiit_ has got about as far as you see in my 
sketch, It  IS planted out in  a nnrsery, and there they

I. a SmeiE PALM LEAF 
on A SNAll SCAIC

i f
' a

SCAAS

£ .  A COCOA-NUT PALM TREE

STAUCS,-

COC04
NUTS voune

LfAKS
TWO COCOA NUT$ tt«H6IN6 OH A POLE 
TO etUNINATE

live in rows until they are hig enough to transplant 
further. I  saw a pbotograph the other day o f a nur- 
sery ^fhere there were hundreds of young plants iust 
planted out, and a fenee on which were hangint' 
hundreds more which would join their brethren when 
they had grown enough. E. i£. P ablow

M O L L IB  A N D  T H E  B U L L .

MO L L IE  had just arríved at the very bottom 
of the very biggest of Farmer Hodge’s fleids, 

which waa a steep one, all up the side of a hill, The 
little girl had been told that mushrooms grew there, and 
she had never picked a real, Ihe mushroom in her life, 
which was wLy she went out before breakfast, without 
telling anybody anything about it.

It was a great pity, because if she had spoken to the 
farmer or bis wife, or Mother, or Nuree, this verv 
dreadf ul adventare would probably never ha ve haoneneS 
to her at all. "

There were only a very íew mushrooms here and 
there, but Mollie was busy picking them right dowu by 
the hedge, when euddenly she hearda noise not veiy far 
away. It was the most frightening noise you can 
possibly imagine— a sort o f  bellowing roar, like a dreadf ul 
wüd beast. Mollie jumped up and tumed round, and 
there, quite cióse to her, was a huge black bult.

He Btood bellowing and pawing at the ground with 
his hoofs and moving his enormoiís head up and down; 
and his wicked little eyes looked almost red as they 
glared at poor -Mollie.

I  expect any boy or girl who reads this would hava 
done just the same as líollie, whatever they may think 
to themselves. Sha dropped her little basket oí mush- 
rooms and began to run up the field as fast as she 
possibly could.

But the gate through which she had come in was a 
long way away, and, what was worse, the long way was 
all up a steep hill, Besides, if  you are ever feallv 
tem bly frightened, you will find that you can't run 
properly; yourfeet feel just asthough you were wearing 
boots with lead in them, and your heart goes pit-pat, 
pit-pat, just as if  It was trying to choke you.

Mollie struggled on over the short, slipperv turf, but 
she could hear that the hull was getting ñearer and 
nearer, and she knew that she would never reach the 
gate in time.

Then, suddenly, she saw just in front of her a stone 
sticking up out of the field. It was all grey and moss- 
grown, and perbaps about eight feet high. Mollie ran 
stumbling towaras it as fast as she could.
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“ There, right oyerhead, waa a big aeioplane,’

‘ Perhaps I  can get up on the top/ she thougkt as sLe 
san.

I  don't believe alie could poasibly Lave done such a 
thing i f  she had not been so terribly frigbtened. L'p 
shtí scrambled, digging her teet and toes ínto the tiniest

cracks, until she was percbed on the yery top o f  the 
stone, just as the hall resched the fooc of it.

Then began a terrible time. MoLiie clung <«t with all 
her might, but the stone was very slippery, and she 
kept sliding down a little and tfien dragging herseif
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up again. The hall was only jiist below lier, and 
every now and tlien he roared and reared himself up 
Bgainst the stone. It was very plain that he nieaut to 
stay there until Mollie could Lo!d on no longer.

And then. just as the poor littie girl was alinoat in 
despair, a most extraordinnry thing hapjwned.

If Molly had not been so terribiy frightened, alie 
might have heard a sound wbich had hei'n going on for 
sime time—a queer, buzihig drene, lite a huge cock- 
chafer or bee.

A t iast this buzring grew rery ioud indeed, and at 
the same momenc Mollie «aw a huge shadow thrown 
across the turf and across the stone to which she cluiig 
— a shadow like a great hird, with outatretched wings.

Mollie looked up, and there, right overhead, and 
Corning closer eacli moment, waa a big aeroplano. 
X ext instant it glided down to the turf only a few 
yarda away, and bega”  to skim along on ita wheela.

The huli evidently thought that this waa sonie terrible 
livirg inonster. For a few minutes he atood hia ground, 
pawing at the turf and bellowing horribly. Then, of a 
sudden, he tumed tail, and weiit galloping, galloping 
away down to the hottotn of the field.

Yon can imagine how delighted Mollie waa to aee 
him go. A t that very moment her hold upon the 
alippery rock gave way, and she slid right down into 
the arms of a young man who had just jumped out of 
hia Seat in the aeroplane.

‘ I  saw what waa happening when I  was right up in 
the sky,' he said ; ‘ so, o f course I  carne down full speed 
to gire Mr. Bull a fright! ’

The airman cairied Mollie hack to the farm, and 
stayed to haye breakfast with her and Motlier. The 
litue girl waa so excited that she quite forgot how 
frightened she had been.

‘ It waa like the wonderfullest fairy tale,’ she saidj 
‘ just like the story of St. George and'the Dragón ! '

W A N D E R E R S  I N  T H E  W A R .
B v A . A. Mstblet .

(Contlnued ITom page 371.)

Th e  Bpiw had escaped, but tieir plans were mined 
_ for the time being, and ¡ñatead of going on to 

Paria, it waa neceasary for them to take refuge in 
flight. Perhapa it was amall wonder that Fraulein 
almoat ahoob Val when, at last, abe loosed her grip 
of the child’a mouth, and that Captain Heinz mutlered 
curt sentencea under his breath in a voice that sounded 
like the snarling of an angry dog.

Xt was dawn when, at last, the traveUers arríved at 
their destination, which prored to be a lonely, dilapi- 
dated inn, situated far away in a wild forest. Captain 
Heinz got out of the car and hammered at the door 
with his clenehed fist, but it waa a long time before he 
<»uld gain admit.tance. Val was sound aaleep by that 
time, ^ d  the man had to carry her into the houee. 
He laid het roughly down on an oak aettle by the 
smouldering wood ¿re, and then ordered the woman 
who had opened the door to bring food and make 
coffee for himself and hia sister.

CHAPTElt XVIII.
' W hebb Í8 Val ?’  There was no anawer to Rogeris 

queation, and for many honra the boy kept watch in

tlie barn bpside tbe wounded dispatch rider, wondering 
wliiit could haré hapj)etied to his littie aiater. and 
wli.-tber he would ever aee her again.

Jneqiiea atole away after a time, haring first *“t 
diiwu the lantern on the ground and unpacked the 
basket, which proved to contain soup, milk, nud eggs, 

Hoger, left alone, aeated himself on a pile of liáy, 
And waited, doting aometimea for a littie wbile, niicl 
then waking, with a ierk of recollection, to fix bia eyea 
once more on the sick roan'a palé, haggard face.

A t last, when the littie (lame of the lantern was 
bt^inning to flicker, and the coid, grey light of dawn 
ahowed through the aquare window, there was a niove- 
ment and a low moan. Roger was on his knees in an' 
instant, the cup of milk in his hand, and then the dispatch 
rider opened nía eyes slowly and looked up into the 
young tace above him with a faint amile of recognition, 

‘ H u llo !’ he wbispered; 'ita  yon, is it?  .\nd the
measage------ ’ .Ys memorv returned a keen note of
anxiety aharpened his weak voice. ‘ TeH me, did you 
get it through ?’

Roger nodded and pushed him gently hack as he tried 
to wrench himself up on to one eibow.

‘  Y'es, it's ail right, quite all right,' and then the man 
sank down again on to the hay with a aigh of relief.

‘ Thank Ileavea,' he murmured contentedly, but the 
next moment he roused himself again: ‘  The'littie girl, 
whereisshep What has happenM ? ’

Roger’a face altered, for theee questions on the lipa of 
the wminded man— queetions which he had been asking 
him.^elf again and a ^ in  duiing the long weary houis of 
the night’s vigil—seemed to daah all hie hopes to the 
ground.

‘ I  don't know,’ he faltered; ‘ I  thought— tell me, 
didn't she come here with you ? ’

A  puzzled expreesion carne into the other’a face.
‘ Did she come here? Yes, I think so, at Isast__wait

a moment. Can you give me something to drink ?__I
feel a bit faint still—then III tell you all I  remember.’ 

Roger raised the msn’a head a n í fed him slowly with 
apoonf uls of the e^ a n d  milk. After a time a littie colour 
carne back into the palé face, the voice grew stronger, 
and the story was told in short, disjointedsentencea.

'I tw a s in  the wnod. After you left. A  car carne 
along, There was a man in it and a woman. Your 
aister seemed to know the woman quíte well.’

‘ She knew her? ’  It waa now Rogei’a tum to be 
bewildered, ‘ What a queer thing! A reyou su re? ’

‘  Y’ea, the woman called her Val, and they talked 
together. I  couldn't hear everything. Then they lifted 
me up— the man and the woman— and carried me to the 
car. I  must have lost cousciouaneas then, for I  don’t 
really remember anything else until I  waa brought into 
the inn here. The landíord seema to be an awfuDv 
good sort. He and hia wife looked after me jolly wellV 

lioger glanced round at the bare walis, the cobwebb^ 
ceiling, and the rough bed.. The man noticed his wan- 
dering eyes and smiied.

‘  That was last night,’ he went on. ‘  This moming I  
waa carried in here. They said tbe Germana were 
Corning. Was it tru e? ’

‘  Yee,’ Roger told his story then, the story of the 
arrival of tbe invaders, o f the meeting on the town hall 
ateps, and of the innkeeper's raysterioua message. Tbe 
dispatch rider listened attenüvely, ‘  I t ’s horrible to feel 
that I ’m a danger to the place,'"he said, ‘ but I  suppose 
it cant be helped. And now about your sister; have
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■vou any idea-who that woman could linveheeiiP She 
wivs voúng, rather fat, and with fair hair.’

Hóger knitted hia browa over this description. 
Suzaune was fat, but she certaiiily v as not either fair 
or vüung, and Marie Bernard had black ¿yes and hair.

■'She seemed very rauch surprised lo  see your siater, 
and asked her something about a letter— IremembíT
that__a letter thatwas to have been posted in Englaiid.
.She seemed very keen about it, and annoybd that she 
eould not get it back at once.'

Knger's face clianged, and thrusting bis hand deep 
into bis trousers pocket, he drew out a bent and grimy 
envelope.

' \N'hy, it must have been Fraulein Heinz,’ he 
exelaimed; ‘  what a funiiy thing. This is the letter. 
She gave it to Val, and Val asked rae to tnke cate of it. 
But Fráulein went back to Germany more than three 
weeks ago. W hy on earth should sbe be in Frailee 
again now?

• h'ráulein Heinz t ’ The man repeated the ñame in a 
low, troubled volee. ‘ A  Germán ? Then I ’m afraid this 
mav be a bad business. And the man, do you know any- 
thiñg about bim ? A  tall, ugly fellow with a disagteeable 
face and a scar that twists up one comer of hia mouth ? ’

• No, I don’t know íiira,’  lioger began, and then he 
«topped, for his memory darted backward, and hewas 
once more standing on the hilltop besíde the dead tree, 
while a fluahed, angry man stormed and shonted at him 
in a loud, furious voice. That man had had a scarred 
face, and there had been a woinnn with him, a woinan 
whora Val had said must have been like FtSulein Heinz.

‘ Fraulein had a brother,’ Koger said. ‘ He waa a 
soldier in Ihe Germán armv, and he had fought in ever 
80 many duels when he was at Heidelberg.’

The boy told the whole storv then: the atory of the 
bilí in the forest, the buzziiig noise, and the dead tree 
which had wires in it, The diapatch rider's face grew 
more and more anxious a« he listened. \\'hen he had 
heard everylhing there was a long silence,

• They must be spies,’ he said, at last, ‘  Germán spies, 
and no doubt they had a wireless fitted up in that tree. 
You had better open the letter, my boy, it may teÜ us 
sometbing.'

Roger obeyed, but he could make nothing of the rowa 
o f  meaningless figures and priuted letters with which 
the aheets of pn îer were eovered.

‘ 2.6.H.3.7.C,’ he read out. hut the other stopped him.
‘ In cypher,' he said. ‘ Jt’a what I  expectái, but I ’m 

afraid we can’t  make much of it at present. You'd 
better give it to me, I  think. It  may be important: 
and, at any rate, the addrees will be a cine when we get 
<jut of this, and want to track down Fraulein Heinz.'

Roger gave up the letter willlngly enough; and soon 
ñfter there carne the sound of a cautiousfootstep outside 
the dooT. The innkeepeFs wLfe, a palé, anxious-looking 
woman, appeared on the threshold. She waa muliled in 
a dark cloak, under which a large baaket waa concealed.

' Qood-day, sir,’ she smiled faintly, and then busied 
herself with the injured man, whosewounds she dressed 
with swift, gentle nngers.

W hile ahe worked at this, and afterwards made the 
bare little room as corafortable as its aeantyfurnishings 
would permit, sbe talked to the dispatch rider in a low, 
weary voice. Then she pointed to lioger, and explained 
the plans sbe had raade for his safety and for that of 
the wounded man himself.

The boy must speiid his days in the inn, she said, or

with the other village lads ; but he must not speak or 
l^t any one auspect that he was English. At niglit, 
when darkiiess fell, he could hring a fresh supply of 
food to the barn. She would try to come berself, but 
¡f might not be possible. Then she showed lioger a 
little door which opened from the back of the bani on 
to a piece of overgrowu waste ground, and told him. if 
necesaary, hu could find his way through the bushes 
and ¡uto the village.

When the woman had gone there was a long silence, 
for her soleran, warning words seemed still to echo in 
the ear.s of her listeners. A t la-st the wounded man 
glanced up at Koger and held out his hand: ‘ What’s 
vour ñame, oíd fellow ? '  he asked. ‘ Mine is Graham 
Evans. It seems thnt we'rp going to have a risky time 
together, eo we'd better be friends.

After that there carne long, weary days of suspense, 
anxiety, and dread, days which passed so slowly and 
drearily that Koger began to feel as if he were liviiig 
in a horrible dream, a nightmare, which had had no 
beginning, and which would never come to an end.

Grabara Evans grew steadily better, it is true, and be 
and his fellow-exile became fast friends, but otherwise 
everything seemed gloomy and hopeless. No news of 
succBSS or victory carne to the v ill^ e  ; the Germán 
ciimmander tuied' with a rod of iron; and althoiigh 
there was, perhaps, no actual cruelty, its inhabitants 
•were phnidered mercilessly, and forced tq work bard by 
tbe ruthless conquerors.

Roger was in daily terror of doing or saying aome- 
thing which mighil endanger the village; for it was not 
always easy to keep up the pretence of being a Belgian 
peasatit-boy, and often be telt that he was within an 
inch of diecovory, Once, for instance, he risked every- 
tbiiig by trving to protect little lame Jaeques, who was 
being brutally thrashed by a burly soldier ; and aiiother 
time he aroused shouts of laughter by jumping up to 
open the door for the innkeeper’s wife, who was going 
out of the kitchen with a heavily laden tray.

‘ The boy is fooüsb, half-witted, that is all, sirs.’ The 
woman tried her best to excuse the strangebebariour of 
hervoung guest, but her eyeswerefull of tear; and tbat 
eveñing tibe went out to the barn and be^ed Evans to 
tell Koger to be more careful.

‘ I f  tbey notice him, if they ask questions, the secret 
wlll be discovered,’ she whispered, glancing round into 
the dusky comerá of the bam apprehen.tively, as if 
every shadow heid a hidden enemy. ‘ And then what 
will happen to you, to my husband—to us all ? ’

‘ She’s quite right, If once they find out that you're 
Engliah, me game will be up,’ Evans tumed to Roger 
with a very grave tace when the innkeeper's wife had 
gone away. ‘  You must be patient, lioger, and we may 
not have to wait much longer. It seems to me that 
the guns are a bit nesrer to-dav.’

Roger listened to the dull, W im irg sound that now 
was hardly ever silent—the sound that carne from the 
south now, instead of from the north. I f  the guns 
were really neaier it would mean that the French army 
was drlving the Germans back, but one could not be 
sure. It might onlv be iniagination, or perhaps the 
wiud was in tríe soutt. And Eow could there be any 
lini>a when the Germán soldiers boasted openly that 
their troote were at the gates of París, that the Fretieh 
and the English, too, were defeated, and that they 
would soon be masters of the whole of Europe.

(Conlintisd on pay< 886.)
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