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W A N D E R E R S  I N  T H E  W A R .
B y  a . a . l ÍE T H tU Y .(Contiiined írom  p a ^  S83.)

] )  OGEK Bl^tbftdlythat night,for again and againhe 
t  roused himself to listen to thedistant thunderand 

rattie wliich at times soemed almoat to sliake tlie bam 
itself, and in the moming he felt restleas and excited 
He wandered away into tlie village atter breakfast, and 
it ^ raed  to Lim tben that other people were restless 
and excited too.

ÍSupposíng the French really carne and recantured the 
Tillage, tben this horrible nigbtinare iife woufd come to 
an end, and he would be free once more to go in search 
o f Val. The boy began to whiatle as be set about bis 
daily tasfc of chopping tlrewood in the pared yard,

‘ I t ’s a loDg way to Tipperary, it's a long way to go.’

Quite unconaciously the well-remembered tune rose 
to his lips, and he never realieed what he was doing 
unti! he heard a harsh exclamation of surprise and a 
heavy haud was laid on his shoulder.

He tumedquicbly, and found himself confronted by 
one of the Germán soldiers, a tall, ill-favoured fellow 
with a brokeii rose and a decided squint, the rery samo 
man, mdeed, who had beaten Jaeques, and who, more- 
orer, smce that incident, had treated Roger himself 
with unconcealed hostility.

^7 whistiing that yile soné» 
W bere did you hear it ? Are there any dogs of Enslish 
here ? I  w ill report this. You shall be puniaiiá as 
you deserre. The sentences were shouted in loud. 
stndend tones, and aithough Roger knew no Germán, 
he could not mistake their meaning. For a moment he 
stood sdent and dismaved; but with the thought of the 
danger which threatened not himself and Evans alone, 
but the whote v illa r , hia courage and presence of mind 
returned, f ie  jerked himself away from the rough 
pasping hand, and stared at the man in meteuíed 
bewilaerment. ^

Then, with a sudden inspiration, he began to whistie 
once more, and this time it was a tune which he had 
heai4 again and ^ain dnring the past miserable days 
m the conquered yillage, ‘  Beutschland, Deutschland 
uber alies. *

p ie  Germán could make no objection to that music, 
and the next moment sereral more soldiers carne out of 
the inn and gather^ round, laughing at the boy, and 
makmg bim wListle one tune after another. The 
danger w m  over for the present, and R <^r breathed 
more ireely; but it bad been a narrow escape and 
several times that evening, as he aat beside Jaeques 
m the kitchen, eating his supper, he noticed that tiie 
oroken*nosed soldier, whose ñame waa Fritz Schultz 
waa watcning bim furtÍTcly. ^

lUgerrealised that the situation was indeedseriousand
needed caut.on; but next moming, when he went into 
the viDage Street, all the good resohes melted awsv 
and, instMd of keeping prudentiv in the baekground he 
pusbed bis way tbrough the throngs of village bovs so 
as to see everything that was going on.

It  was quite evident now that the Germán troops were 
on the point of leavmg the place, but whetber to eo 
soutliward ^  victors or nortbward as fugitives he could 
not tell, and there was no one of whom he daré make 
inquines. A t last, unable to beat the uncertainty and

suspense any longer alone, he determined to carry thê  
straiige tidings to Evans, and to di«regard, for once, tbe 
rule that he shouid never yenture to the bam escept 
under cover of darkness.

As he passed throiigh the inn kitchen, Roger noticed 
that there werecrowds of men tbere, standing or sittiug 

_ at the tablea on which a meal was spread, but he did 
not notice that one of them rose heavily from his place,, 
picked up a rifle and followed him.

The unusual clamour and eommolion in the village had 
penetrated eren to the bam that moming, and aniious 

■ to hnow what was afoot, Graham Evans had managed 
I to drng himself to the window from which a distant 
; glimpse of the highway ¡eading north was obtainable. 

He was standing tbere now, leaning against the rough, 
wliitewashed wall, when Roger burst into the little 
mner toom, with flushed cheeks and eyes wide and 
bngbt with excitement.

‘ rh ^ ’regoing! the Gennans are going T andthenhe 
stopped short, for Evans, instead of hstening, was starin» 
beyond him at the open doorway. He swung rounS 
quickiy, and tbere was Schultz, a huge figure in his grey 
uniform, with his rifle held reaíly and his teeth showing 
m a savage grin. ®

The boy stood motionlesa, stiff with horror and 
distnay, for in that terrible moment he realised that h& 
bad betrayed bis fríend.

Ves, the game was up. Evans himself saw tliat at a 
glance. He drew himself up to his full height, and 
tbere by the open wmdow faced the enemy boidiv with 
a httle smile on his lips, and when a roiigh comraand 
was shouted by the Germán, held up his one uniniured 
arm in token of surrender. ^

Roger flung himself forward then with the reckless- 
ness of despair and clutched the intruder's arm but he 
was shaken off and thrown down on to the hay. But tbe 
sudden onslaught had made Schultz fall back for an 
mstant, and this gave time for a new combatant to 
appedr upon tbe scenc.

Jaeques, the lame boy, bad been sitting in the inn 
ptehen when Roger hurried through on his way to the 
barn, and he had seen the big Germán pick up his rifle 
and ftillow the boy out of the room. Suspecting mis- 
chief he got up too, and slipping nnnoticed from the 
house, limped as quickiy as he coirid acrosa the vard. 
He amved at hia deatination just in time to see Itoger 
attack Schultz, and as the latter stepped back, he carne 
up behind atid, supporting himself against the wall 
managed to msert bis crutch between the German'í 
heavilv-booted feet. The man lurched forwnrd aeain 
sturabled and fell headlong with a yell of rage, bis rifle 
Ilying out of hiB hand and elatteeing down on to the 
stone floor.

The next moment Roger had scrambled to his feet 
and possessed himself of the weapon, while Evans 
swing his opportunity, was searcliing in the hav for his 
hidden revolver. When Schultz, dazed and 'furioiia 
stagg^ered to bid feet, he found himself defenceless and 
confronted by two armed opponents. Tbe tablea were 
turnea completely.

I t  takes some time to describe what happened, but in 
reality it all happened very quickiy, and in a few 
minutes the pnsnner was crouching iñ a comer, bound 
hand Md foot, with,a gag fixed seeiirely in his mouth,

A i-  revolver levelled at his lireast.
A ll  tbia tima the noise and turmoil in the village had 

been mcreasiiig and now it had risen to a veritable
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uproar. Roger, running to the window and leaning 
out, eaw tbae a disorderly rabble—grey-ciad Germana 
— weie hurrying helter-skelter across the openwasle 
ground, wbile the strip of road beyoiid was chohed with 
guDB, horseg, eyclUts, marcliing men and great motor».

He ttirned back into the room to describe the scene, 
and Evans’ ejes gleamed with excitemeiit, althougb 
they atill remsined fixed upon the captive.

‘ Ix)ok here, yon go to the inn and find out what's up ’ 
—he bftd almost to shoat the words in onler to maJte 
himself heard above the growmg din— ‘ I  mu.st know. 
W e ehall be all right here. Give Jacques thiit rifle. If 
the feilow inoves it w ill be the worse for him. Now 
be off.’

Ilt^er obeyed, letting himself out through the little 
door at the back of the barn, and Ln a few iniiuite^ be 
had reacbed the v illage  Street. There he stationed 
himself in a doorway and watcbed with wide. iimait"d 
eye» a picture of such excitement and confusión as be 
had never witnessed or imagined.

The Germana werií in fíight. That was the One 
marvellous, unmistakable fact, and a wild, hendlong 
fliglit it was, for not only were the reglments that. had 
occupied the place streaming nortbward, bur otber 
grov-clad bordes shared the n>treat.

Rofer was wedged inlo a doorway. and there he 
stood, blindad bv the hot sim, deafened by the uproar, 
and almost ehoked with diist, for what .seeiued like 
hours. Wben the streets were rlear again, and the last 
grey iiniform had disappeared, he ran bock to the 'Lion 
d’Ür,’ wbere he fiiund *!ip iiinkeeper ]ust retumed and 
the centre of an eager group of neighbours, whn were 
embracing him, shaking his hand, and congratulating 
him heartily oii his escape. The boy pushcd his way 
through the throng ana seired Monsieur Lemaitre's 
black eoat-sleeves.

The man was puzzled for a moment, then he recog- 
nised iloger, and his white teeth gleamed in a friendly 
smile. l íe  could, however, make nothing of the rapid, 
almost incoherent sentences, and was quite at a loss 
until the word ‘ .Tacques ’ caught his ear.

‘ Jacques! ’ As he repeated the ñame a note of anxÍQty 
crept into bis voice, and then he tumed and hurried out 
through the house and into the courtyard beliind. A  
number of men followed, and Roger ran ahead, lesding 
the way to tha bam.

Wben the priaoner had been secured and Evans 
carried into the inn, Roger, eager to miss nothing of 
what was happening, ran back to the Street, whích was 
now crowded with the inhahitanta of the village. He 
was just in time to see the vanguard of the French 
army—a dusty,exhausted cyclist, with a red-white-and- 
blue fiag fiutterÍDg at his handle-bar—ride into the 
market-plaee.

The aolitary forerunner was soon followed by a troop 
of cavalry, and then the people, freed at last from their 
hated thraldom, surged forwaid in a wild euthusiasm 
oí weleome: •

‘ Allons, enfants de la patrie;
Le jour de gloire est arrivé.’

As Roger heard the ringing strains of the Marseil- 
laise, and saw the Tricolour float once more in its own 
place insteaid of Üie eagle flag of Germany. he told him­
self that surely all bis troubles were coming to an end, 
that this must mean victory, and that tne ‘ Day of 
Glory ’ had indeed arrived. And then, looking round,.

he caught sight of a man on the opposite side of the 
Street among the ctowd of unlookers—a man dressed in 
a peasant's blue blouse and with a long scar across his 
face.

CHAPTEB XIX.

W h ilb  Roger was liviiig out his dreary, ajixious days 
in the conquered French \ illage, Val, also a prisoner of 
war, was lar away in the inn at the foot of the dead- 
tree bilí. For the litst few days, however, the little

firl did not reaiise in the least where she wa».
ler ankle was badly inflamed after the journey, and 

she was so wnm out wilh pain and exhaustion that it 
was a relief to be able just to lie still and do nothing, 
althoiigh the bed was a very hard and uncorafortable 
One, and the room in which it stood was a dark and 
barely fumished attic.

Captain Heinz left the inn the moming after their 
arrival, on important husiness, Lis sister said; and 
Fráulein nursed Val, binding up ber foot, hringing her 
plain, badly cooked meáis, and ©ven somefimes reauing 
aloud to her from a little copy of Hans Andersen’s 
Tairy Tale».

At last there carne a morning when Val awoke 
feeling quite fresh and brisk, and with hardly any pain 
in her foot. She got up, dressed herself, and then, as 
Fráulein Heinz did not appear, opened the door of her 
room and msde her way slowly down a narrow, crooketi 
fligbt of stairs.

The stairs brought her to a dark and rather untidy 
kitchen, where a woman was stooping over the fire, 
stirring something in a larga pot. She was muttering 
to herself in a low, mumbling voice, and did not look 
up or take any notice when Val carne down the creaking 
wooden steps with Bob panting and shuflling in ber 
wake. '

I ‘ Sbe must he deaf, and she certainly looka very 
grumpy,’ the little girl said to herself ; and she glanced 

¡ across to an open door, through which green branches 
\ and blue sky could be seen.

. {Contmued on fmge 398.)

ALM O ST A  B O B IN SO N  CRUSOE  
MOTOR-CAR.

1i )E E H A P S  the oddest motor-car body in the world 
is that belongiiig to an .-Vmerican naturalist, which 

is fashioned from a solicl tree-trunk. 'Ibis is faollowed 
out into a living-room and bedroom, for the gentleman 
and his wife tour in their motor caravan, and Uve and 
sleep in it.

I t  is made from a giant Kedwood tree-trunk, which. 
the naturalist foundíii California, where it had hei-n 
lying on the ground for many years. He had been 
pleading for tus preservation of these Redwood tree.s, 
and thought that if he could Lave one on view with 
him, his argunienU might carry well. He tiere- 
fore had the tree carved out to suit his purpose, but 
when it was all fiiiisbed it was so large and heavy, 
it could not be lifted on to the motor framework. 
That, however, did not daunt a motorist of such 
original! ty.

A  pit was dug beneath the Redwood tree-trunk, with 
a desceudirg path to it, and the motor driven gently 
underneath, so that the body could be secured to it. 
Now the naturalLst can go where he will, in bis ‘ little 
wooden hut,’ which weigbs three tons.
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T H E  CH BISTM AS GHOST.
(Condadtd fnym •pagt 364.)

IT  wis the Chríatmas term—did I  tell yo« that 
before ?—and it was getting well on towards tbe 

Christmas holidays before the tuck niTstery had been 
diecoyered. W e were all thinking haid of borne and 
w lly tbings, or perbaM we might bave noticed that 
i^ le a  was looking a bit queer. l ie  started talking in 
Lis sleepi and aitting up in bed and ghouting in tbe night. 
And then Barnes spoSe to me about it. ‘ I  haye the 
cubicle next bis,’  he said, ‘ and it’s always ghotU he 
tallts about. I  believe Perkins is at the bottom of it.’

‘  Well, if be is, leaye him alone,’  I  said. ‘ You can’t 
do anything. He's a mean sneak, and beaides, he's 
furious with you already, for what you did about tbe 
tuck. And he’s a mucb bigger chap tbau you.'

‘ ■\Vait,’  said Baniee. ‘ W  e’ye played the “  bíter bit 
•on him; leave it to me to “ hoist him on bis own 
petard.’ ”  Then he said no more about the matter at all 
unta the very Iw t week of the term. ‘ I  eay, Perkins,' 
be said then, quite suddenlyin the dormitory, ‘ ever seen 
a gboet P ’

Some of US laughed. Eagles looked frightened ¡ and 
Perkins grew red, ‘ Shut up !’ he growled.

‘  N o ; but, real^,’ said Bame# cooUy ¡ ‘  I  haye heard a 
etrange story. ‘ Do you fcnow the oíd grandfather clock 
outside in the passage ? Well, once in a hundred years 
it strikes íA tr í í «  mstead of twelve at midnight, on 
December the eighteaith, and a white figure stepe out 
of tbe clock-csase! A  kind of Christmas gboet! ’

‘ Rot 1 ’ sud Perkms. ‘  No clock could do it, as you 
know well.’  But bis voice sounded a bit queer.

December the eighteenth was the last day of term, 
and I  wondered why Bames had fixed upon that date; 
alao why he had made up the sto^ at all,for leupposed 
it mu made up! But I  wondered more than eyer when 
tbe eighteenth carne.

Pttr, ‘ I  say,’ said Bames to me in the eyening,
• I  want you to look after Eagles for me to-nighf. 
1 haye reason to expect that Perkins is going to play 
*b® gIt<'St trick on him, I ’ve been lying awake, 
and Tve heard tbings that the hule chap's let out in bis 
eleep. W ell, l ’ye got to be out of the dormitory 
to-night, but I  leave him inyour charge.’

' But—where will yoit be ? ’ I  blurted out.
‘ Trust to “ Sherlock,” ’ said Bames, with a wink.

‘ Between ouiselves, I ’m going to pay Perkins out in his 
own coin.’

I  simply couldn’t sleep that night; pa«ly  because it 
was the last night of term. but aleo because there 
seemed to be all kinda of goings-on in our dormitory. 
As soon as the house was quiet, Bames sHpped out óf 

he has the cubicle by the door—and disappeared. 
Ihen Eagles was awfully restiess, too ; he kept aighing 
^ d  toMing about. I  heard ‘ ten ’  strike, and then 
eleven, and as the time drew near to midnight I  began 

to think of Bamea’s story of the Christmas Ghost.
And just as I  was thinking about it, twelve began to 

«tnke. Otu! carne from the big clock outside; Tw<¡' 
T h ^ !  and so on, till Twelve was struck. I  was 

«miling to myself, wben—suddenly my smile changed 
pretty quickly.for— 7’«rf«n.'sounded the clock outside, 
*nd there was a loud howl in the passage!

In an instai* I  was out of bed and away towards 
tbe shnek, and when I  got to the place I  can tell you

I  was st^tled, for there, cióse to tbe clock, were—tico 
'  ghosts,’  i f  you’ll believe me I 

‘ Here, taie his other arm; he’s had ecough,’ said 
Banies’s roice, for he was one of them. ‘ It ’s Perkins 
— in case you don’t guess it—dressed up in his counter- 
pane to frighten yoiing Eagles; hut he has jolly well 
got the dose himself, mstead! ’

Perkins didn’t say a word. He was as white as his 
own sheet as we two took him back to hia bed.

‘  Oh 1 ’  cried little Eagles when we got to the door.
‘ Here, you lie down, small chap,’  said Bames. 

‘  We’re not ghosts, either of us. And, what's mote, 
you'll probably not hear of, ñor see a ghost sgain in this 
8chc«l, on account of the fright that Perkjna has had. 
You’re a great bully,’ he went on, turning to the big 
chapwho was serambling into bed, ‘ and you deserve 
what you got. Trust a bully to be a coward, too! You 
saved up a grudge against Éaglea ever since vou were 
found out in your greedy thefts, but the Christmas
Ghost has been too much for you. I  said—didn’t I  ?__
that once in a hundred years the clock would strike 
thirteen, and that a white figure would step out of ihe 
cloek-case, Well, my story was true, for it’s happenéd; 
and I  made it happen, though I  don’t suppose it will 
ever happen again.^

_‘ I  say, Bames,’  I  whispered, when the dormitory was 
atill again, and young Eagles was sleeping more qiiietly 
than he had slept for weekS; ‘ of course I  understaná 
about the “ Ghost," but—how did the clock strike 
thirteen ?’

‘ Mv good chap, as easy as winking. I  thought it out 
—and didn’t it sound queer, WoT’ Bames laughed.
‘ As soon as it had struck twelve, I  just twisted the 
hands right round the face ; then, of course, the clock 
struck One—and twelve and one make thirteen!’ 
Barnes laughed again. ‘ But it was for Eagles’ sake 
I  did it,' he said; and that bully Perkins deserved it. 
I  wouldn’t  bave played the Ghost but for that.’

That’s the end of the story of the Christmas Ghost, 
except for one thing; Perkins didn't carne back after 
the holidays. His bullying ways had been noticed by 
otbers besides us, and uext term his cubicle kuew him 
no more. W e weren't sorry. And, as for young 
Eagles— well, he's grown in pluek a jolly lot since

E. T albot.

A  S A D  T A L E .

“ 'W T’ H A T  ahsll I  do for a dinner to-dav? What 
t V shall I  do with Spot ?

My mistress is out, and I ’m all alone, and very sad is 
my lot,

I  wanted to have such a splendid day, with a romo ir 
the garden sun, ^

And plency to eat, and birds to catch, and thorougUr 
kiltenish íuni

And now Spot’s broken my dinner píate, and eaten my 
dinner too, ^

A n d l’m all alone and miserable! What shall I  doP 
Boohoo! ’

‘ ■What shall we do, my poor little Puss? fírst you shall 
be well fed!

Then we shall have a splendid game, and Spot shall be 
sent to bed! ’
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‘ C H ATTER BO X ’
A N D  ‘ CH ATTERBO X  N E W S  BOX.’

1919 ISSUE; NOTICJE.

/ \ \V l í .  G  to tile reatrietions impoaed upon conaiimers 
o f paper, ie w illb e  imposaible topresent Ckatlerbox 

Newfbox- gratis -with t ie  weekiy cumbers ot Chatterbox 
after tUe 1918 isaues are completed, and it is newsaary to 
curtail Cfuitterbox itself alightly at the same time. l>oni 
the commencement of the 1910 iasue, therefore, weeklv 
as from No. 1, 1919 (to  be iasued on September lll, 
1916), Ckattei-box Xeics-box wiU be charged for on the 
same terma aa Chatterbox itaeif, andfrom  September 19, 
1918, onwardt teiU fo rm  part o f  the xoeekly üeuee o f  
Chatterbox f o r  1919, The 12 isaues of Chatterbov 
A'ews-box w ill be Nos, 4, 9, 13, 18, 2*2, 26, 31, 3ó, 40, 44, 
48, and 52 o f the weekly numbers o f Chatterbox.

W H E N  TH E  W O RLD  ROLLED  BACK.

O T ü B B S , H., waa a very intellígent boy. So, for 
|0 tie  matter of that, were Stubbs, W., and Stubbs, 
J,, put, as tney are not much conoerned with tiis  tale 
their mtelhgence does npt matter. Stubbs, H „ not onlr 
had mtelhgence, but he had imagination, whieh led hirá 
constantly to make suggestioos to theiíaster in school • 
and if the Master waa in a good-humour, these gaye rise 
to most mteresting discussions. Of course, these gave 
much more pleasure to the boys than the cut-audJried 
lessons wluch, for the time being, had to take a back 

and Stubbs therefore w m  very popular.
Om  day his cU$5 was being giren a lesson, and the 

aiMter -was expUinmg all about the earth and the moon 
and the sun, and their relationa to one another.

l  ien Stubbs ^ id ; ‘ Please, sir, what would happen 
if t ie  World rolled backwards, instead of ro llin g^^  
wards round the sun, as at present ? ’

To the joy of the class, the Master replied, ‘  Well 
that is TOmething to tbink about; let us consider the 

“ “ y O"® any ideas on the subject

thought that the sudden alteration would send everv- 
b ^ y  flying mto space, but the teacher reminded him 'oC 
the law of gravitetion. Then another boy thought that 
everything would be altered, and that we should haré 
night matead of day, and summer in place of winter.
1 he Master pomted out that this would only affect the 
trKt year of the cbanp, and afterwards things would go 
on as regularly as beiore. °  ®

Then Stubbs had an inspiration, and said, ‘ I  thinfc 
sir, that e v ^  one would go back in learning things—I 
mean that they would begin to forget things ’  ^

1 see what vou mean,’ said the Master, ‘ that after 
My four hundred years of rolling backwards, we should ' 
te  m the same State of cirdisation as the world was four 
hundred years ago. <wi<jur

‘ Yes, sir,’ said .Stubbs, modestlv.
‘ Bear me ! ’ said the Master. = Why, you mean that 

lu time, if  the world went back far enough, the people 
iiould giTe up their hoiises and take to trees and ̂ ves  
as they did in prehistoric times,’ ’

•That woulá te jolly,’ said Snub Claymore, ‘ then

we should see all the funny animáis that usod to walk 
about.

Then the .Master tegan to describe some of these 
creatures, and grew so interested that he went on until 
school-time was over. The class complimented «tubbs 
0 1 1  the pleasant afternoon he had given tliem, and they 
all agreed that they wished.the world would roll back 
soon, as liring in the tops of trees would te much more 
excitiiig than their present everyday life. The prospect 
so fascmated Stubbs himself, that he cSuld not help 
di-soussing it with his brothers wheu he went to ted 
that night, until they fell asleep, when he wiselv 
followed their example.

Early the npxt morning he sat up in ted and looked 
round Itim with astonishraent. There were leaves 
everywhere—(lark in front of him, .and around him — 
but orerhead the sun had turnad them a beautií'ul 
plden^reen. He seemed to te in a perfect caverii of 
leares, and as his eyes became accustomed to the Soft, 
dim iight, he found that be was sitting in a large round 
basket, shaped like a saucer and filled with liracken 
1' or a motnent he imagined he had teen tumed into a 
bird, then it suddenly tlaahed across his mind that what 
he h^w ished  for had come to pase—the world had 
rolled backwards, and he had become a tree-dweller.

Scarcely had he arrived at this conclusión when there 
wss a sudden parting of the foliage, and some large 
animal iumped on to one of the branches of the tree on 
wüich the nest was placed, causing it to rock up and 
down in a most unssfe manner.

.Stubbs at first thought it was a huge monkey but 
soon ^ o y e re d  it was a boy about his own age, and a 
second look showed him it waa Snub Claymore 

There was the same freckled face, funhv lit'tle nose, 
and thick crop of bushv red curls, but the' rest of him 
waa quite unrecogni^ble. His only garment was the 
skin of an anima , whieh was kept in place bv a teit of 
plaited reeds; and his bare arms and lega were covered 
With Soft, fihort baír. *

‘  Ifullo, Snub 1 ’ said Stubbs; ‘ is that you ? ’ 
‘ Yes, I ’ni Snub,’  said the newcomer ; ‘ but

yon; who are

‘ You know me, I ’m Stubbs, IL ’
■ I  know that you’re in our nest,’ said Snub, ‘ and if 

my father finds you, he w ill kill you.’
‘ Why p’ said Stubbs.
‘ We kill all atrangers,’  said Snub, ‘  because food is so 

.scarce, and he said it in such an ordinary, matter-of- 
Stubbs feel quite uncomfortable 

. r 1  t:’ ’ tetter clear out of this,’ he said.
i  don t want auy of y our food/
‘ I f  you will come with me,’ said Snub, ‘ TU show vou 

a sale place where I  go when it is sdvisable to keep out 
of the way. And so saying, he dropped from the 
branch on whieh he had been sitting to one aix or seven 
leet below.

Stubte looked with amasementat the ease and pre­
cisión of his lump, but although he thought himself as 
good a tree-climber as any one, he felt no temptation to 
try auch a jump himself, and clamtered down much 
more slowly and cautiousiy.

‘ Why, you climb like a bear! ’ said Snub.

‘ T , 1  I V **P‘ “  Stubbs.i  shouldn t cate to fall.
, ‘ Yes,’ said his companion. ‘  Our nest is the higbest
in the tree; my father bought it of a man for five 
thonsand nuts.
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•Nuts?’ said Stubbs. ‘ Don't you have moneyP
•No,’ sald Suub, ‘ moneyis no use; nuts are food,and 

that is all that matters. ^ y  fatber is rich, he has just 
bougbt a splendid cave for the -winter—it has cost 
fifteen thousand nuts. W e sball ÜTeir that mostof tlie 
time; tbis is oniy oursummer house But come along,
Tou are not safe here.'

After mucb scramblinff, Suub helping bis awkward 
movements, Stubbs fouml bimself perched precariously 
on the braiich of a tree which gave bim a view of the 
ground below.

Immediately in front of bim was a large clearing, m 
wliich sorae sort of corn was growing. and arouud its 
edge were groiips of people. ' Tbat is our comfield, 
said Snub; ‘ we are verv proud of it. Tbey say there 
«sed to be plenty of corñfields once, but tbey are yery 
acaree now. Look, there’s my fatber lalking to tbose 
raen; he is the blggest of thetu.'

Stubbs saw half-a-dozen men, all tritb shaggy heads 
iud beards tbat covered tbeir faces. They were dressed 
in skins, and eadi was armed with a buge club. There 
were also some womeii and cbüdren with long hair 
íalling oTer tbeir sboulders, and some of the younger 
ones with wreaths of flowers on tbeir heads.

Suddenly there was a shrill cry, and in a moment 
«veryone on the ground sprang hastily into the nearest 
tjee—with an agifity that mudi astonished Stubbs.

' AVhat’s the matter ? ’ said he to Snub.
‘ Ilush !’ said the latter, hecoming rigid and tense; 

ihfti, from the «de of tha clearing nearest to tbem, 
carne a huge cat-Iike animal. I t  carne stealthily for- 
ward till it was almost directly beneath the branch to 
which the boys ching, and Stubbs gased at it with 
horror. -It was bigger than the largest tiger he had 
erer seen at the Zoo, and its iips were drawn back 
exposing its hldeous fangs, which gave it a most 
ferocious appearance.

• It  is a sahre-tootlied tiger,' whispered Snub. The 
huge beast moved slowly for a few paces, and then sud­
denly stopped, while its tail waved to and fro. Then 
Stubbs saw something that made bis heart stand 
still.

A  little child had crept into the growing com, and 
had not been noticed when the alarra was given, but 
tbe keen eyes of the fierce beast had noticed it, and 
it crouched to spring. A t  the same moment, from a 
Iree cióse bv, there leaped a woman, who dashed at 
the child, ¿ught it up in her arras, and then stood 
faeing the monster. "There was an instant’s pause, 
when there carne whizzing through the air one of the 
great clubs, which struck the tiger such a bbw  that 
he howled, and turning savagely, seized the club, and 
tore at it with his great teeth. He soon dropped it, 
however, and tiimed again to the woman, but it was 
too late, for, taking advantage of the short respite, the 
brave mother had sprung back into the tree. whtTe 
ready hands helped her to safety. The savage beast 
sprang after her as she diaappeared, and for a moment 
olung to the trunkof the tree, but anotherclub stríking 
tiercely on his head, be_ dropped back snarling to the 
ground. Then, as a third club struck Lira with un- 
erring aim, be slunk off into the hushes.

For some miuutes there was silence, until a cry carne 
from the diatance, and then the people began to come 
down again from tbeir treea.

• What a hideoua beast,’ said Stubbs. ‘ Aren’t they 
afraid he w ill come back ? ’

‘ No,’ said his companlon; ‘ one of our boy Scouts has 
reported that he lias gone right off. Éy following 
among tha tree-tops be can keep him in sight a long 
time.'

‘ llave yon always people on the look-out?’ said 
Stubbs.

‘ Oa, yes, both night and day. W e take it in tum, 
and have to keep our eyes open; and, even then, some 
one is always being carried off. There are lots of other 
brutes and reptiles about.’

‘ I^^ay,’ said Stubbs, ‘ what time is breakfast? Fm 
íeeling hungry.’

‘ 1 aon’t know what breakfast is,’  said Snub; ‘  but if 
vou want to eat, you must go and look for yout food. 
1 had some last night, and I  don’t suppose I  shall get 
anv more till tbis evening.’

‘ I  can't wait till then,’ said Stubbs. ‘  I  must try and 
find some nuts.’

‘ Come along, then,’ said his companion, ‘ but be 
careful not to make a noise, or some one w ill see you.’

They made their way from branch to branch of the 
close-growing trees, but had not gone far before a sudden 
outery carne from the people onthe ground.

‘ Some one has seen you,’ said Snub, excitedly; ‘ get 
awav as quickly as you can—I ’m o f f ! ' And with a 
quick spring he disa'ppeared Into a mass of foliage, 
ieaving his haplees companion to follow as best he 
could. Frightened and tewildered, Stubbs clambered 
desperatelv upwards, and as he struggled his fears were 
increased by the shouts and movements amongst the 
neighbouring trees, which announced the approach of 
bis pursuers.

In desperation, he made a jump for a.hranch next to 
the one wbere he had been crouching. He managed to

fet húld of it, and to draw bimself up on it, though it 
ent and swayed under his weight as he worked bis way 

towards the tbicker end,
He had almost attained a position of safety, when, to 

his horror, the great shaggy head of Snub the eider 
poked itself round from the oiher side of the trunk.

The eyes glared at him with astonishment and fury; 
then, with a howl of rage, the man darted forward to 
seize him,

■With a cry of tear, the unfortunate Stubbs convul- 
sivelv retreated to the thin end of the branch, till it  was 
bending dangerously under his weight.

The savage pursuer struck violently at him with his 
heavy club, but the wretched boy was just out of reaclu 
W ith every blow, however,. the branch groaned and 
quivered until he was nearly shaken off; then the 
furious man bimself carne forward crawling on the 
branch. Inoh by ¡nch he crept along the bending 
bough, and inch by inch the hapless Slubhs retreal^, 
till there was a loud crack, wben,.with a despairing 
shriek, he fell headlong to the earth . . .

Stubbs, H., sat up, and looked around, From the 
demeanour and attitude of Stubbs, W., and Stubbs, J., 
he rigbtly gathered that they were connect^ with tbe 
fact that he was sitting on the floor of bis bedroom 
instead of being in bed. He was mucb relieved at find- 
ing that the world had not rolled back, and that it had 
been only a hideous dream.

lie  th’erefore felt no resentment against his brothers 
for the way in which tbey had waked him, and, as he 
explained to his mother when sho carne up to stop the 
pillow-ftght that ensued, they were not quarrelUng, but 
onlj^having a little fun.
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