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SMILIITG VAL1.BY.
UY Hakold BiNB>LOSS.

T T waa a dirty nigut, and Tom Bawson felt anxious
-1 a« he 88t m the low eabin of tlie Winthrop sloop,
listemng té the wind, whiJe Lis comrade, Jahe, studied
a chan. [lhe little boat lay behind a reef in the Straits
of Georgia, which run between the Pacific coast of
Ganada and \ ancouver Island; and tiie hoarse rumhle
of the surf indicated that the sea was getting un. She
roll™ and plunged violently, the halyards elapped
agamst the mast, and every now and then the cable rang
as ic jarred across the stera.

“It’'sprettyfierceto-night,” Jake remarked. *“Vorst
18 we cant puli out until low water. The tide-rip
would Bwamp us if wetried toget round the pointwhile
she 8 runnmg ebb.’

Dawson nodded. lie did not want to puli out, but
they had been awav for some days on a rojage up the
btraits, and Mr. Winthrop would be getting anxioua
about them; besidea, Dawson doubted if they could ride
out the threatened guie wbere thev were wlien the fiood
Ude rose a”ut the reef. Thelittle eabin was wann and

store that bumed bark glowing besifle
the bulkhead, and the Bwitiging lamp lighted. Gutside
a bitter wmd swept the augry tideway, and now and
then a shower of snow blew acroes the water. Thay
would Laye a yrild run home, but the sloop was stauncli,
snd Dawson was blgger and stronger than when he left
I-.ngland, four yeara before.

mWell get open water and a fair wind when we're
round the Ilahbut reefs/Jake resumed, and then moyed
hia hnger north acrosa the chart. ‘ That's the way to
iMniling \ alley. 1 often think about the time we camped
there. 1ts cunous nobody has homesteaded the TsUey
jet, but I reckon somebody will before we're readX to
put in our Btakes.

T>Beautifu yalleys are numernus in
liritish Ulumbia, but he had seen none like the spot
Jake talked about. They had found it, so to speak,V
accident, when they sailed up the Straits with Mr.
W mthrop to buy aome sheep, and left him nt the coast
while they made an exploring Irip. The mouth of the
vale was narrow, but wide enough for the warm Chinook
wmd from the Pacific to blow in. A snowy ranee
sheltered it on the north, the aunshine lingered on the
gentle slopes to the West and sonth; there was a clear
river and a pjacid.lake. Maples grew amone the firs
aou maples like nch soU ®

They called it Smlllng Valley, and wondered that
nobody had settM thertv«nce the land belonged to the
laovemment, and any Briti”h «ubjecfc could buv a fixed
quantity at a modérate price. Both boyawere aifibitioue,
and mesnt to haré a ranch of their own. Mr, Winthrop
Mid them wages, and they sometimes eamed a good sum

telegraﬁ)h- oles and loes
they had not e ough money to
start ranchme yet. Perham, in a yeal or two, if
they were lucky . . . Thendawson pulled hiraself up.
Ilhere WMno use in thinkmg about it; somebody else
would stake off the best land in Smlllng Vallev before
they could hope to file their claim.

‘1 dreanj about the spot now and then, butl'mafraid
itsnotfor US, Le said. ‘Perhaps we had better get
sii”r, and then, if the tide's running slack, we'll start.’

lhey boilvd the kettle and ate a good meal.for there
was wet and coid to be borne, and it would be a wild

u'u* *
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run. By-and-by they crawlcd out reluctantly, and
shortened cable, while the stinging sprav blew about
them and the sloop plunged her bows in the short seas.
The next thing was to tie three reefs in tlie mainsail to
cut down its size, and break out the anchor, after which
Dawson hoisted the storm jib, while Jake went to the
helm. She started, with two planks on her lee dock
biiried in rushing foam, and green water swept her
eabin roof as she drove round the reef. It was a beam
wind afterwards, but big curling seas rolled out of the
dark, hove her up, snd yanished with a roar to leeward
while she sank into the trough. Jake, bt'a quick puli
at the liller, dodged the worst, letting her'fall off before
the breaking erests.

The llalibut Ifeef was not far off when they saw a
rwliiig iight, and then, as dim moonlight pierced a cloud,
the indistinct shape of a small steamer. It looked as if
somebody on board saw them, for the whistle screaraed
and a red light flared on the slanted bridge. The
streaming blaze showed a man in hlackslickers clinging
to the rails and a wall of wet plates that rolled up out
of the foam.

‘They want us,’ Dawson shouted. ‘Do you think
yon can dodge her to windward and get under the
steamer's leeP’

“1'Jl try, Jake answered doubtfuUy; and when
Dawson, straining hard, Lauled the mainsheet in, the
little sloop staggered, close-hauled, towards the lights.

Smking to lhe mast, she plunged into the white
combers, and when she lifted, caiaracté of icy brine
poured acroes the coamings of the well, but they held
on n N | the steamer broke the sea, when tbev bore her
to. The red light had bumed out, but the 'moon was
bnghter, and wlien Dawson got up on deek, a man
leaned out from the bridge holding a megaphone. The
sloop rolled and tumbled about in partial shelter.

‘'What do you want P Are you in troubleP’ Dawson
aboiited.

‘Hit a rock,” the man answered through the mega-

‘ Stripped some blades off the propeller, Can't

ine
Qp her on her course

hen the steamer rolled down, until her rail was
leyel with the foam, and masts and fminel hung orer the
sloop. Jake let the boat fatl 03 to ayoid a collision,
and_looked at Dawson, for they understood the skipper's
Mnety, The st“mer was small, and Inaded I™bt.
Her side, rising high aboye th« water, caught the wind
and, since her screw was damaged, she would drifc to
leeward fast. Tfais would not have mattered much hnd
%Qelggd room, but there was a steep, rocky coast not far

When she steadied, Jake edged the sloop in again,
and shouted, MVhere are you boiiiid?’

‘Vancouver,’ said the captain. ‘ Can you make aiiy
place where you can wire for a tug to meet us ®

Jake thought quickly. There was a telephone at one
settlement and a telegraph at another, but he did not see
hqw they could resch either in time for a message to
bring a tug before che morning, and that would b- too
late. lie imagined the yessel would driye ashore soon

M after dajbreak.

‘Ko,” be shouted; ‘ Vancouyer's the only place one
could get help in time.’

‘ Osn you make itP’ the captain asked,

Jake beckoned Dawson, snd while they crouclie.l
beliiiid the coaimng ledge out of the wind, bri..«<v
explained the situation, which was daunting. They weré
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not Tery far from home, and would sooJi haré the wind
astem, when the sloop would rim corafortably before
the sea. I£ they tried to reach Vancouver, they must
beat round & group of reefs, and Jake doubted if the
boat bad power eno”~h, Beating to windward and
running were very dinerent things, They must reckon
<on two risks: the Uttie boat ini~t swamp, or driye on
the rocks and go to pieces. If no belp carne, the steamer
would certainly drift ashore and be badly damaged,
although Jake thought the sea was not beavy enougb
to wreck her and drown her crew.

When he finished his explanation he looked at
Dawson, who nodded. Neither had talked about it, but
they knew their help was Taluable, and remembered the
Smiling Valley,

Jake jumped on decb and waved his arm. ‘We'll try
it,” he snouted. ‘If we get through, you ought to see
the tug’s smoke at sun-up.’

(Coniinidd on pag4 406.)

A YEAB IHf A GARBEE.
X1.—N'OVEMBEK.

HEN Billy and Babe began to grow Te~tables
that were really usefnl, and tbat appeared on the
dinner-table, they felt they were truly helping to increase
England's food supplies. AU the summer there had
heen a scarcity of ordinary vegetables in spite of what
they had done the previous year, and so they determined
they would grow still more in 1918. For thia purpose
they chose a special plot of pround in their own gardeii,
and for a veea or two they dug and weeded. and forked
and hoed, to get the soil jnto proper condition forseed-
sowing in the spring, Here they would grow extra
crops of carrots, parsnips, spinach, beetroot, onions,
and salad planta, besides peas and beans. All the
summer this plot had heen Stled with big clumps of
perennials, and the pulling up of their roots loo.-iened
the soil spiendidly. Haif of the large border was inade
mup of fine light soil that Billy, with bis gardening book
behind him, declarad would be juat the tning for carrots
and parsnips, with a border of lettuce and radishes.
Along the back was a strong fence that would serve a
.doubie purpose: it would keep off the north winds, and
it would form a good support for peas or beans, Along
the top of this fence two-inch nails were hamraered in
readv to hold the string up which the beans would
clim” next summer. At either end of the bed, parsley
would probably grow weU, and other useful herbs would
find a fuitable borne in a sunny sheltered spot under the
fence. It was a time of really hard work, both in
making plans and preparing the soil, Long ngo the
children had found that the intereat of a vegetable
garden is quite different from that of a flower gardeii,
but it is none the less anjoyable; there is quite as much
opportunity for artistie and good work in one as in the
other. It happened tbat this lai”e bed that they had
prepared for vegetables was iii fuU view of the dining-
room Windows, across a wide stretch of grass; and it
was partly for this reason, and partly because the east
winds carne from that direction, that the children de-
ecided to make a aereen of raspberry bushes. These,
however, were not got in till December, for bad weatber
marne'along, and made the soil so heavy that plantiiig
mwas impossible.
Through all their work in the garden this winter, a
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faithful little robin was their constant eompanion ; he
rarely sang, rarely even chirped ; but he always followed
them at a distance of a vara or two, taking a keen in-
terest in their work, especially when they tumed up
any worms for him. No other liirds were singing now;
the garden was silent, except on one or two occasions
when the robin had violent disputes with other members
of bis family, who wanted their share of the garden and
the childreus friendship. But the only time when he
would at all tolera» their presente 'was in the morning,
at the birds’ food-tahle on the lawn.

THE BEB.

i BEE upon a hramble bush
I\. Was thinking might and main.
Said he: ‘ To-3ay
I mustn't play,
The faci is 'very plain.

But | must seck the roses out,
And other flowers as well,
Or how shall |
The honey spy
For storing in the cetl ?

1 wonder where | ought to go
To find the richest bloom?
By yonder rill
That skirts tha hill,
Or through the woodland gloom ?

Perhaps that garden over there,
Behind the palings tall,
With shady bowers
And beds of flowers,
Would suit me best of all.

And yet it might be far from wise
To go in there to-day.
And sad, you see,
T would Burelj be
To throw the time away.

In fact I don’'t know which is best:
The garden, wood, or hill—
And whbile | tliink,
The Sun will sink,
And leave me sitting stiil.’

And so it did. The darkness carne
And covered all the sky,
And hope, that day,
Was Bwept away
Because he feared to try.

AN ENEMY OF THE RED CROSS.

Af-ANY strange encounters have taken place, during
14d , the great war, betweeu new inventions and oid
fashions, T’ erhaps itis unfair to speak of lions as * oid
fashlons,’ for they are still a serious nuisance in many
pai'ts of East Africa. But they would fare i!l if they
tuok much part in médem warfare. Recenlly a lion
had a new experience. StaJking through the fush one
night he saw two fiery eyes approaching him almost
silently, along a roughly made track. He stood in
defiantwonder, until the strange beast, whatever Lt was,
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" The lion sav two fieiy eyes approaching him.”

FRUITS PROM ACROSS THE SEAS.
VI,_THE DATE PALM AND THE BREAD FRCIT.

Atoa c<»que?t of German ~East he Date Palm {Pkaniv dactyltfera) ib. another
R.P T palm which ii nmch esteemed. This tree in

appearance, is so similar to the Cocoa-nut Palm'that

~ore lher he tumed twl and fled-happilv for the
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I will not give a sketch, as vou have already seen one nf
the cocoa-nut palm (page ¢(80). The main difference is
that the leaf-stalk scars on the trimk, instead of being
ring-like, as oa the Cocoa*nut, are in series, and shaped
like horseeboes. The fruits, -which we know so well,
are carried in great clusters, often weighing as much as
twenty-five to thirty pounda. They are oblong yellovr
fruits much like a s'mall plum. There raay be anvthing
up to two hujidred in a single elusterl The flowers
(which are sometimes white and sometimes yellow) are
of two kinds, one having only pistils and the other only
stamens. Xow, jou know that TOllen from a stamen
must travel somehow to a pistil before there can be
a fruit. When Date Palms grow wild, fertilisation
<as the passing of poilen from a stamen to a pistil
is callad) takes place unassisted bv man, but under
cultivation man does assist as follows: As a tree
wbicb only carries stamens never has fruit, naturally
cultivators do uot want mauy of those! Theytherefore
plant one stamen-carrying tree to every thirty or forty
plstil-carrving trees. Then when the flowers are fully
in bloom, the cultivator cuts the branches which are in
bloom from the stameiKarryijig trees, and carefully
liangs them over the trees which have only pistils.
TLcu no doubt the poilen from the stamens gets carried
to the pistils by visiting insects as well as by tbe wind,
and the trick is done. | have done this sort of thing
myself in the similar case of the Aucuba Laurel,
livery year | bring sprays of stamen-carrying flowers
from a neighbourmg garden, and hang them in my

iistil-carrying bushes, with the resalt that | have
tovely red' berries on my bushes every year!

The Date Palm is propsgated by ofi-shoots from the
roots, not from seeds. It was a Uative of Africa and
Asia; it has been introduced into tbe wanner parts
of Eurcipe, but will not develop fruits there. There
are many varieties, and somegrow to be over a hundred
feethigi; they also live to be a great age.

As afood tfie date is very nourishing, and is used in
many ways. Arabs dry them and grmd them up to
make a kind of meal. Cattie, dogs, camela, and hors«
all like dates. They show their good taste !

The leaves of the Date Palm were the ‘palms’ which
werebound togetherwith myrtle and citrén to form the
badge of desert Ufe. These bunches were shaken at
the Feast of Tabernacles, and afterwarda preserved
in the bornes. At the time of the triumphal entrance
into Jenisalem of our Lord, these were the ‘palm
branches’ which the p~ple brought out and carried
in the proeession. The leaves of the Date Palm
are still used in many religious ceremonies, and
iust before Palm Sunday there are quite a lot of
leaves of date palms in the markets. In the south
of France the date palm is often grown just for this
purpose.

There isjust one more over-seasfruit I mast mention,
and that is the true Bread Fruit {Artocarpia india).
This is another most useful fruit, for in many parts it is
one of the staple foods. In fig. 1,1 show you a sketch
of a branch which | ohtained at tbe Natural History
iluseuin, Loudon. This is on quite a small scale, for a
fully ripe fruit might weigh twenty or thirty pounds !
This sketch shows you a ripening fruit, a young fruit.
and a pollen-carrying catkin. The leaves are lajge and
shiny, something like those of a castor-oLI plant, or a fig.
The fruits are as much like a pine-apple as anytbing in
structure. 'They are a mass of hracts and fruits which.
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bv espansion, have become joined into a fleshy body.
"The plant I8 a native of Java and Amboyna. When
| was reading that fascinating book, The Malay
Arehipelaso, by A. Russel Wallace, I found there
much useful Information afaout it. He saya he first
tasted it in Amboyna, and found it very good.
The natiyes baked it in embers, and then you scooped
out the inside with a spoon, when it tasted like
Yorkshire pudding or mashed potatoes with milk 1 He
speaks of it as being about tbe size of a melén—allittle
flbrous near the raiddle, hut smooth otherwLse. It is
used in several ways, but is best baked. Dr. Wallace
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savB it is delicious as a vegetable with meaC. It has
a delioate but characteristic flavour, and one neyer tires
of it- .
This | think covers all the chief over-seas fruits of
which we hear much in England; but of course
there are very many others which are more or less
popular in their bornes. There is the Durian for
instance (Ditno Ziberhemu), an oval fruit soma eigbt or
nine inchee long in a hard priokly shell. The pulp has
a delicious flavour, but a most disagreeable scent. Then,
there is the BreaA Nut, which tastes something like a
hazel, and is used as bread in the West Indies. And so
I could go on with a number of others, but | do not
think you would be very interested in fruits you may
not be very likely to set, and so | will not tell of

any more. E. M. Bablow.
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IN THE W AR.

By a. a. METHLEr.
(Oontlnaed &om page 3t7.)

WANDERERS

~N1HE prosjwet of fresh air and sunsiine was verv
1- tempting after the long, duU days in tlie pokey little
loom upstairs, and, as Val was t«rribly afmd of beirw
eont back to bed «gam, she kept out of the woman's
aight and tiptoid softly across the stone floor and out
oi the house. Rob was very good, and did not even
barb when a fieree-looking dog snarled at bim from
w-ithin a rarashackle tub-kennel. Ina reryfew moments
they were beyond the littered, muddT yard that lay in

uouse, and out on a sunay stretch of sandy

All around was the for«st (a thick growtb of firs,
oalp, and beechesj, and beycnd rose a high, pointed
ildU wUqg & whitti, leafleaf» iree on its aummit

\ al stCK)d motbnléss, her head raised, her Une ev»
narrowed mto a puzded frown. A hill, a dead tree, a
lonely inn,and aman with a scarred face. She wrinkled
her bpows jn the effort to capture and plece together
her scAttered memones.

Could thia possibly be the place where Roger had heard
tile butting sound, and where Jules had aeen the strange
wiresi Val was a hrave little girl, and, moreover, her
cimosity was aroused. If there was a mvsterv she
deternuD” to find out what jt was about, and theré was
no time like the present, for at any moraent Friulein
mightappearaudorder herbackto bed, ‘Bob, Bob- ' she
«Uedsoftly and when the dog botinded to her side, she
twisted one hand in his tangled hair and set oif, slowlv
it is true, fw her f<Mt was still stiff and weak, in the
direction of the desd-tree huL

It seemed a long, tiring walk, but 1'al arrired at her
destmation at laat, and then, after a little rest, she began
her invesugationik Ihere were nostrange sounds to*be
lieard to-day, and the dead tree looked quite ordinary
and harmless—but there was the masa of thick bushi
round it, just as Jules had said. It was not difflcult to
creep .nto the tangie, fior to find the hole jn the smooth
white truok, a hole soma four feet high, orer which a
eonc”™ling framework twined with fem and bratubles

liad been Cleverly arranged.
of)hl interior

i*® filtered down

.ilthough she could not make out what they were anv
more tan Jules had done. Thenjust as she had decid;l

® the time, as she had had no
breakfast and was beginning to feel rather hungry the

once more into tbe open, found
Iwulein Hemz slanding bebind her. The (&lcan w A
clenc”d al??' ®F@®chless W|th fury, her hands were

fl®* @ A «ttirting out of her
bead. She_stamped her feet on the bard mos groundas

Val wrambled from among the bushes, and w ~d bave
seized and shaken ber if Bob had not growled again.
IJow R'® ~“teful little wretch?
ow dare ‘you leave the house without mv permission »
Dont youiniow that you are my prisoner™”"

the Word in a dased

‘-4nd this 18 the way you reward me for all my

kmdness. hraiilein’s voleo rose to a sbrill seream.
eYou coiné here and spy. But | will punish vou
for this. You shnlt be whipped, You sball be sbiit'uii.
1 ou shall have nothing to eat but bread and water.’

Val drew herself up, a straight boyish little figure in
her pe~ant elothes, and faced her antagonist with
unflmobii™ eyes. ‘Why are you here, you and your
brother, FrSulein.»’ she asked. ‘ Yon are Germans:
what are you doing in France ? | want to know.’

hraulein sbrugged her sboulders. and then a new
expression carne mto her eves, a fierce, eager light, that
seemed to Elvtl a certam dignity to her mddy face and
stout, thick'det ugure.

‘1 wrve ipy country/ she said, ‘ and you can cali me a
spy ifyoulke. | amnot ashamed. We have done our
Work wel , I and the others. Germany will rule
Jiurope; she will rule the world. We have waited for
yeev8, but the l)ay liaacome at laat.’

Val shrauk back, her hand still on Bob’s shoulder
her eyes gazuig awestruck at Fraulein’s flushed
enthuBiastie face.

And then the loud blast of a motor-horn was
heaid from the road below and FrSulein’s face ohanged
N ‘9°“ ne cried and disregarding Bob, she

HQEd her towarda the narrow
pato that led down the h|

piere wm a grey motor-car at the door of the inn,
and aman dre”ed as a chauffeur stood byit with aletter
in his hand. Frauiein snatched it from him, tore it open
and read it through eagerly. It was evident that the
tidmgs were satisfactory, for the woman'’s face lit up and
exclamations of joy burstfrom her Upe.

Wavmg the paper in her
hand There isnews, she cried. ‘' Greatnews! Splendid
newsl My brother has sent me a mess”, Our”mies
have b«n victorious everywhere, They are at the gates
of laria. And we are going to Paris. We shafl see
the German soldiers march through the city jn triumph’

Val did not answer, for the loud voice and boastful
words d a”* her completely, and then Frauiein dragged
her mto the house, and there followed an hour of b5=tle
and humed preparatioiis for departure. Frauiein lleins
seemed to have foigotten her anger in this new excite-
ment, and it appeared that Val was to go to Paria with
her matead of being left behind at the inn,

By ten o'citwk they were off, Val packetl into the back
of the car with the inseparable Bob at her side, and then
fot hour after hour they sped westward, through woods
across rivers, and algng straight, tree-bordered roads.

~veral times dunng the journey the car was stopped
and papers demanded, but these were always forth-
coming, OTd there were no great difflcultiea or long
delays. lowards eyenmg, however, when they reached
a large town, the position of affairs did not seem to be
quite 80 satisfactory from the Germans’ pomt of view
and it “am e apparent that they were not to go on
to Paris for the present, after all.

1L.® rrow
treet, and the chauffeur, v%?o seemed to be) :’:rl]b e to
R ® although he and Frauiein
talted German together—went in to make inquiries.
When he »m e ont his face was very grave, and, leaning
over the side of the car, he spoke to Fraulein in a Iow
anxious voice.
Val, who knew very little German, could not catch a
Word of what he said, but Frauiein frowned, and her
gooa-Qumour disappeared completely.
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‘e are to stay here tlie she said, crossly, and
tlien Val followcd her into tlie house and uj>«tairs to
a large, rather stuffy room with a gold dock nn the
mantelpiece and thick curtains over the clo?ed Windows.

Fiaulein had expected her brotber to meet her, but lie
did not appear, and all through that evening and the
next dav she waited impatiently for news of him.
'Xhey dia not go downstairs to meais, but had them
brought up to tne stuffy room, and hour by hour, as her
anxicty increased, the Germaa woman grew more and
more lIrritable.

On the second morning, when they were just finishing
breakfast, and Fraulein Heinz had already been down
stairsfour times to Inquirefor news, letters, or telegrams,
there carne a knook at the door, andwhen it was oprned,
the French-speaking chauffeur appeared on the tlireshold.
He seemed to be in agreat hurry, and there was a paper
iu his hand.

Fraulein, with a furtiva glance at Val, who was
feeding Bob with bread and honey, went out to siieak
to the man, and his gruff voice, mingted with shrill
exclaniations of dismay and horror, were heard from the
other side of the closeJ door.

When Fraulein reappeared, she was wnnging her
hands, and her eyes were red. She begaii at once to
gather her poasessions together, but she would not
auswer any questious, and looked as if she could have
bittcn Vals head off, when the little girl innocently
aaked whether theywere going to start for Paris at 1™t.

When everytbing was ready, and the » r was”at the
door, Fraulein Heinz tumed her attention to Val. A
large travelling-cloak was produced, and the little girl
realised with asinkingheart that she was once more tobe
carried away as a prisoner of war.

At the last moineut, however, the German seemed to
change her mind, and after some moments of anxious
liesitation, she unwrapped the cloak which had already
been folded round the child’s shoulders.

‘Val," slie said, ‘how would you like me to leave you
bebmd ? The people here will take care of you, and
before long your brotber is certain to ilnd you.

~mal cUspéd her hands, and a little cry of jov broke
from her lip?. The prospect of ataying alone in the
cheerless, stuffy room was not a tempting one, but, at
least, there would be a chance of finding lloget again.

 Oh, Fraulein, thank vou so mucb,” she began. But
Fraulein interrupfed her; there was still something to
be said. and the chauffeur who had come for her bag
was waltingimpatientlv at the door.

‘There is one thing that you must promise me. Val.
I shall not see vour hrother now, and he has mv letter.
You must ask'him for it, do you understand, directly,
and then vou must get away somewhere hy yourself and
bum it. ilere are matches. Put them into your pockct,
so that vou will be ready. >'ow promise me vou will
bum tliat letter. It you will do that™you shall stay
here— 1 will set vou free.’

Val promised' readilv enough, for she had Lardly
thought of the letter diiring the past week, and liad
certainlv never connected it in any way with Fraulein’s
Work as a German spy. The woman picked up her
travelling bag then with a sigh of relief, and hurried
away, but at the door of the room she paused once
more. *

' Good-bye, little one, good-bye,’ she said. Then she
was gone, and that waa the last that Val saw of Fraulein
Heinz.

CHAPTKB XX

Rooek stood quite still for a raoment, when he
Cuught sight of the man with the scurred face among
the French villagers, for he could hardly beiieve the
evidence of his own eyes, and he rubbed them, as if to
drive away some strangedelusion. But it was no mistake,

The French cavalry were riding down the narrow
Street, and it was impossible for Roger to get to the
other side until they had passed. When the way was
clear again. Heinz had disappeared completely.

The boy hurried across the road then, and searched
everywhere, down narrow laiies and pathways, in the
orchards and gardens, between the rows of cabbagea
and thick-growing heaiis, behind atacks and wood-piies,
even in the cottages theraselves! for this man knew
where Val was : he had been in the motor-car which
had carried the little girl away, and if he were not found”
perhap.s the cine would be lost for ever.

He must find the man, that was bis only thought,
and the slightest losa of time might be fatal. He®
reached the western outsklris of the village at last,
and stood there, shading his eyes against the sun-glare,
and staring at the wide stretch of white road that lay
before him.

At flrst it seemed as if the whole country-side int
that direction were empty and deserted, but after atime
Roger saw—or thougnt that he saw—a figure in the-
distance. He leaned forward eagerly. Yes, thrre
certainly was a patch of hlue moving along beneath the
tall poplar-trees that boidered the road. It vanished,
but soon appeared again further on. The boy did not
hesitéte, hut started off at a run, taking a ehort cut
across a field, so that he might reaeh the road near the
place where he had last cauglit a glimpse of the dia-
guised German.

It was a verv hot, sultry aftemoon. and as heplodUed
on and on through the fhick, clogging dust that raade
swift progress quite impossible, R-nger had time to think
over everytbing that had happened, and he wondered
uneasily what could be the raeaniiig of the Qemian's
disguise, and why he should have risked his life by
remaining behind in the French vlli™e.

It was along walk under the blazing aftemoon sun,.
and Roger was hot, tired, footsore, hungrv and thirsty.
when at laat the road swerved northward™ and reached
alaigeriver. Hestopped, threwhimselfdownonahank
under a tree, and wondered what had betterhedone next.

A bridge crossed the river at this point, and it had
evidentiy been damaged and repaired quite lately.
Roger, primed with his new military knowledge, had
little diificulty i1l understandiiig what had happened.

The French, in their hurried retreat, had attempted to
destroy the bridge, but little injury had been done.
Roger could see the gap and the wooden structure with
which the German engineers had spanned it, and beyond,
on the opposite bank, he could see the road nmning
northward round the spur of a wooded hill.

The South shore of the river was also thickly wooded,
and among the trees was a house which had been humt
by the Germana in their advance. The charred timbers
and hlackeiied, hroken walls looked strangely desoiate,
and there was no other aignof human life to neseen. The
German spy seemed to. have vanished into spsce. It
was impossible to tell in what direction he had gone,
or whetner he were lurking among the trees and bushes,
near at hand,

[Continuéd on pagt 103.)
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