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WANDERERS IN THE WAR.
liy A, A. Metiiley,
(Coatlnued tiom 394.)

KOG ER bad almost made up bis mind tbat the best
thinft for him to do woiild bf- & return to the
villajfe aod ask Evans' advice, wheii suddenly the slplit
of abrigbt bearaot light shining between the trees made
him spring to bis feet, witb all bis weariness and
bunger forgotten. \Vb»t could it be? A fire, an
electric flasbligbt, or a lantem? At anv rate, it nieant
tbat Bome one was near at hand, and Vho tbat some
one was, whetber friend or foe, it was bis duty to
discover without an instant’s losa of time.

The boy ran forward, raeaning to readi the open
found on the river-bank and tbus get a better view;

ut before he bad gone many stepa, be saw something
«Ise, and atopped again, bis beart beating quickly, and
bis eyes wide andalen. Faraway on the opposite bank
of the rlver waa another light, a light tbat flashed,
disappeared, and flashed again.

He tumed quickly: tbere bebind him, about a hundred
yards away and half hidden among tbe trees, was a
«mali wocden hut, and beeide it stood a man in a
peasant's blouse with a lanterninhis band. He lifted it
and swung it above bis head. Tbe light—a strangely
brilliant light—streamed out luto tbe gatbering dark-
ness.

lioger cowered back against the trunk of a tree near
which be waa standing and held himself rigid and
motionless, hardly daring to breathe lest bis wbere-
abouts should be discovered.

He understood now wbat jt all meant, and the realisa-
tion BOTt a ebill of dismay tbrougli bis beart. Tbe man
was signalling by flaahligbt, and away tbere, over tbe
river, were the Germana, bis friends— tbeenemy—reading
bis measage and sending back a reply.

The boy’s firat impulse was, naturally enougb, to
rusb fOTward, grapple with the spv and tear the lantern
out 01 oifihand; butitonly a momentos reflectinn
to make him realise tbat Bucb a eourse would be not
«nly iwikless and fooUsh, but also absolutely useless.
ile bimself was oniy a boy of flfteen, while the Germéan
wasa man, tall, broad-shouldered and strongly built, with
years of military training bebind him.

Tbere was one queation whicb lioger asked himself
«/Nain and again aa he croucbed tbere in tbe ahadows, and
it wM this: Wby was the spy sending bis information
by flashhght and tbus ruiining tbe risk of discovprv
wben hia friends were only a few miles away, and it
would Lave been eaay for him to croas tbe river and
carry it to them in peraon ?

After a few minutes tbe man lowered bis lantem,
darkened it, and enterad the little wooden house. He
eshut tbe door bebind bim, and tbe aociind of a grating
boit WM heard, but before long a iiarrow gleam of
light Bhowed through an open window. Roger left
hia tree and crept forward through the bramblea and
grasa tusaocks until he reached tbe rough wooden
Wall of the building. He could eee notbing at first.
through tbe crack, but the window waa unglazed and
a touch on tlie ahutter swung it slightly inwards.
Then, noiaelesslv and cautiously, he peered into a small
bare room. The lantern bad been set down on an

upturned wooden box, and by its light everxthiiii
could be seen cleariy. e

The furniture of the place, if fumiture it could be
called, was rough and primitiye in tbe extreme, but
it was evident tbat some one bad been living and
sli-eping tbere. In one comer an armful of straw liad
been flung down to form a bed, and on it waa spread
a dark eloak or rug. Tbere waa a lenilier suit-case
on whicb a revolyer was Iving, and a b.cycle leaned
against tbe wall. Several large cases did dutv
as chairs and tablea, and on one was a bottle lit
tvine and a tom sheet of newspaper containing frag-
ments of meat and bread. A number of smaller
cases, iron-bound, sealed and labelled as ‘soap,” were
piled togctber in different parts of the but.

lioger did not notice all tfiese detalla, for bis eyes were
fixed on the ocoupant of the but, a big, powerful'-looking
man, who was kneeling on tbe grouud, stooping over
something whicbh he manipulated with delicate akill and
care. After a minute or two he looked up to n-ach
for something tbat was on the wooden case, and then
tbe ligbt from the lantem streamed ful! on bis acarred,
sinister face.

It was the man wbom Roger had encountered a
montb on tbe bili of tbe hollow tree, and again
to-day in the recaptured French yillage: Captain
Heinz, FrSulein's brother, the German aoldier—and tbhe
German spy.

Heinz waa preparing a fose. The wooden boxea whicb
he moved with such care were paeked wiih aome deadly
explosive, and it was, dimbtless, bis intention to destrov
the bridge. so tbat the French might be delayed in their
Corning advanee.

The boy’s brain was in a whirl aa one wild plan after
another presented itself and was rejected, and he had
come to no decision when, once more, the door of th.i
hut was pushed slowlj open. Heinz carne out carrjiiig
one of the iron-bound boxea in his arme. '

Thbere was a lull in tbe bombardment juat then, and
in the slillness every sound and every rustle of leaf or
tw-ig was cleariy audible. Roger held his breath aa the-
Germéan paased him, and then, after a few minutes,
stole out of bis hiding-place and followed, unseen and
unheard, to the tiver-bank. Concealing himself ogain,
he flxed his eyes upon the dark figure, whieh -showed
cleariy against the white masonry of the bridge, and
watcned Lira as he moved about among the reeds and
low-growing willowa under the first of tbe wide atebes.
Before long he mounted tbe slope again, empty-handed,
and returned to the hut.

And then, suddenly, an idea—an inspiration__flashed
into Roge”a head. \Vby should not he applv the spark
and destroy—not the bridge, but the but anJ its deadly
contenta ?

RogiT felt in his pocket and drew out a box of
matclies, -whicb Evans had given him a few days ago;
then he stole nearer to the hut and examined it closelv.'
The walla were of wood, it is true, but they were hard
and thiek, and it would be a work of time to set them
on fire._ Time was the one thing chat could not be
wasted in the present emergeney, and therefore his first
sclieme—of igniting the liut from the outside—had to be
abandoned,

It only remained, then. to enter the little house and
find something there tbat would burn eaaily; and
nltbqugh this plan was full of peril—for he knew
notbing of the nature of the explosive that was con-
tained in the boxea-Roger did not hesitate. Ha
remembered tbe newspaper on which the apy's frugal

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



Ko. LI.

meal had been spread out, and, pusliiiig open the door,
stp])iH;d OTer ihe rou”h wooden thresbolu.

It was th« work of a moment to seizo the papar aisd
twist it into a torch. Tlien lie {fatliered up tlie straiv
fronj the cérner and heaped it on to thi- boxea of
oxploaivea. The empty wooden caaes were drajiged
forward and added to the pile.

When exerything was ready, Roger stnick one of his
matches and set tire to the crumpled newspaper. It
flared up tiercely, the yellow light flickcring on the low
roof and rougfa walls of the jittle structure.

There wa» no time to be lost now; at anx moment
the explosién migbt come. Roger glanc'ed round,
siiatched up the leather suit-case, and ran out into the
open air. There, in front of him, waa IRiiiz, coming
towards the liut, and quite unsuspieious of the deadiv
and imminent danger wliicli it enntained.

‘Gohack! Go back ! Piro! Fiie!” Kogev'swaming
rang out eiea” on the night air, and rushing forward,
he seized the German'a arm.

‘You mustn't go there. | haré set it on fire.
blow up in a moment!’ he panted.

Heinz turned round, his scarred face livid with fury.
“You llave set it on fire, you— "' His voice broke, and
flingiiig the boy violently to ope side, he da<hed forward
witb recklesscourage, deterrained eren now, at all coats,
to extinguish the flamea and carry out his own work
of destruetion.

‘ Come back! Yon must not—you shall not!" Roger
was on Lis feetonce more; and then there c.ime ahideoua
crash, a Name that seemed to light up the wLote World,
and 8 seariiig blast that swept everything hefore it.

The boy flung up his hands and fell forward__
blindad, deafened, and stunned—on to the grasa.

1t will

CMAPTEE XXI.

WnEX Roger opened hia eyes again, he was atill
lying on the grass where he hsd fallen, but his head
Imd been raised, and there was the sharp taste of
«pirits in his mouth. Several men were stooping over
him with anxinua faces, and—he thought he must be
dreaming at flrst—one of them, who held the lamp
of a motor-car in his hand, was his oid friend, John
Bougbton.

‘Where am 17?
remember,’ he faltered.
he clutchéd the arm of the man nearest to him,
bridge, is it safe? And—and Fraulein's brother P’

The bridge is quite all right—thanks to you, | take
it,” was the reply; but Roger's second question reraained
unanswered, and Boiighton moved slightly, so that the
boy ahould not catch sight of ,a motionless figure that
lay on the ground a little way off.

ileiuz, the German spy, haiiperished in the destruetion
of the hut, and now, hoist with hia own petard, was
powerlcss to do further miachief. The bridge was safe,
and the road to the north lay open.

Rt~er himself was quite uninjured, although he had
been stunned by tbe violence of the explosién. He soon
recovered, and, in answer to his esger questiona, learnt.
bow Bougbton had managed to reach the recapttired
TUlage in his capacity of War Correepondent soon
nfter the arrival of the Fiench troops, and had heard
{ogar's natas and the nows oi bis diaarinea*ance frora
Jivans, with whom he had had an interview at the mu.

At first, bowever, all inquiries and invpstigalions
proved useless, and it was not until quite late in the

What has happened? | don't
.And then, as raemory retumed,
‘The
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evening that on oid wnnian appesred, who bad aeen the
boy pass her cottage and leave the village.

They hiirried to the bridge. It was intact, although
the two boxea placed in poaition under the areli sho«ed
that miscblef had been afoot. Then the red glare of
fire above the traes had led them towanls the hut.

‘But Val P How shall \ie find out now where elie is P’
Koger's lieart sank as he heard the eiid of Boughtoii's
story. The bridge was saved, but it seemed as if the
success of the greater enterprise would mean the failure
of bis search for Val. Heinz had known where sh<
and Fraitlein were to be fotmd, and now he was dend.
and the secret had diedwith hfm.

Oup of the men, noticing Roger's troubled face,
pointed to the leather auit-case which was lying on the
ground not far away. ‘Look here,’ he said; ‘did that
belong to tbe German? Because, if so, it ia quite
likeiy that we migbt get some information from his
papers. What do you sav, Bougbton? You are bose
of this show, Shall we treak that case open and see
what we can find ?’

Bougbton nodded, and very soon the suit-case was
tgiened, and documents of ali sorta taken out. Tbey
were examined by the light of the motor-lamp, Roger
watching and listening, with hia face full of eager
expectaney.

-Vt last Bnughton diacoiered a half-sbeet of note-
paper scribbled with a few sentences in sloping Germéan
characters. He studied it fot a moment, and glanced up
at Roger with a smile.

‘Here we are. my son,’” he said, and then read aloud
a missive which litul evidently been sent bv Fraulein
Heinz to her brother within tbe last few days.

‘We are waiting for you hete,’ FrSulein wrote.
‘ The ehild is with me. | cannot understand why yon
have not sent me a message. | wrote and toid yon
that we should stay at the usual placo. We mav not
be able to stay much longer; the news is bad to-day.’

The fAlame of the town from which the letter had been
sent was written at the top of the page, but there was
po otber address.

In a few momenis the car was racing amoothly along
the road towards the village, and as the cool nigbt
breeze touched his cheek, and tbe dnrk trees and hedges
flitted by, Roger felt as if the past (en days bad been
nothing imt a dream, and that he wa« once more with
the twoFrench ofSeers careering southward on the way

to Paris. (Cone\uhd on poge 410.)

WHEN THE FLOODS ROSE.

fpilE floods eame up the farmyard path-
J- They'd never been so high—
And Mrs. Puss and Mrs, Hen

Were friends in miaery!

Tbey climbed on Rover's kennel roof,
\nd floated right away;

But -Mrs. Hen'’s five little chicks
Thought itwaa only play:

For they were ducks, not chicks, you see-
-Y sturdy little brood!

“It's an ill wind,’ said Farrner Brown,
=That blows no kind of good.’
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Mother said they were wonderful sliawls, and we
ought to be proud of them; and ao we really were, but
we wouldn't adniit it, though we tvTote a Terv nice
letter tbaiiking Aunt Amie, out tberu in tbe billa in
Indis—at leaat, llotber said it was quite a nice letter.
It to 'b long enough to write.

It was really Mother who aaggeated tbe use we put
tbe ahawls to later on. Marjorie tbrew one of tbe shan la
over ber bead and abnulders, while I was writing tbe
letter to Aunt Anne, fdl- i'un, andsgiiatted crosa-legged
on tbe ground, and talked gibberisb, pretendiiig to be
a gipsy beggar.
strange, witb ber dark ejes and bair—and sbe’s a jolly
good liand at acting.

Just then Mother carne into tbe scboolrooin. ‘W'hat's
this little Indian beggnr-girl doing bere?’ she said
stemly; but | saw she didn't believe it was a beggar-
girl really.

Well, next Easter the Vicar’s wife gave an aftemoon
At Home, in aid of comforts for some Indian reginient
tbe Vicat's brother was in. There was a sort.of
drawing-roora concert in tbe big hall ciése to tbe

icarage, witb tea and singing and all that. Mother
and we two gitls helped to decérate tbe room witb
palms and tbings, and Marjorie and | wrote outa lot of
proCTammes to save expense. We wrote them very
well. But, somebow, some of tbe programmes were
different from tbe otbers. The one Mrs. Exton (llie
Vicars wife) used to announce tbe events was one
of tbe different <nes,

‘Item number Hve,' abe read out presently—we were
supposed to be ‘ behind tbe scenes, belping to get tea
ready—' " An Indian Dance "—dear me, | — '’

But we didn't give her time to say more. Tom—tbat's
tbe Aicar's eldest son: be was in it; he was borne for
tbe holidays—began to beat a drum solemnlv outside__
“bom! bom! bom! and to make a kind of crooiiing
yell, ‘ A\a-a—ah, wa-a-y-abl’ It was libe an Indiau
conjuror we bad once seen at Earl's Court. Marjorie
and | waddled in all wrapped up in Indian shawls, and
began to wriggle and bend at tbe knees, and prance
solemnlv round eacb other. AVe had browned our faces
and our feet (wbicb were bare) witb fumiture stain:
we didn't get it off afterwards for davs.

I wisb .we bad tbougbt it out more. There was a
taliisb man witb a moustacbe in tbe window who
looked very closely at us, and | caugbt bis eye, and he
smiied; Ididn't IJke it. He was very siinburnt,and be
soemed to see tbrough us. So I b~an yelling too—
‘ AA'a-a-w-ab, wah, wa-a-y-ah!’

Anifthen Mis. Ezton—wbo had been looking at the
programme, and then at us, and then at tbe programme
Hgain, tbrough her glasses—got up. And we botb ran.
| dropped tbe brass bowl | was carrving, and just as we
got outside I irijijied over tbe shawl and fell, tearing a
great hole in it.

I was told afterwards tbat Colonel Exton, tbe tall
man wbo bad made me feei uneasy, ‘ saved tbasituation.’
lie carne after us, and picked up the bowl, and made a
little speecbabout Indiancustoms. He mentioncd * the
beautiful Indian sbawls sucb as the last performers wore
in their remnrkable dance,” and be took my brasa bowl
round and collccted an swful lot of moéney for bis
regiment's comforts. So we did some good‘after nll.
Ibit we weren't aliowed to foi”et it for a ioiig time
«nd we bated the sigbt oi the Indian sbawls for weeks
to come,

She really looed awfully wild and'

A TEAE IN A GAEDEN.
XI1.-nECEMBEE.

fpil E raspberry canes were planted the first week in
X _ Decemberfor a twofold reason—for the sake of the
fruit, and in order to bidé in soms degree the big vege-
table bed fi-om tbe bouse Windows, io tbe best method of
planting was in groups of three. Tbe groups formed
triangles. SufEcients]«cewas leftbc-tween tbe groups for
gatbering tbe fruit, and it was evident that tbe row
would make a fairiysubstantial sereen during the sum-
inermonths. The gooseberries put in last vear bad been
so successful thattbe cbildren planted anotiier two doren.
A footway of six feet was left between tbe raspberries
and the first row of gooseberries, and when it was ali
neatly finisbed quite a deligbtful little avenue was
formed. A few days later ali the planta were carefully
earthed up, so tbat they would be g-aite safe wben the
frost carne.

It was wben tbe children were planting the last
gooseberry busbes that tlievtumed up witb their spades
some curious-looking eaterpiUars in cocoons made of
fine earth, A long nunt was necessary tbrough Billv'a
gardening and natural history books before be could
identify them, not as caterpillars of mocha or butterflje.«,
but of the destructive saw-fly.

Towards tbe end of tbe montb a song-tlirusli carne
into the garden, perched on a high bough of a lir-tree,
aud sang a few notes; tbey were queer little notes, as
if he were not sure of either bis voice or bis song, and
after a few triais be flew away as if disheartened. He
bad really forgotten how to siiig, and for tbe next few
weeks be would be practising a little more eacb fine
day, preparing for the great bird choras in eariy
spriog.

All tbe birds tbat built nests in the garden were
especially lookedaftcr, and seeds and scraps of all sorts
were spread out on the food-table on tbe lawn for the
fl~-catchers, robins, wrens, blue tits and great tit>.
Nesting-boxes were also prepared for them verv earlv
every apring. *rbp tits had bollowed lareb logs, the bofe
being made so small that sparrows could not get in. A
very mueh appreeiated box, made in tbe shape of a little
bouse, tbe roof of wliich lifted up, and wbicb bad boles
in the watls for Windows, always Lung under ths ardi
leading to the flower garden. This was rtgularlv
filled witb all sorts of scraps, and robins and tiis were
always peicbed on the rouf or hopping in and ou', of the
Windows.

SMILING VALLEY.
By Harold Bikdloss.
(Conlinved /rom jmge 395.)

tbe maiiisbeet until tbe end of tbe jerking boom
bung just above the quarter. 'Jhe sloop drove her bows
into a seathat foamed across thedeck and blinded the
boys witb spray, scraped past the steamer’s tall forecastl-'
and pluiiged ifito the dark. The moon had gene behind
a cioud, and tbey could bardiy see tbe combers tbat
rolled up like tumbling wbite-topped walls. One could
not run away from tbera now; tbey must meet the
curling top obliquely and trust to luck’ and a puli at tbe.
tilier for getting across witbout being swamped.

TAKE went back fo tbe helm, while Dawson bauled
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Sometimea she buried ber bowaprit and half tbe jib,
and tben. a« she lifted before tlie next plunge, sprayand
water blew from tbe sail in bucketfuls. Sometimestbe
sea boiled across ber deck as far as tbhe mast, and yeasty
foam ran in a flood orer tbe coaming ledge. Bawson
tried to pump, but tbe lurcbing tbrew hbn about. and
lie misaed balf bis strokes, Thbe worst was. tbey could
not sali her easy, slacking sbeet or jockeying witb tbhe
beltn wben a roiler rose ahead. Thbhey must drive her
bard, becauae if abe went slowly, sbe would go sideways
too, and tbis meant tbey would not get round tbe
reefs.

Now and tben Dawson glanced at tbe straining main-
aail as be beard tbe wire sbrouds to windward ring.
She carried too mucb canras, but she would not beat to
windward witb lees. Tbey must hoid on, and be tried
to brace himself by thinking about tbe xalley, wbhere tbe
bine lake reflected tbe snow peaks, jn fhe Xorib. Their
belp was wortb sometbing, and tbe steamer's ow-ners
ciught to pay.

By-and-b” tbey hore ber round on tbe otber tack,
and some time a'fterwards, wben tbe tnoon was coming
tbroi”~h, Dawson thougbt he beard a noise to leewsrd.
Il was a lioarse rumble, like tbe roar of a traln, but in-
distinct, because tbe wind blew tbe sound away. He
kiiew it was surf, and set bis lips wFien a brigbt beam
ran aerése the water. Not far off, ou tbe lee bow, there
was an oininous while line, and behind tbis, vague, dark
rocksand a shadowy clumpof wind-bent trees. Dawson
looked at bis comrade, wbose face was very grim.

“I'm scared to go through the tide-rip that's running
outside, 60 we can't put her on the otber tack, said
Jake. 'Got to stand on and risk it. It's touch
iind go!'

Dawson glanced to windward, and saw a wLite
lurmoil wbere tbe tide ran bard. The slonp could not
orosa that foaming belt, but tbe sUck between the race
and the reef was narrow. |If tbey could keep tbe latter
on the lee bow, she would go round; if the rocks drew
abe.id, so that one saw thein across tho bowsprif sbrouds,
sbe would go asbore, and he knew sbe would not last
long then.

I'br a few minutes he waicbed, whi!» bis heart beat
afiil bis moutb got dry, and tben began to puniji.
Doing nothing was nervous work, and there was too
inuob water on board. After a time, he looked back to
leeivard. Tbe rocks were not muchb nearer, butbe could
not see well because tbe saii wa« ii>the way.

Tben Jake touched bini. ‘Let her have a few iiicbes
more sheet.'

Dawson felt keen relief as be let the wet rope ruu
round a cleat. The order implied that Jake need not
sail her so near the wind.

After a few mimites, Jake spoke again,
foor. Slack tbe jib.'

Dawson obeyed and drew a deep breath as he looked
about. The rocks were not on the lee bow; tbev liad
moved aft and were now on tbe ouarter. Thbis indi'‘eated
that tbey were passing asterii; tlie sloop had weathered
tbem and was going round tlie point.

"Yon can square away,' said Jake.
brond reach.’

Tbev let tbe sbeet.» riin unlil tbe dripping jib sweiled
like a sinall balloon and tbe main boom swung far oiit
fieros» tbe water. There was a sudden comfortiug
clmi'ge in tbe motion, for the violent plunges and beavy
shocks one feels wben ii smnll cmft Inrobes across

‘Give lier a

W ell make it a
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a head-sea Lad stopped. She swiing forward witb sw-ift
aml easy leaps; one got a seiise of flyiug, and Dawson
thougbt sbe went over tbe water liké a bird. For nll
that, cautioii was needed. Sbe was pressed by sail, siiice
speed was needed, and tbe wbite combers carne un on
ber beam. There was a risk that tbey uiight rol! ber
over or an e.vtra big one crasb on board. ‘I'be water she
liad shipped iiiade an alarining noise and for a time
Dawson puraped bard. Tben tbey saw another dark
clurup of pines and Jake gave him tbe belm.

‘Myanns feel as if tbey were coming nff,’ he said.
‘Let ber go a» she's beadiiig iiow wbile 1 look at tl.e
ohart and get the compasa.’

He crawled into the cabiu and presemlv carne back
witb a box that he put on a locker near Dawsou's knees.
There was a light inside and one could see tbe compés.»-
tbrougli a bole. For aii that, it was not easy to steer
tbe course Jake had worked. Thbe compass-card span
as the sloop rolied about; Dawson could bardly see
wbere it pointed, or keep the stroke that represented the
boat's bead on the proper mark.

After an hour or so, Jake went back into tbe cabiii
and refumed witb a iunip of bread and a con of coffee.
Dawson bit off large pieces, cletiching tbe lurop witb
mie hand, and drank as beat be could. He felt
braced afterwards and beld on until tbey saw a light in
tbe distanee, and he gave the belm to Jake, who baf
taken the liglit's beariiig.

Daybreak was not far off, alihougb the mooii was
bright, when tbey ran psst ihe tall pines behind the
Narrows at A'ancouver. The water was smooth inside,
the broad Inlet openud up, witb tbe masts of vessels-
ri‘ing against tbe skv and big electric ligbts slnning
amoiig tbe dark buiidings alone the shore.

"Wo've made it!' Jake exclaLmcd. It migbt liave
been betfer if we'd asked tbe captain bow mucli be
would pay. | thmight about it while we were taiking,
but I could bardly hear him, and, anybow, the tbiiig
seemed kind of mean. Now | don't know bow we
stand, but tbe owners ougbt to put up agood sum for
oiir sending tbe tug.'

‘ Lulf a bit," said Dawson.
and tbink she has steam up.’

Tbey lowered sail a few minutes afterwards and ran
aloiigside the tug. Tbe watch oiilled tbe skipper, wbo
took tbem to bis room and uiirotled a chart wben he
bearil iheir tale.

"You reckon you left the steamer hereP’ be said,
wben J.ike put bis finger on tbe chart. ‘Were tbei
able to sbove ber iibead I’

‘ Not much,’ said Jake, ‘Tliebroken proiBiler woiildn't
hold ber on ber course. She was coming up and falling
off. tliough tbey had a small stnvsnil set.

<Then I'd betier get a more on qtiick.. Had vmi an
understanding wilb the captain about yoor pay p'

Jake said tbey had not, and tbe skipper noddod.
“lerv well; FU try to fix tbe lliing so that you'll stand
in. It not, we'll get after tbe owners. You certainly
de.eerve your sh.are.

He sent for bis flremau wben tbey went on deck and
in a few minutos tbe bovs got over the sido. Tbev cast
off and let the sloop drift towards tbe wharf, while
wben tbey dropped anchor tlie liig was steaming for
rile Narrows at full ejieed witb a wbite wave at ber
bows. Tben tbey went to sieep, and tnaking sail next
inoruing wben tbe wind fell light, starfed for borne.

(Conr/u' /ed on parte 410.)

‘1 see ber anchor light
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