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the matter, Charlie? " she asked at last.

a start.
; what made youask "
that you have been so long without saying

s all,” ho said. But he said it with au effort;
pair of glittering black eyes which were
- vement and expression. “ What have

ou went this morn-
ttle thing, and takes
es, it does indeed, for it opened its
ii_t.h a very. fair show of inter-

Charlie, she declares that
India as to have a ba

me over just after
baby. Such a dear

and laughed at m
e ow o Lady Maziosy 1
W
there is no such blessing in
e occupation. a
—* ghall be v::ghd when September comes.”
from the girls, too. The box is to start
the middle of this month. And it will contain everything
bly need for—for September.”
good of them.”
d poor Maud says it is so hard not to have
. You know I told them I should send a portrait
s what’s the good of a
th & sort of ghost on it that won'’t * walk ’ un-
gideways.” She paused, expecting he would
but no, he was as silent as the grave

, I'm sure something’s the matter,” she declared
e looked up quickly and answered

. 0u_are very fanoifsl
all. Don’t mind me at
et an hour later

door, he t.ook her hand

“Ni dearest, romptlyhznolu
tired and hangry, that

me the home news.”
Nothing the matter! Perha,
he asked her to play a game of

his eyes fixed upon the cl
in a very low voice, * Eva, can you hear some news

“ News !” with a startled air, yet in a whisper,

“¥es, in silence and without a sound ¢”

k I can,” she said confidently.

He held her hand yet tighter within his. ‘““Call up the
cestors,” he said with a sad smile, then leant
d whispered in her ear, “It is come at last—they
at Meerut.” i

Mrs. Mordaunt half rose from her chair, then remembered
into her husband’s
sengaged trembling

" R!‘sen," she repeated. “Oh! Charlie, what will it mean

; she looked u

herself and sat down
ht and put her d

face with eyes full of
hand into his.

darling, I cannot say, only—I wish I had died before
I wish I had died first.”

't. Idaresay we shall be safe enough.

ory says, it's not as if we were in a Native regi-

ht be uneasy then,” reassuringly.

t?
t nodded in reply.

t you out here,

Mrs. Mordaun
“When!” he asked.

n .”
t, d% » anxiously.

es. I couldn't get her to stop. She paraded about
laughed the whole idea of a rising to scorn
she should believe it when it had come and not before.
common sense,’ she cried, ‘ that such a thing couldn’t be. Why
should anybody
If—but it’s absu

want to mutiny, or at least to massacre us?
rd,’ she said ; ‘ what man on earth could want
to harm two poor inoffensive little women like you and me?
It’s absurd on the ve
‘“ Little fool ! ”

id Mordaunt, contemptuously.

There was a slight noise at the door and instantly their
rted, and moved back to the position for playing the
hich they were supposed to be interested.

“ Your move,” said M
So she moved a piece—at random, and her hus
layed on in silence until the serv
eft them alone again. X
1 wish you were at home, Eva,” he burst out in a whisper

band followed
her ; and so they
brought in coffee

of agony. .
So do I—with you,” she whispered back.
«With or without me—if only you were safe. If only I
u away into peace an
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It will come to us
en if you are safe, I am afraid for the effects

before long, and ev
Oh! if I could only take you

of excitement upon you just now.

She shook her head sadly. ‘‘No use, Charlie, in wishing it.
and must stop here. I am not the leastafraid, though
ed me for a moment. Besides, a good deal may
you know, all this trouble may be
ay with long before then.”

“Yes, that is true—that is true. What a pluck my darling
1

our news startl
appen before September,
smoothed over and done aw
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“ Yo lo x ftly, “and God
urdnrﬂ_ v you, she said, very softly.

will do all the
That was the secret of her pluck—*“God will do all the

Q!
T vy and anxious which followed the
arrival at Muttrapore of the news of the outbreak at Meerut.
And were of silence— o carefully ed

rest!”

they en so observ
that men con by looks, and made the center of
deserted m-adm their place for discussing the times
W) was utely necessary ; that the wives ke
away mhotlu’-homleettmshonldbel:xmr
and fear; that morning rides evening were
the mu:ulnmgnhwmtcptupaaemmneomtdl
was

well. 3
lnn'ohf° h:n ol by the v‘i’ motb‘t:: td':ngers hich :::

were e W
mnddmm'h’idlurh:’rdmw nearer and nearer to
em. 'l'hm:w:m were Jack Farquhar, of the Black Horse, and
"Bm- oe'dmgordldnotlastlo A

and as unconcerned
winter in nes, or a on in
the fanatical hatred of the natives for
as if it was a joke ; acting like a pair
one said, because she, poor little soul, was so
'wart size and strong arin and he so proud of

and courage :
And then—ah me! it makes the bright spring day seem
dark as I write about it—there came an awful night, when the
of hatred and discontent, needing but a

to fan them into flames whose lurid would light the
zrhhnle world w:tihhzﬁnor, burzt) l‘):th into and rntxl-'y, 50 that
e very gates seemed ung open w e handful
of British soldiers and residents: and the mﬁ% fall before

— ory Farquhar.
Berﬁh was the first outrage, but alas, it was not the
fearful times—times when men stood
shoulder to shoulder, hand to-hand, foot to foot, and
anxious to dare all for the sweet wives they had brought into
a land of exile and for the tender babes who Were their nearest
.nd'l“lho tuponl.llt.heeut:k for part of the regiment—!
Was v weak, for e ent—not
nmmm its t:ﬁsmlugth. owing to sickness among
both officers and men—had been sent off to succor a still more
weak and celess station nearer to Meerut gften or twelve
miles, and at which there seemed every probability of a risin
earlier than at Muttrapore.- Still, the men were d rate an
the women were brave, and they held their own and ugll:t for
their lives with an obstinate, passionate strength which any
Kastern en: would have found irresistible had it not been
for the aid and help of another foe (more silent than English
caution,more insidious than the of an Eastern mine-layer,
more E)wertul in its relentless selection than he who won for
himself a reputation stained crimson with the blood of helpless
women and innocent babies, whose name will be uttered with
accents of execration and lmthin%:lfi long as the English
language lasts and is .on—Nana b, Rajah of Bithoor),
}:he silent, insidious, relentless enemy which we call ‘“ Pesti-
ence.”

It thinned the ranks of that devoted bnnd—takinf a strong
man here, a brave nurse there, or a little child unable to fight
against these sudden hardships and privations—until they
stood no longer shoulder to shoulder, no nor yet even within
touch of one another, and yet they fought on, on until * stormed
at by shot and shell,” they could hold their shattered and
blazing defences no longer and found themselves with no course
open to them save to make a dash for the open and try to reach

e rest of their comrades at the station ten miles in the direc-
tion of Meerut.

Up to this point Mordaunt's courage had not forsaken him,
nor yet his hopes. wife had borne the horrors, terrors, and

rivations of a close siege better than ht reasonably have

n e: ted, all things being conside: ; but when it came
to an attempt to get ten miles across such a country through
the very heart of the rebel army—why he just sat down and lﬁd
his face in his hands and wished to God that he had died before
ever he was born.

Still, even such a wish as that did not, help him—or her—in
the least ; there was no other course for them to take, the
attempt had to be made and they must make it with the rest.
But oh ! how the man dreaded it, dreaded it, it would be hard
to say—and it was in vain that his wife roused all her scanty
m{ failing courage, and bade him cheer up and hope for

e

“ Don’t worry so, Charlie,” she said, a few hours before the
start was made. ‘I think it will be all right, I think we shall
get there. After all, it's only ten miles; and after all, what is
{@n milest A mere nothing -I've walked twenty many a

ime.

“ But not now,” he said in a tone of anguish ; *“and neverin
an Indian jungle.” .

“ Perhaps it won't ba all jungle, Charlie,” she suggested.

“ No—,” he was going to say * Perhaps some of it will be
swamp,” but he broke the words off just in time. *“If I could
only carry you all the way there, my darling.” he cried.

“ We'll see what you can do if I get very tired, Charlie,” she
saidwgetflt.ly, with which he was compelled for the time to be
content.

About an hour after this, while he with all his comrades
were watching anxiouslﬁor the thick darkness which would
permit their flight from behind their defences, he felt a light
touch upon his arm, and turning quickly, saw the dark face and
gleaming eyes of his bearer, by name Majid. “ What isit?” he
asked, his thoughts flying to his wife at once. “Is anything
wrong? Does the Mem ib wish for me ¢”

. *“No, Sahib,” the man answered ; * the Mem-Sahib is sleep-
ing pe‘%ui{l'llly—but I wanted a word with you, Sahib.”

“Well 2"

“I have been arranging a way of resting the Mem-Sahib, if
she grows very tired,” he explained, and then displayed a light
hammock secured at the ends by stout ropes, one ofy which he
pa.ssed over his shoulders, handing the other to his master.

“1f I take one rope and you the other, Sahib, it will make it
much easier for the Mem-Sahib.”

“ But—" exclaimed Mordaunt in astonishment, ‘“‘do you
prefer to go with us ¢”

*“ Yes, Sahib, I am going to see my lady into safe hands,”
said the man quietly.

. A flash of memory came back to Mordaunt’s mind of the
times—many of them—that he had chaffed his young wife for
her extreme politeness to the principal servants of the establish-
ment. And then he remembed how once Majid had cut hisarm
rather badly, and that she had insisted on his going to the
doctor and had inquired kindly after the hurt each day until it
was healed and well ; now he realized the value of her kind-
ness. “ Thank you, Majid,” he said gratefully and with a rush
of feeling which, manlike, he was most careful to hide.

And about an hour and a half later a forlorn and well-nigh
hopeless band filed out of the sheltered defences, and creeping
between two rebel pickets, got without accident or alarm into
the open country.

‘“Never thought I should live to turn tail in this way,”
growled one soldier to another as they passed out.

. But the man to whom he spoke did not repl , only folded
his arms closer about the little tired child which lay sleeping
upon his breast: if he had spoken he probably would not
have called the better part of valor * turning tail.”

Of necessity their progress was very slow and wearisome—
they had no horses, or even so much as a ‘“tat” among them,
all the animals being stolen or dead long ago. Bravely the
women-folk bore up. several plodding steadily on in silence,
neryed up to fulfil the task they had set for themselves—that of
saving the dear wee tots they carried in their arms—while the
older children struggled on beside them, each carrying a basket
or bag of such provisions as they had to bring. .

But before they had covered half a mile poor Mrs. Mor-
daunt’s strength gave out and she was fain toadmit that she
could go no further.

“Do;’ltmlnd me, Charlie, you go on with the others,” she

ntly esancc. gt ostiag S5

tlo:%umthad managed wbrlnﬁaﬂnkotbnnd

him, the last of a preolqﬁ:sbn which donegoodn{r';iig
e put a little glbnhu lips and beckoned

the jungle ; and by some means, perhaps of the
ess e t, perhaps because of the delay in getting
the into t mbulthotnckt.&eenh,

lady the y
their party and found themselves—a little group of three- in
an unknown
and the life's-
who might happen to fall in their

m"i‘he could not get into any village before daybreak, which
found emclosatoamvoo mango trees ha a hollow in
its midst. Here the; themselves and res all the day,
only coming out at niﬂ:’t'l':ll to push on once more.

“-We are not far a o mﬂ said, as they
pared the hammock for the lady. I think we shall it
wnhBt:xnt.t mucl; tl'oublei l;s:’hlb." AR

alas! before had gone a quarter of a Mor-
daunt sli and fell, wrenching and hiakneo\mn,'

“Canp}):g on at all?” asked his wife anxiously, “be-
$ the}eastumd.cynrlie,lmwﬂkqniu easily.
assure you. -
o Do you thi-k::: you oan? Then keep tight hold of Mayid by
han m a very serious matter Fad
an:wgmni. “r.nda I wlllf hobble after you as wellas I oanyo:im a

ck.
- ‘:motiamoro. Wit.hswlfts;nfootstopsuﬁ
er in Whm where tread and
e Mordaunt after et

E
é
g

passed on, tel
parts te avoid, -w

each step on the uneven ground gi his knee a

which made him gquivar with agony. Once or twice she insisted
onm%pl:ﬁt.onkl;o:{mkmo - uitmw d
so on, but Mordaun resol and waved
her on, never admimn:g:t he was suffering much, and «

ging her not to utter a word more than was absolutely neces-
sary; so they went on until they came within sight of the village
wards which Majid was frmxlng A

“ Will the Mem-Sahib look over yondert That is the vil-
lage!” he said to her in a whisper.

With a look of joy she turned back to tell the news to her
husband—but her husband was not within sight. They went
back, but he was not to be found ; they went to right and left,
she utterly heedless of her weariness and 'H\:lstntmn and re-

mem only that her husband was disa and alone,
“Call ! ” she said to her guide.
So Majid called, as had bee: between them before

n
starting, with the note of a bird ; but there was no reply—no
neﬁly save the ordinary voices of an Indian jungle after night-

‘Mrs. Mordaunt caught hold of the Bengalee's hand, her
eyes staring piteously and her teeth chat with fear.

“ What has happened to him t” she wail o

« Will the Mem-Sahib keep still?” the man entreated. *“I
cannot hear.” -

But he could hear nothing, not even though she braced
herself to absolute silence, because there was nothing to hear,

“Majid, heisd ” she whispered.

But the Bengalee shook his head. “The Mem-Sahib must
not think of that until we know more. Listen ; if she gets to
the village, Majid will put her into safe keeping and come back

to find the Sahib.”
‘““Must I stop there alone?” she askedh her n&t'fﬁ ‘tde:rh

gainring the uppermost hand for a moment.
out”
yoU Better not. I may have to go back a mile or more. But
the Mem-Sahib will be quite safe, for I know the vi well.”

So she consented to go back in the direction they had first .
taken, and in time they reached the village, where id was
evidently known and very welcome. The rs were one
and all very kind to her, making her lie down and have her
feet bath ngmil her native bread and rice, with milk to
drink. And here Majid left her that he might go back and
search for Mordaunt, whom he believed had slip) or stumbled
in the lon%mnk grass of the jungle and to be lying helpless
and probably insensible.

ut not a trace of him was to be found ; and, not a little

crestfallen, the Bengalee turned back and 5 e bad news
to the Mem-Sahib, who, poor soul, was awaiting him in the
direst suspense, and in agonies of fright lest she shouid be mur-
dered by one or other of the dusky beauties who
round her as if she were a fat lady in a show at an Ki

air. . i

“ The Sahib is not dead, or I should have found him, Majid
assured her. * The Mem-Sahib must keep up heart, and when
night comes we must make for Budwra, where perhaps we
Sl B e Budwra, Majid 1” she asked.

“ ere is Budwra, Majid ?” she

“Another vill about three miles from here and off the
main road,” he told her. * Perhaps one of my people hasfound
the Sahib and has taken him on there.” . .

“¥ wish it was night,” said she, with a tired sigh, and set

herself to watch for the fading of the dqg. .
However, anxiety and fatigue notwithstan , after a h:;
minutes Mrs. Mordaunt fell asleep and slept wi tn::gd a%l; .

and heavy slumber of one t.horou[fhly worn out, or
young native girl to whom Majid gave a handful of pice

performing the office. Majid too cast himself down and, slept
soundly ; and so the two lay there neither moviog nor v
until nearly sundown, when the old 'women of the house, 'hoe
had been gossiping at her door about the Jrgtty_ Fering

Mem-Sahib, suddenly rushed in and shook ajid into a sense
of understanding without ceremony or hesitation. ) Get

“Up, quick, quick !” she cried. *They are eo!mns!uickl
the Mem-Sahib into that tope of mango trees. Quick, @
there is not a moment to lose! Save yoursq!vea! .

Tt was but the work of a moment for Majid to dr 'thﬁedwrﬂb
fied Englishwoman into the grove of mango trees indicate mi
the old woman, happily succeeding without being seen ; e
there they hid themselves, cowering down and crouching 10
upon the ground amongst the rank grass and undermw&'ho
listening to the fiendish yells and shouts of the Sepoys, l?om
wlr\ere ﬁeashlil% the l‘i)gge vitlll]a%'adfor téhe Feringhee lady W
they hea esca in that direction.

But the dusk drew on, the last light of day fade(lligl;dmw
quickly—as itdoes in the East—and the Sepoys were obligef g
give up the chase. Majid began to_ think of b_ex_mni;sm
journey to Budwra, so bade Mrs. Mordaunt remain in E)o?l pe
of “t;l(ango trees while he went back to the village for fi
m

“'Ililut you b‘;(():ﬂg leave me, Majid 1” she implored piteously ;
‘“ you’ll come ? . .
“ Majid will never leave the Mem-Sahib until he leaves her

in safety,” he said solemnly—he always ad! her thus.
b ) ing which she suf-
So a very weary half{x ur went by, during For she was

fered a very martyrdom of suspense and dread.
wearing a dress which had once been of white campr;fl o
which even now, although it had been torn and stalgl i
soiled by the adventures of the previous night and t ."nm
ships of nearly a week of the siege, showed very OODSD“'?V oIl a8
against the dark background of the mango trees. Alf ki
she could she hid herself among the grass, holding e{ -
and breath with equal care, starting and shrinking at o
sound, fancying that the rustling of the leaves, the ¢ o 3
the bending branches overhead, the thousand and one Frosog=
which one hears in a grove of trees after dusk, were e
proaching footsteps of her murderers. And then, eogoth: i
when at length Majid returned, she mistook him ah o8 ga\'t;
and hiding her face upon her knees as she crouched the! ri:yer&
herself up for lost and made a feeble effort to say her p

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
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