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of shells don’t think that they were letting
up. They were coming over at their
usual rate and more than once the con-
cussion of a nearby explosion almost
stunned us. Our ear-drums ached. Once
I looked up at Joan after such an impact
as rattled the little building, stone as it
was, and for an instant she seemed almost
to totter.

“Don’t be alarmed, she won’t fall,”
said Podds with a faint smile. “Where
is the iconoclast, deliberate or accidental,
who can shatter the symbol of such g
pation’s faith?”

“Aren’t you mixing her with the Virgin,
old mah?” I asked. ‘“Joan, you know,
was but human.”

+ His own faith was great. ButI thought
he was beginning to wander in delirium.
We had made a cushion of coats for his
head and he lay near us in a sort of semi-
stupor, broken only occasionally by quiet
remarks, mostly irrelevant, and generally
half humorous. Fate or the fairies had
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crisp cinder on the Day of Judgment if I
do not speak the truth—as I live and

breathe and move she had lifted one arm _

and was pointing to the open door!

o “It’'s a sign—an omen!” cried Podds.
Run for your lives, you fellows! Never
mind me.”

. “My Gawd!” gasped the sergeant, and
his face was ashen, his eyes bulging.
“Do you see it? Do you see it?” I
kept repeating, foolishly. = “Or am I in a
trance of some kind?”

It was evident, however, thatave were ,

all under the spell, if spell it were.

Well, we came to our senses with a jolt
and seized the hint that marble woman
was giving us. The cockney grasped
Podds’ feet and I braced his shoulders
and we dug out that door like mad.
Down the steps with our burden we
stumbled and had reached 3 group of
naked ash trees on the opposite side of the
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