ONE KIND OF WIRELESS

already congratulating himself on his safety, when
suddenly from the opposite side of the clearing rose
a shout of “De boy! De boy!” Glancing back in
alarm he saw several of the Poles cutting across in an
endeavor to head him off.

Onward he dashed with redoubled speed. With a
final rush he reached the trees ahead of them, and
plunging into the friendly gloom, darted on recklessly,
diving between trunks, and over logs and bushes like
a young hare.

A quarter of a mile Alex ran desperately, then
halted, panting, to listen. Not a sound save his own
breathing broke the stillness. Surely, thought Alex,
I have n’t shaken them off that easily, unless they
were already winded from their chase after —

Off to the right rose a shrill whistle. From imme-
diately to the left came an answer. Then he under-
stood. They were heading him off from the railroad
and the river spur.

Alex’s heart sank, and momentarily he stood, in
despair. Then suddenly he thought of the old brick-
yard. Tt lay less than a mile north, and was full of
good hiding-places! If he could reach it ahead of
them, what with the daylight now rapidly failing, he
would almost certainly be safe. At once he turned,
and was off with renewed vigor.

And finally, utterly exhausted, but cheered through
not having heard a sound from his pursuers for the
last quarter mile, Alex stumbled into the clearing of
the abandoned brick-works, ran low for a distance
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