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IN THE DAYS OF PUFF SLEEVES
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he a preat treat to mi many soldiers,
and in the field-gray uniforms which the wood-
choppeil kept talkinp about- He had seen sol¬
diers only in picture hooks.never real, living
ones. Behind the woods, in C.¦ . there were

real troops in tield cray, I ppers -aid.
But they didn't come. Perhaps the Rnssiam
would rome first.
"Why should all the people be 80 afraid of

the RoMians?" he Nrid to himself. a.- he stood
at the window and peered into the dusk. A

war like thii must be much more interesting
than Indian fights or fights with the frontier
gnarda. He was not afraid. Nor was hifl
father, although the latter, when he was at
home, usually b\tl himself ia tho cellar.

Suddenly Engelbert gave ¦ start. He had
seen a light in the distar.ce, which quickly difl
appeared. It flashed ooi ¦ neond time and
then a third time. Then it seemed M if he
aw something like ¦ eirele of fire.
He looked hard. hut all wai dark again. He

na« trembUng with exritement, and gaaed with
distended eyes through the window. Were the
men in tield pray coming? Or thc Russians?
Or was it a spy?

All his MDSefl '...ere in a flutter. Then be
heard the dog hark and immediately afterward
his father hurried into the room. The latter'l
hair and beard were covered with frost. Hifl
hat was awry. Beadfl of pcrspiration stood
out on his face.

He p ll hii -tick in a 001 ed his hat
on the bench by the stove. drank a swaHow of
hot coffee and threw himself into the easy chair
which stood behind the serving table. He
wiped ofl hii wet shoes and placed them hy the
crackling stove.

Eng* 11m rl looked ihyly at him. But since he
i father smiling he ventured to approach

and tell him about the light signals.
Th.- med startled.
"Why are you always Idling at the win-

"' he thnndered. "Havenl you anything
rlo'.'"

"Ach, Gott!" the old grandmother hroke in.
"What il the child to do all day long? Hc

BO care. no attention. Poor old creature

that I am, I ian Karcely look after myself.
And the poor little fellowl Come here, Engel-
bert! lf my Anna only knew how you are

treated!"'
BronilC- mumblcd somcthinp and scratched

himself behind the
"Don't s.old. I didn't mean to be rough.

Bu I have BO many things in my mind. Other
are coming.and better. Then wc hall

ride l Mld eat broiled nu*at every
day. Only wail till the var is over."
Thc grandmother li igh ptaouely.
..That'- whal you ¦ the other time, and it

you your tine poiition."
"Who was to blame foi that bul that red

drel? In roch weather, what businesi
had he to he on the watch in the woods? Rut
I'll pet him yet. He shall reni( mber me."
"Do you mean the fon ed Knpel-

hert excitedly.
"Ve... boy, I mean him."
"Rut he il l good n
"He? A good man?"
Broniech laoghed bitterly.
"He? He pol me in prison, boy. He drove

your mother to drown herself, boy. Vour
good man!"

Kngelbert looked at bil father ia amazc

ment, His ceniea were ail in ¦ whirL
Hii father had term in priaonl Hii

mother had drov.ocd herseit'!
Hc eloag tremblingly to hi- grandmother.
And all on aecount of thc-
"lf you had hel.i youi tonfUC you would haVC

iaid thc old woman an-

prily, drawing UM boy doec tO her. "Hc would
have learned it soon enough."

Bronisch mumblcd somcthinp apain. Then
he laoghed and liphted his pij e.

"He can know it now. lb'- old enough to

know. And where WC gO after the war Wl

-hall be reapected people. Monev rules Um
world."
The grandmother pave him a seanhinp look.
"Will it bc .'.¦* thii. thii time?

Where are you trying to get the money?"
She itopped ihorl and became deadly pale.
"Broniachl" ihe gasped, "Broniaeh, you

haven't- The lights- Vou are"-
She raised her voice lo a scream.

"Old fool!" snarled Bronisch resentfully.
"Thc lights? Do you know who made tho3e
lights? It was your forester. your good for-

ester, the raacal, the spy."
"Bronisch, you lie!" shrieked the old woman.

But Bronisch repeated his accusation, al¬
ways more and more vehemently.
"You \>ill sae! Vou will see!" he bellowed.

"I'll tix i' on him. I'li run and tell the Ger¬
mans at once, this very night. May I never

come back safe and sound if the forester isn't
a spy!"

Kxeit.'dly he paced the narrow tavern room.

Two wood-choppers entered at this moment,
so the grandmother withheld her answer. She
turned away and murmured a fervent prayer.
But Bronisch wouldn't let the subject drop.
"She will not helieve that the forester is a

spy, a raacal, who secretly traffics with the
Russians," hc eried, looking at the wood-chop¬
pers.

"Bronisch is right," said the one.

"Bronisch is right," said the other.
"If any one traffics with the Russians." the

grandmother hegan. But she hroke off sud¬
denly and looked at the boy, who squatted next

to her, tremhling with fear.
The men drank their whiskey in silence and

drank much. N'ow and then they glanced at
tn.- clock. They whispered together, laughed
and smoked.

"If thc Russians come, mother. what are you
going to .i'i'."'
"Perhaps the (Iermans will he here first,"

she said quietly, and took up her knitting.
A little while afterward she slipped into the

kitchen. Engelhert followed her.
The taproom resounded with the laughter of

the topers. Engelbert squeezed himsoif into a

corner of the hearth. The grandmoiner mum-

Ued softly to her.-elf.
She had never liked her son-in-la*v. even

when he still wore his forester. uniform. B .'

-ince he had been caught smuggling and had
to-ought misery on the family, they had live!
on terms of bitter enmity. Had it not heen

for her little house she would not have stayed
in the village, but would have moved away with
her grandson.
And now! And now! What was to be done?
"Oh, the scoundrel! The spy!" she mur-

mured.
And Engelbert caught the words with his

sharp ears.

"They ought to put him in prison again.
Some one ought to run to the (iermans and
warn them. Yes, then one could breathe easy

again and thank .lod."
She put the plate on the table and heckoned

to her grandson to come to supper. But he
sat still and thought.
"Are the (iermans far away, grandmother?"

he asked suddenly. '

"How do I know, Engelbert? The choppers
say they are in C-. But who can tell? l
believe that they are further away than the
Russians are."

It had become quiet in the taproom. A door
opened and shut. Footsteps crackled over the
snow. Engelbert went to the window. By the
light of the half moon he saw his father and
the wood-choppers put on their snowshoes,
quickly glide down the slope and vanish into
the night.
Hnd they gone hunting, or where? Had they

gone to the (iermans, to warn them and accuse

the forester? That would he hetter. Then the
rascal would get his punishment. And he was

Mariele's father. The poor thing! She was

only a year younger than he. just twelve. And
to have such a father! A man who would bc-
tray his own people!
Then a thought came suddenly into his head.

He looked carefully around. The grandmother
was not there. He heard her cleaning up things
in the taproom. Softly he stole outside in front
of the house. Softly he drew on his snow¬

shoes. Softly he glided away into the night.
He strugglcd onward with all his strength.

His <hort ikiifl often sank deep in the new

snow. .Many times he wa.-- obliged to tighten
the straps. And there seemed to be no end to
the wood. Trees everywhere, trunk on trunk.
And everything was absolutely still and sol-
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.mn. as in a chur-h. But in the branches there

was a slight rus'ung, as K the pnest was turn-

uig a leaf in tht prayer book and, with his out-

stretched arm-. WU stroking the ...Iver flt
of the altar Ho'h. Many times he stopped and
listened for foot-teps, but it was silent all

ahout. He coui I, in fact, hardly notice the

sound of his BOViaf snow~hoes.
S i.ider.ly he heard a rustling. a whispering

and a stnmpinir. Something black and un-

formed MC-Bod pu-hing through thc wood. He

pazed fixedly a*. It, holdinp i..- The
wjnd bl< n hts face and penetrated his

thin clothing. R.t he felt neither the wind
nor the cold. He crouched and cowered in the
dark

There waa a .und now of steps behind h.m,
but he did not hear it. He was staring into the
night.
They must :.c ^.Idiers!
He WBI Miaad roughly by the -houh'.er a d

turned arouni. A dazzling light was thrown

m his face. Fnghtened and hhnded. he
his eye-.
"They are Ru-ian-*." H fUlhed through hi

mind. Ho 4rutrpled rebelliously ui.der

crptor's gnp. Hc summoned all his courage,

all his strenpth, and straightened him-e.f up.
"Which il the way to C-?" a weak voi.-e

asked him.
He opened hi« eyes and saw a tall, slendcr

man before him. Cnder the black fur cap ¦

pair of good-natured eyes twinklcd.
The boy saw by the shininp ¦hoaMeT strap

that it was an officer who was questioninp him.

He tried to keep his self-contro!. Not in vam

had he read his Indian stories; not in vain had
he played old Shatterhand. With a bold gesture
he pointed in the wrong direction.
The officer drew out a map. Then Kngel¬

bert utilized the opportunity, iwung around
and started running throuph tho sheltering
woods. Some bullets flew over his head. They
lodged in the ice-covered trees and broke off
twigs and brar.oh's.
Running downhill, Engeihert flew past the

Russian column. Uninjured, he reached the

opposite valley. With a few more strides he
was on the road leading to C-. Near tho
first houses a German outpost challenged him.
Stumblingly he explained what he had come

for, and a man from the double outpost took
him to the inner guard. A young sergeant,
with broad scars on his cheeks, li'tened to him

attentively and wrote down his message. Then
he offered Engilbert hot coffee and a piece of
bread.
The boy fell asleep sitting there. But they

gave him no chance to sleep. He WBI taken
to the distriet eommander and wns asked to

tell over again what he knew. The offtlcr
listened eaperly, asked hero and there a point¬
ed question and then talked with bil adjutaoU

.'Poor little fellow!" whispered the major.
"He evidentiy misunderstood. We can de-
pend absolutely on the forenter."

"It might have been his father," sugg*. t«_ft
the adjutant.
The major gave a look of surprise. m

"It may be possible, Wendhorst." J
Again he <|uestioned the boy, who squattod

*»hyly on the edga of a chair. The latter an¬

swered freely and fully.
*'You are probably right, Wendhorst," said

the major sadly. "How horrible!"
He walked a couple of times across tho

room. Then he gave his ordert, hrief and curt,
"Can you show us the way back, my boy?**

he asked in a fnendly tone.
"I think I can, Mr. Officer."
"Very well. young man. Rest here a littln

while. We shall start in half an hour."
v still alarm went through thc village. Tho

outposts were reinforced. The bulk of th*

troops made a dct.ur about the mountain, so

as to take the enemy in the rear. Couriers and
adjutants rushed hither and thither. But the
snow deadened all the .ioise. Nothing wa

be heard when they started but the creaking
of the harness and the snorting of the horses.

Engeihert trailed along, clinging to tho
major's stirrup.

But the advance waa tlow, very slo-w.
Soon it was midnight.
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ONE BQfBWAY CiDARD TO ANOTHER.(ireal idea of the CompanCs. Hill! We've been blocked here an hour and none of'em is wi$e to it yet!


