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July was drawing to an end, and the silver
fruit was already faintly tinged with gold.
Yann, in fulfilment of his promise, mounted
guard in the orchard. Nothing happened
for two nights. On the third night he
foolishly drank an extra flagon of wine. Of
course he fell asleep at his post, and the next
morning only two pears remained on the
tree. The pear in the centre had gone, and
the poor Princesses had again lost their
dowries.

“ Never mind,” said selfish Yann, * mine
is there still, so what matter? 1 will keep a
better look-out to-night.” And for two nights
he was watchful and alert, pacing up and
down, sword in hand ; but on the third night
the weather w.:;s so hot that he could not

resist the temptation to indulge in a double |

quantity of cider.  He awoke in the morning
to find that his own pear had vanished. How
he stamped and raved at everybody, until the
generous Claudik offered to give him half of
the remaining pear, which belonged to him.

It was now Claudik’s turn to mount guard.
He armed himself with a huge and marvel-
lously keen scimitar and, when evening came,
took his post beside the pear-tree. He had
with him his flute, an instrument which he
played with skill, and, as the night grew
darker, he played to keep up his spirits.

As the clock struck twelve an owl flew
with a screech from the tree. Claudik looked
up, and beheld among the branches a big,
brawny arm, and an enormous hand clutching
at the solitary pear.

“\Who goes there?” shouted the youth,
raising his scimitar, and dealing a tremendous
blow at the robber.

A deafening yell was followed by a violent
gust of wind, which shook the tree to its
roots-—then all was still. On the ground lay
a huge hand covered with blood, but still
holding the precious pear. The thicf was
evidently some greedy giant.

Claudik put the pear into his wallet. He
thought at first of flinging the hand into the
sea, but changed his mind, and determined,
if possible, to find its owner.
~ The moon had risen, and across lhe ficlds
and over the hills a trail of blood could be
distinctly seen.  ‘This trail Claudik, carrying
with him the giant’s hand, carefully followed
until he reached the Forest of Kranou, where
the traces grew indistinct and finally dis-
appeared.

“Oh,” said the young man to himself, as
he returned to his home, “1 have heard that
a horrible ogre dwells in that forest. Well!
If I were to take him his hand and offer to
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restore it to its proper place I should think
he would at least have the grace to spare my
life. . Perhaps, too, I may regain the stolen
pears.’

Accordmgly, the next day Claudik went to
a wizard who knew how to restore lopped-off
limbs by means of a wonderful herb-ointment
called ““ Louzou.” From him Claudik took
a lesson or two, and then, armed with a box
of the ointment—an invaluable remedy which
had never been known to fail—he made his
way to the nearest town.

In the market-place a herald was announc-
ing that the great giant-King of the forest
would give the hand of his daughter, the
lovely Fleur-du-Kranou, to the man who
should heal him of a grievous wound received
in battle.

“Not in battle,” said Claudik, under his
breath ; “ in stealing pears.”

The brave fellow went home again, put the
hand into a big bag, which he strapped,
knapsack-fashion, over his shoulder, then,
taking with him his flute, set out in quest of
the ogre. He passed through the outskirts
of the forest, and before long came to a deep
moat, on the other side of which was a dark
and dense wood. He saw also some massive
iron_gates through which he would need to
pass. Beside them stood a little hut, and at
its door sat a little old woman, spinning flax.

“Countess of the Portal!” called out
Claudik, *“ will your grace be so good as to
unbar the gates? 1 carry an important
message to the King.”

The old lady, flattered at being styled a
countess, smiled as she said, “Is that really
so, my bonny youth ?”

“Yes,” replied Claudik. “ Here in my
knapsack I have something of great value
which belongs to him.”

“ Listen to me,” said the porteress, “and be
warned in time. All who enter here are
doomed to die. I would gladly save vou
from a cruel death.”

“You cannot frighten me back, madam;
I smust reach the castle. 1 bring to His
Majesty a certain cure, and hope to be re-
warded with the Princess’s hand.”

‘“ Are you aware that many skilled surgeons
and physicians have already come on the
same errand?  And of them all, nof orne has
returned in safety to his home.”

“Not one ?” inquired Claudik, doubtfully.

“Not one,” replied the woman. ¢ During
the King’s illness his appetite has grown so
voracious that he ruthlessly devours each of
his would-be sons-in-law. He gives them no
time in which to cure_him, but quickly rends
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