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“All Our Folks Are In Kt”

LITTIL!E BANDAR has been looking at Vel. I of the STANDARD LIBRARY OF
NATURAL HISTORY. His folks are there, sure enough, with the other *«kindweed of
the wild,”” whese photo portraits—after patient toil and with frequent danger—useare gotten
everywhere, from neighboring marsh and woodlot, or the far-off rim o' the world. To illustrate
the enterprise with which this work was made, we may say that it contained an article (wiith pho-
tographs) on the Okapi (the newly discovered animal) by Sir Harry johmston, the discoverer, Jong
before the Amwrican Mumeum received a specimen. Pictures are there, too, of domestic creatures,
from the most typical individuals obtaimaisle.

STANDARD LIBRARY OF NATURAL HISTORY

By Associlated Naturalists

E finest results of the new nature studyy—over

2,000 half-tone illustrations from photographs.

Tthe accompanying text is by a group of eminent

experts of two continents, and is delightfully clear and ab-

sarbingly entertaining. This set has wefl been called

!¢ Nature bound in the covers of 4 boalk,* It is abschutely

the most attractive presentment ever made of the animal
world, and in its field has ne rival,

‘“qreeiican  Conservatiom)” the official orgam of the

National Comservation Association, says of these books:
“TRhéir accuracy, thoroughmess, and attractivemess do
credit to their editors and publistieres™ *THle LIUBRAIRY
is astomighingy™ says ‘FPoectt and Stremw,” °Thr the
wealth of illustrations it displays. It is well called “a por-
trait gallery of actual life,” Tihe reading rmatter is inters
estimg—in part because it differs so widely from most Aatural
historias ™ ©¢ I keep It constantly at my eltwawy™ declares
Dan Beard.

WRITE lor Beautiful Specimen-Pages, Etc.

E wish to send you our striking Specimen-page Book, containing one full-page
and one double-page chromatic plate, sixteen pages of remarkable half-tones,
and eight pages of descriptive matter regarding the set, the whole bound in

a cover of unique design.

With the Specimen-pages we send, without extra

charge, a set of really wonderful animal pictures, suitable for framing

or mounting in passe-partout.
you foreibly this truly noteworthy waerk,

We make this liberal offer to bring before
Im order to defray the cost of

wrapping, mailing, ete., kindly send us i@e. (stamps.pr coin sccepted).
This will be refunded to you if you are not satisfied upon the receipt

of the pages and the pletures,
new, and mention this publication.

Send in your name and address

The University Soclety

44-60 E, 23rd St.
New York

KlivHe Mmictttdliine tills nuimixiiie wiien tvritiine toeitttbbAced: 1kanii,
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In the

September Scribner

GENERAL EREDERICK FUNSTON'S

Erom Malolos to San Eernando

In all romantic fictiom it would be hard to find anything to
equal this story of real figltingy. There are incidents of daring
and desperate bravery and touches of humor that make it
a most absorbing and exciting narrative.

James Ford Rhadles, the historian, contributes a most inter-
esting article on The National Republican Conven-

tions of 1880 and 1884, the Conventions that nomi-
nated Garfield and Blaine.

The Trick Doctor. A story of the South. By Tthomas Nelson Page.

The Water-Side of Antwerp.
By Ralph D. Paine. A picturesque
account of Belgium's great seaport
on the Scheldt.

America and the China Loan.
By FErederick McCommick, Corre-
spondent of the Associated Press at
Pekin,

Kenyon Cox, the eminent American
painter and critic, writes of “De-
sign,” the elements that contribute
to a harmonious and significant com-
position.

The second part of Edith Wharton's
great serial, Ethan Frome.

E. Hopkimson Smith's Kennedy Square, Other Stories, Poems, etc.

TAree Dolinss a Yewn

Tweantyrfiee Conte a Niumber

CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

Kindly mention ibls twagudiee wibesi Wb to aelivtoiesrs.
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Here,

though he was endeared to his subjects as *‘@H Fritz,* detested things
German, always spoke French, and was not only the greatest general of his
century, but played the flute like a master; Amdreas Hofer, the Tyrolese
patriot, who in his mountain passes with his little army for years defied the French
and Bavarian forces sent to crush him; Napoleon (The ‘iLitlle Cornparaa);”)
commanding victorious hosts and bidding pathetic farewell to the Old Guard—the
Old Guard that could die but never surrender.
ages hundreds of minor characters play their parts in these absorbing dramas.

(Fimown the Padinting
B RJiRpNg.)

TITLES OF THE
20 WOLUMES

Napoleon and the Queon of Prussia
The Empress Josephine
Napoleon and Bluecher

ueen Hortense

arie Antoinette and Her Son
Prince Eugene and His Times
The Dm?htor of an Empress
louph 11. and His Court
Frederick the Gmt nnd His Court
BOI‘"I‘I ahd Sens-So
Fraderick the Gmt and His Family
Gaotho and Schill
T @ Mcrc' ;m otl url‘: H 1

of Prussia an er mes

o?d lﬁtt nnd the New E
Andreas Hofer
Mohammed All and His House
Henry VIil. and Catherine Parr
Youth of the Great Elector
Reign of the Great Elector

Thhe books are printed upon
extra quality of paper from
easy-to-read type, are attract-
ively illustrated and beautifully
bound. Tiitles and ornaments
are stamped in gold on the
back. The siZe of the volumes
is S14x7 %4 inches.

wai s, / (Waie Antoinette, dhe ill-fated queen,
;jj;,,','m""/ eentre of the mest brllllant esuft in Eurepe,
hurled from her throne by the rude hand of
revolution, and passing, 'mid the derisive roar of

the mob, to her tragic death upon the guillotivne—
Marie Amtoinette, in all her sad and fateful story, is
only one of the great figures that throng the pages of

MUHLBACH"S
HISTORICAL ROMANCES

Twenty Thirillling Talexs™

also, we meet Frederick the Great, the eccentric Prussian, who,

Around such great historical person-

VIVID, VIGOROUS, INSTRUCTIVE.,

These are historical romances in a real sense—strong, vivid
stories full of action, conﬁlct, and constantly sustained interest. They
have aroused more attention and been the subject of more talk than any
other historical novels written since the elder Dumas laid down the pen.
Tthe deeds and the people with which they deal are such that most persons
of ordinary culture are somewhat ashamed to be ignorant of them.
“‘ Human imtienest?® always prevails in these volumes and has given them
their steadfast popularity.

w REDUCTIO®MN 509
IN PRRICE
Stramd
Tiis is the complete twenty-volume (20 vol.) edition, fresh 9,-"11

sets of which with a handsome new back-stamp in gold design Cou
have just come from the binders. Tthe books are illustrated ipoin
by 40 handsome photogravures. We are offering the / The University
entire set at the special reduced price of $19.50. Society
If you are satis fled with the books, / New York

only $1.@0 down
ance. and there-

you pay us

upom accept /Yoo mey wendimedesdnagee:.-

after $2.00 per feAth A tiill / tion, charges PueTaid, a et of
the p“rchase pr icee has MUEHLBACH'S HiSFORI-
been paid. If not, notify CAL ROMANCES, 20 vols..bound

In cloth. After examiination, if 1
decide to keep it, I shall pay you $1 00

us and the books may be returned at our
expense. You will have incurred no

to act.

as §40.00—remember our price i only $19.50.
Send in the coupon to-day.

THE UNIVERSITY SOCIETY
44-60 E. 23rd St., New York

on acceptance and $2.00 a month there-

after until $19.50 has been paid. If not,

I §tiall notify you, so that you may arramge
for its return at no expense to me whatever,

obligation whatever. These books have
delighted thousands at prices as high
Now is the time
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The National Sportsman

I a monthly magazine forlovers of Sport with Rod, Dog, Rifle and Gun

It treats of the things you love best—field, wood, stream, song of reel, crack of rifle, and
the joyful, restful things of true camp life. It is the great Stop Worry magazine of America,
lures you away from the grind of work, puts new life in you and shows you the happiness
of the Great Right Way. To read the National Sportsman is to live all the year in the
glorious open—twelve delightful trips of fishing, hunting, camping, tramping, in pleasant
companionship with the blazers of the way. Awmmong our big brotherhood bunch of over one
hundred thousand subscribers, the National Sportsman is fondly known as “Head Camp™
—just like a big camp in the woads where good fellows gather around the fire smoking
their pipes and spinning stifring tales. Fortunate is he who can break away for a brief
outing each year, but the contents i the National Spgrtsman each month will keep your
heart warm and red blaed a-slzzling A‘i the Time. Come, brother, draw up around the fire,
light up and enjoy yourself. Jein our Buheh few by sendihg us a dellar fBr the year's sub-
seription By return mail. Tihe invite is up to you. Our fellows are walting fer yeu.

DO YOU KNOW? ARE YOU IN DOUBT?
The National Sportsman Wiill Help You

With its 160 pages a month, crammed full of stories of outdoor sport and advemtwre, actual

experiences of true sportsmen, and abundamtly illustrated with pictures from life, each issue of
the National Sportsmam is a complete library of practical informa-
tion—=nearly two thousand pages a year | Tihrougth its pages thou-
sands of fishermen, hunters, campers, canoeists have learmed where
and how to secure the best of sport and the kind of equipment neces-
sary. Besides, each subscriber has free use of our Information
Bureaw, which will furnish upon requestamy sort of particular inform-
ation he may desire. Amy tune you wish to know How, Whem and
Where to go with full particulars as to outfit needed, the National
Sportsmam will gladly furnish the information you need entirely
Free of Charge and with no obligation whatever on your part.

THE NATIONAL SPORTSAAN-THE SPORTSMAN'S BIBLE
Teaches the True Gospel of the Glorious Open

{nstruets By mest attraetive means of §§6F{; and pieture Rew o avaid
failures by studying the mest sueeessful metheds of éxperienesd
sporismen. Centents eaeh menth are a live and Up-to-date cammen:
tary on all matters pertaining te Fishing, Hunting, @ﬁﬁipiﬁ&zwh%ﬁ
and where {8 go, selection and eare of sutfits; BrieHy, a thewsanq
_.S‘HB%%EE of interest to sportsmen eenstantly undergoing rapid five of
Intelligent disewssiom =1 every issue. It is'brim full of Fieh stuft fof
red blssd=the sort you will sit up to read if it takes alf Right te d8
it. 1t is the best literature in the world for man oF bay, fof it teashes
ou hew i get the most eut of life—The Great Right Way
pscription Price, $1.00 a Year.

SPECIAL CFFER

Send us $1.(0, on receipt of which we will enter your name om onr subscription
list for one vear, and send you by returm mail one of our heavily burnished
Ormallu (iold Watch Fobs (regular price 60 cemts) as showm, with russet leather
straop amcl gold-plated! buckle, €'lkis fob answers the same purpese among
sportsmem that a Masonic, Odd Fellow, Elk, or college emblem does in those
fraternal orders. 1t serves as an easy and agreeablle introductiom among outr
readers and friends, which isthe greatest outdoor spert fraternity in the world,
one hundred thousand strong. Wihem you see a mam wearing one of these
fobs. you will know he is going your way, hail fellow well met. It's All Yours

For $1.00.
FILL IN ATTACHED COUPON AND MAIL TO-DAY

NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 80 Eederal St., Boston, Mass.
Emclosed find $i.wofor a year's subscription to the NATIONAL SPORTSMAMN, and a Watch Fob
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MARK TWEARN'S WORKS at

25 VOLUMES

The humor, the philosoplny, the humamitty,
the gentle kindness of Mark Twaiin coumntenr-
act the strain of our intense Ammmican life.

Every Ammniican Needs His
Mark Twain.

Because—

His great books afford the relaxation which is absolutely
necessary for every busy man and woman.

Because—

They make gne realize the joy of lving:

Becavae—
They keep a keen edge on one’s faculties.
They keep a keen edge on one's faculties.

Because—

B

CC8H i Tese 25 volumes nclu e thc est trave} 00 u
; the

fmeg %’l Y‘olum’es enrlerléamm acﬂ {mne

ed, ,wi mostt entert |n SCri tlons 0
interest a EH.'
interest a over t e wo

aces O

Because—

They are wonderful character builders: they stand for
straightforwardness, honesty and simcerity.

Because—
They enable one to make NMark Tmaiin's intimate kawwl-
edge of human nature and knowlledge of life - part of
one’s mental equipment—for all time. 4
Because—

They afford the best way—short of years of experience

—ito learn these things which are real. Ome may benefit

by the author’s rich experience—ume his powers of obser-

vation—bkarn human nature through his pages.
Because—

The reading of his books will give one more genuine
pleasure, and more real, intellectual enjoyment than
anything else money can buy.

Because—

The new Amthor's MNatiomal Edition of his works makes it
possible for you now to secure

All Mark Twaiin's Woicks

I the Eormer

Twarn's Worxs, & 7.0

Eormer pfiee

Send for
this book

and fufl particulars
about Mark Twain's
Weorks

It wwilll cost
you nothing

Yoou are snwited
to use this coupon

|

Wit the Lowiisvidlle * Times™
says of this book :

* Momn. Ha'per & Buothers, of
New Yark, have nmsd delight-
ful little bookist in sxnhm of
the Author's Nawngl Ediion of
Mark Towain, entitled, ' Liittle Storiea
Abowt Mark Towesin,” qmummed
with an unumially fine ph
illustration of the bclovsd Amn;m
humorist.  Trhinty-odd are
dewud to remarks of the lamm

an which commemerate his cternal
ymnh The publishers are offering
at half price thess writings and on
the instalment plan.”

Harper

& Brothers
Pranklin Sq.
New York City

I"lease send without

cost tome*t IATTIE STOKIES
AsouT Mmmk TwamN?® and
particulars about the AUTHOR'S
Namosar Eumon o MARK

2 Price PAMEeneersesssesseeeemsssessssssemssreesesssens

AdAPEBE. cocessocsosccsctctssssscescccocssssscssssctssancae
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Seaside of the

Futture.

Forecasts of AWell-Kaowa A,

N Bond Street, in Regent
Street, in Oxford Street, and
in many shady nooks adja-
cent, professors of history in
the future sit hard at work,
charging high fees and attract-
ing many eager listeners.

Some trace over the lines on their customers’
hands with a little stick ; some stare into a
glass ball and prattle fluently of all that is
to come to pass; some take notes of dates
and consult the Nautical Almanae, divining
from the relative positions of planets at a
particular moment of the past what sort of
wedding Miss Serena Jomes is t0 experierice
in the future ; and others again are above
all such superfluous toil, and simply stare over
their customers’ heads and lecture. If one
half, one quarter, even one tenth the number
of professors of history in the past were te
establish themselves in London to lecture en
their branch of history, exaetly that number
of landlords would be disappointed of their
first quarter's rent, and the bankfuptey
returns of that same quarter weuld rise by
the identical figgiee. From whieh the phile-
sopher may perceive that the future is a deal
more popular than the past; and, altheugh
it is from the experience of the past that the
wise predict the future, most people weuld
seem to prefer to pay somebedy wiser than
themselves to do the actual work of deduetlen.

So we have had the vaticinations of the
wise on all sorts of questions—the Future of
Warfare, the Future of Electricity, the
Cookery of the Future, the Metaphysical
Ontology of the Future. But to THE STRAND
MAGAZINE has been reserved the glery of
first offering a guess at the Seaside of the
Future ; and net one guess only (that of the
present writer), for we are privileged to
presenit also the Revelations of Reobinsen
—Heath Robinson, to be exact—the Bedings

Vol, xhii ~19.

of Brock, the Horoscope of Hassall, the
Soothsayings of Starr Wood, the Rhab-
domancies of Rene Bull, and the Rhapsodies
of Rountree.

Mr. Heath Robinson's prognostications are
all for an increasingly decorous respectability
and an extreme of personal comfort. We are
to prepare for bathing-machines in the Gothic
style, in the Chinese style, and in the classic
Greek style, with pneumatic tyres and cur-
tained windows and flower-pots in convenient
positions. An ingenious adaptation of the
angler's reel will be fitted to the front-door
post to “ play " bathing children into safety
when they grow too venturesome. Decorous
and butler-like attendants, in a tasteful com-
bination of evening and bathing dress, will
regulate the temperature of the water by
curiously-simple and direct means ; and not
only regulate its temperature, but scent it
and soften it with patent powders from con-
venient tins, There is mnothing violent,
nothing revolutionary or disturbing in the
Robinsonian Revelation, except that the
beach is swept bare of niggers and bun-
sellers, and the visitors, it would seem, are
expected to be vastly outnumbered by the
attendants deputed to minister to their com-
fort. From which we may conjecture that
the Seaside of the Future will be a deal more
Select and a vast lot more expensive. So
that we are forewarned to begin to save up.

But no doubt Mr. Robinson will allow us
to supplement his suggestions with a few
positive statements of our own. On the day
when his system of warming and scenting the
sad sea waves is inaugurated (and not an
hour sooner) a corps of suitably -attired
elderly laundresses will be ranged 6if the
shore in case of rough weather, on the smallest
apptoach of which they will immediately
proceed, with large flat-irons, made hot at
the same fire that heats the kettles, to iron
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Mr. H. M. Brock’s idea of the seaside a few years hence.

out the ocean to a proper and comfortable
flatness ; while a body of gentlemanly junior
clerks will be at hand to supply sheets of the
best blotting-paper to all visitors who wish
to bathe without experiencing the uncomfort-
able wetness now inseparable from the pursuit.
Mr. Brock, on the other hand, predicts
developments in a wholly different direction ;
the seaside will become more and more
popular rather than Select (with a capital),
and the diversions of the holiday will follow
the same course. New sports will be in-
vented ; this, after all, is an easy prediction,
for each new fair or exhibition brings us
already new mechanical discomforts fox
whieh people gladly pay, whenee we have
Swooping the Sweop (if that is the right name),
Flimping the Flump, Bashing the Bang, and
Winging the Wang. (As a faet, these names
are quite new, and Inventers may fit them
With apprepriate sperts en a reyalty basis.)
Mir. Brock forbodes Splashing the Splosh
and Walking the Waves, the latter a sport
wherein at Jast the human biped achieves the
triumph of travelling in two boats at once,
“ having a pair on” in the time-honoured
manner of skates at the Serpentine—without,

let us hope, the aid of the gimlet. And yet
there may be a difference of opinion, even
about that, for one remembers well the
thoroughgoing chair-and-gimlet merchant
at that same Serpentine who, to the agonized
howl of his victim, “ Hi! hi ! you’re driving
it into my foot ! ” cheerily answered, “ Never
mind, sir—better ’ave ’em on firm!” And
there is no disputing that the wave-walker
of the future must " ’ave 'em on firm ” if he is
ever to come back and restore his boots as an
honest sportsman should. He will also have
to be eareful of many other things ; he must
keep serupulously en the topside of his
beats and he must avold walking his waves
on any spet where a splesh-splasher is likely
to splash his splesh. With his airship trip
reund the lightship M. Breek is eareful te
prephesy what he knews; and. as fer the
fest, it is eemferting te ebserve that the
%@HSFﬁl stripiness of things at the seaside—
8nts, bathing-eestumes, Blinds, and pavilien-
reefs—is te Be maintained as bFﬁV% y iR the
future as in the past.

Mr. Hassall is more mysterious and less
definite. Ewverytthing on shore will be so
inordinately “ improved ” that the discreet
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holiday-maker will demand facilities for
staying in the sea as long as possible, away
from it all. Extraordinary and elaborate
long-distance swimming costumes will affright
the ocean and its denizens, and even at the
cost of such an appearance as Mr. Hassall
depicts the nerve-racked toiler will endesveur
to shut from his ears and eyes the blessings
of eivilization as they will exist in the future.

i=51

in the Midlands may paddle at home and
build castles with the sand driven by hydraulic
pressure through another. Ozone will blow
furiously through still another tube, as some
sort of air of a totally different smell already
blows furiously through the Tube which is
called Tuppeny. Through still another pipe
the resistless power of the immemorial sea
will send electrie force to light our houses,

e

T

————

Mr. John Hassall's peep into the future.

Indeed, only those who wish to swim away
for days together out of sight and hearing of
things as they will be will need to go to the
seaside at all; for all the advantages now
sought in a coast holiday will be brought to
one’'s house by “ pipe-lines,” like petroleum.
All the tubular pier-supports will be utilized
for commercial purposes. Sea-water will
be * laid on " through one, so that the dweller

ring our bells, grow our potatoes, cure our
rheumatisms, and kill any absent-minded,
person who catches hold of the wrong wire;
and through still one more such pipe, baited
all the way along with patent mdestructible
rubber worms, a constant supply of fresh fish
will pour into our kitchens, either alive, or.
by a simple attachment of a wire from
the electric supply., cooked to a turn and
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swimming still, but now in oyster sauce.
Periwinkles and whelks will be distributed
throughout the East-end from one pipe, and
the empty shells will be returned through
another, to be refilled with “ forced ” inhabit-
ants grown under electric stimulus and
returned to the Eastend enee mere, doubt-
less, by aid of eareful breedlng, with pins
attached for extraction. Thus the whelks and
perlwinkles will be humanely saved the labeur
of growing fresh shells, and the teiling milliens
of Londen will be previded with an inex
haustible supply ef the aliment dearest ie
their palates, whereby the humBlest will
speedily aehieve an indigestion equal te the
§_ev.hef@§t new menepelized By the exelusive
Flen.

Mr. Rene Bull refreshes us vastly. He
prophesies new things, as any sage must, but
he gives us comforting assurance of the sur-
vival of many old friends. An airship will
take day-trippers to London and back at a
very reasonable fare; but niggers will still
wear exaggerated hats and play banjos on
the beach. A variant of Splashing the Splesh,
in the ferm of a Tobeggan DIiving-beard, will
make perileus seme small area of the near
gcean ; But the cemmen denkey-ride of the
seashere will flourish unehecked as A the
ancient days of the early twentieth centuF
and eke the later days of the nineteenth. |
Beld attempt will be made te grappie with
the UReertainties of the BritisR climate by

Mr. Reng Bull's forecast of the manner in which

the formation of a “ Hot Enclosure,” warmed
through an immense burning-glass. Of course
we do have summers (now and again in the
course of a century), when the last thing any
holiday-maker desires is to sit in a “ Hot
Emclosure ” ; doubtless by the time such
another summer arrives there will have been
ample time to think oeut an invention to deal
with that. Te the many inventiens already
ministering te the pepular virtue of lazlness
is to be added yet anether ; you are to be
saved the trouble ef reading your newspaper
by sitting at yeur ease befere the trumpet
of an immense phonegraph, Which gathers
and dellvers news frem all parts of the werld
as fast as things happen. The advertisements
will need te be very skilfully wrapped up, of
they will be hewled down as seen as they
begin ; and here is anether advantage. You
gan't hewl dewn a page advertisement of
Chilblain Pills iR yeur paper te-day ; seme
day yeu will pet Be se Relpless.

The attractions of bathing will be enhanced
by the presence of a tame shark, reduced so
low as to endure unceasing insult without
snapping at as much as a finger, and kept fed,
it would seem, by stray fragments of dis-
integrated aviator falling casually from the
heavens above. For the rest, the usual
side-shows will persist, and the pay-box will
be as prominent a feature of each as it is even
new.

Mir. Starr Wood looks also to mechanical
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we shall spend our holidays in the days to come.

invention to achieve most of the changes of
the future, and these he offers in full measure.
He has his airship, of course—the atmosphere
looks uncomfortably empty to-day without
one. But it flies not for a trip round a light-
ship but for the convenience of divers, who
may splash the splosh without MF. Brock's
preliminary slide. The trippers trip in
aeroplanes, and a last decaying longshoreman
makes a last desperate attempt to sell the
last derelict beat for whieh there remains ne
market, all the museums presumably being
fully supplied with sueh antiguitles.

The advance of political benevolence
financed by the tax-gatherer enables every-
body to spend his money in amusements, the
vulgar requirement of food being provided
free from so many centres that they are driven
to compete with each other to justify their
continuance. Thus the Free Public Luncheon
Tent on the beach, taking a hint from the
concave and convex mirrors of earlier estab-
lishments, in ecapital letters invites the
beneficiary to goen thin and eeme out stout.

The Sand Cure for Nerves, hard by, is no
new thing, but is systematized and made
thorough ; the haphazard shovellings of
small nephews and nieces being replaced by a
properly-supported reservoir with a correctly-
graduated outlet. And the unseientific claif-
voyance of the Bond Street seers gives place
to a truly valuable instrument, the Spye-
graph, whereby an overseeing eye may be

kept on an absent spouse at the much-reduced
fee of one penny. Ewen the aeroplane has
become a commonplace, and somewhat wieux
jew ; only the commonalty patronize its
“trdips round the coast,” and the truly up-
to-date take a Blow to Paris at the extremely
moderate fee of threepence. The mechanism
is an ineredibly advamced and enlarged
application of the common pea-shooter of
other days, and armong its many advantages
over the eemmen aeroplane a vastly-increased
degree of danger is to be counted, together
with semething very like a eertainty of a most
menumental erepper at the end of the journey.
There are eeenemie advantages, 166 ; yoeu
pay veur threepence and off yeu ge, with ne
pessibility ef further expenditure en the
jeurney, Wnless yeu ehanee te turA ever IA
yeur flight and squander yeur eein frem yeur
inverted peckets ; whereas, enee yeu are en
an aereplane and at a giddy h@lgh ; 88 is well
knewR, the aviater whe Has eharged yeu a
shilling te ge Hp is apt te demand ten t6 bfiAg
yeu d8wn again:

Even the children, Mr. Starr Wood assures
us, will insist on extraordinary mechanical
improvements in their toys, and a patent
internal-combustion eccentric-action  slide-
valve quadruple spade, geared up to five sand-
castles an hour, will be demanded by every
small boy of real spirit.

Something significant, yet dubious of inter-
pretation, as is the way of Old Moore himself,
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is visible in the unbroken row of battleships
lying in the offing. Is this so joyful an in-
crease in Dreadmoughts that the whole coast
is impassably surrounded, or are they merely
a row of obsolete curiosities lined up for the
amusement of the tripper ? As even Old
Moore is sometimes driven to say, time alone
can tell.

But Mr. Rountree looks farther ahead than
the rest. It must have been noticed by

THE STHRM\YD MMAQKIIVE.

will be rewarded by the advent of paying
crowds anxious for new sensations. Fathers
enjoying their seaside holiday in the air over
the seashore will bring their families to
inspect caged specimens of curious human
creatures of a bygone age—poets, artists,
somewhat truthful politicians and such out-
of-date creatures, doctors {(and perhaps
bishops) who did not advertise. The New
Barnum’s own advertisements will be arranged

Mr. Starr Wood's conception of the health resort of the future.

everybody already that the mere surface of
the earth has become of late years somewhat
unfashionable ; to fly over it and to tunnel
under it is the tendency of the age, and no
doubt as the air grows thicker with aviators
the rest of humanity will all the more eagerly
tend to burrow underground, if only from
sheer terror for their heads. Mr. Rountree
foresees the time when the actual ground
surface shall be abandoned tetally by all but
the birds, whe shall have been driven eut ef
the air by overerowding. The Barhum of
the eeming day, the shewman-genius ef the
future, will seize en the faet te asteRish the
werld By the nevel and striking enterprise
of Q_?sﬂmﬁ his shew pesitively en the uniA-
habited surfaee of the earth, and his audaeity

in suitably upside-down methods. Whereas
in our day exceptionally enterprising adver-
tisers employ aviators to drop handbills from
aloft, the New Barnum will send up his hand-
bills from below, attached to toy balloons.
And, as contrasted with past showmen who
floated their announcements against the sky.
he will spread his wide off the abandoned
earth, Greater airships, more enormous
aereplanes than ever will erewd the air for
the aeeommedation of cargoes and crowds,
but the individual flyer will just wear his
persenal Alying suit, fitted with small and natty
wmg.&, with a neat little elestrie eell on his
head, and a eurly wire ef twe fer some
purpese that deubtless MF. Rountree knows
all abeut, But deesn't explain.
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Mr. Harry Rowntree’s vision of the days when the earth is forsaken for the sky.

In those stirring days many among the
quieter of us will take to the Tubes. and stop
there. Mr. Starr Wood has already given us
a hint of some sueh expedient when he
announces his underground cricket. We will
go down to the sea in tubes, and we will stay
underground, with glass walls through whieh

Vol xlili—20.

we can gaze on the sea below the wurface
without being distracted and maddened (not
to say pole-axed) by flying things above; and
there we will sit in bathing-macdimes of
antique pattern, surrounded by patent silent
niggers and stuffed boatmen, and perhaps we
may get a little sleep.



The Iﬂmquer Cabinet,

By HORACE ANMESLEY VACHELL.
lilustrated by €. H. Tailfs.

UINNEY chuckled as he re-
read the letter which offered
him a thousand pounds for
his cherished lacquer cabinet,
and he kept on rubbing his
yellow, wrinkled hands and
muttering: “lilke to have it,
wouldn't you? But you won't, my man.
No, by gum, not if you offered double the
money !I”

He was alone in the sanctuary of his best
things. The heavy shutters were up, a wood
fire glowed as if with pleasure upon a steel
fender of the best Adam’s period. The elec-
tric lights in amber-coloured globes shone
softly, caressing the Chippendale furniture
and throwing delicate shadows upon the
Aubusson carpet. Only the elect entered
this famous room, and every article in it was
known and beloved by the great collectors
who dealt with Quinney. The passion for
beautiful things was in his blood. His father
had started a small curiosity shop in Salisbury,
and Quinney himself, as a boy of ten, used to
gloat over the Ming figures, and touch them
furtively in flagrant disobedience of rules,
After his father's death he had moved to
London and bought a fine Georgian hause in
Sohe, which he had gradually filled with
masterpieces. He was never tired of gazing
at them with enraptured eyes. And he
refused, as he grew older and richer, te part
with the gems of his collection. Nebedy,
fiet even Quinney, knew what the eentents
of this particular room were worth, Beside
himself, enly two persons entered it—Nhis
daughter, Posy, and his prineipal assistant,
Janmes Migott, a young man with a nese
almest as keen as ulnﬁeir’s for beauty, and
a fine palr of eyes which, In eontrast to
Quinney’s, dwelt levingly upen what was
anlmate as well as inanimate.

Quinney, from being much by himself, had
acquired the habit of thinking aloud ; and,
although his surroundings were Attic, his
speech remained rudely Doric. As he tore
up the millionaire’s letter he muttiensd!:

“Wonderful man I am! To think that I
should live to refuse an offer of a thousand
pounds for that cabinet! Sometimes I'm
surprised at myself. By gum, I am!™
He approached the lacquer cabinet, a
superb example of the best Japmmese art of
the eighteenth century, black and gold, with
gold storks exquisitely delineated flying
amongst golden fiiloveass. The petals of the
flowers were made of thin sheets of pure
gold let into the lacquer. The stand upon
which it stood was Emglish, with curved ball
and claw legs, also a miracle of craftsmanship.
Nothing stood upon the cabinet except a
large jar of the rare Kamng-shi fAmmlléd: noire
porcelain. The inside of the cabinet was as
lavishly decorated as the outside, and it was
signed with the name of the greatest of
Japamese artists. The American millionaire
had asked for a eopy of this signature.
Quinney gloated over the decoration for
at least five minutes; and then he noticed
that the key was missing. Nothing was kept
in the cabinet, and the lock, possibly, was
the only part of it which could be criticized,
for a child could have picked it with a hairpin.
Quinney's eyes wandered to the Kamg-shi jar,
and presently he took it lovingly intohis hands,
stroking it, enjoying voluptuously the texture
of the paste. He put his tongue to it, an
infallible test; and from long practice he
could have told you, had he been blind, that
the temperature of the porcelain and its
texture were confirmation stronger than any
marks of quality and date. Then he thrust
his hand into the interior to satisfy himself
for the thousandth time of its amazing finish.
Inside the jar was the key of the cabinet !
This astonished him, because he was living
in a world from which the surprising had been
rigorously eliminated. Why was the key of
the cabinet hiddemn in the jar? Who had
placed it there? Posy—or James Migotit?
He sat down upon the finest Chippendale
settee in the world to reflectupon this incident.
Oddly enough, it disturbed him, although it
was reasonable to suppose that his daughter

Copyright, 191, by Horace Annesley Vacheil,
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" INSIDE THE IAR WAS THE KRY OK THE OWHNETH"

intended to tell hiin where she had put the
key, which certainly fitted the lock too
loosely and had been known to fall out of it

Finally, he decided that Posy, good girl,
had chosen an excellent place for the key ;
but she ought to have told him. He would
speak to her on the morrow.

He put the key back into the jar, and as
he did so a clock began to chime the hour of
midnight. Quinney listened to the silvery
bells with the same enraptured expression
which the gold petals upon the cabinet
evoked. He reflected that time passed too
nimbly when a man was perfectly happy.
As a rule, he went to bed at half-past eleven,
but the American's letter had engrossed his
attention unduly. The man wanted the

cabinet so tremendously, and this lust for
another's possession was well understood by
Quinney, for he suffered cruelly from it him-
self. There were bits in the Museums which
he would have stolen without compunction,
eould he have "lifted " them without fear of
detection.

He switched off the electric light,and by the
faint glow of the fire turned to mount the
stairs leading to his bedroom. But he paused
on the threshold of his room, for a Jast glance
at the sanctuary. Seme of the things he
weuld have liked te kiss, and this sentiment
seefned te wax stronger with advancing years.
He never left his wonderful roem witheut
reflesting sadly that the day would inevitably.
eome when he weuld have te leave it for ewd;
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At this moment he heard approaching foot-
steps—soft, stealthy footsteps, which might
be those of a midnight roblier !

Quinney was no coward, and he was com-
fortably aware that his precious things would
not be likely to tempt the ordinary burglar,
because of the difficulty in disposing of them.
Noiselessly he withdrew to the outer room,

“ SPyA, STEALTHY FOCTRIEIRS

which held the furniture and china that
could be bought. From the darkness of this
outer room lie could see without being seen.

He nearly betrayed his presence when Posy
entered the sanctuary, clothed in a silk
dressing-gown, with her pretty hair in two
long plaits. What on earth was the girl up
to? She glided across the Aubusson carpet,
upon which great ladies of the French pre-
Revollution period had stood, and approached

the lacquer cabinet. She thrust a white,
slender arm into the great jar, took from it
the key, unlocked the cabinet, opened it,
waited a moment, with her back to her
father, who was not able to see what she
was doing, closed and locked the cabinet,
replaced the key in the jar, and flitted away
as silently as she had come!

Quinney wiped the dew of
bewilderment from his high
but narrow brow.

The girl must be craty !

He waited till he heard the
closing of her door upstaiirs;
then he turned on the light
and went to the cabinet. In
the second drawer he found
a letter, which he read.

My Omy BrLuk BiRD |

Quinney paused. He had
not seen Maeterlinck’s famous
play, but Posy had raved
about it—with absurd enthu-
siasm, so he had thought at
the time —and he remem
bered that the Blue Bird re-
presented happiness.

My Own Bive Bieb, — It was
splendidly clever of te think
of usin‘? that stupld old eabinet
as a pillar-box, and the faet that
we are corresponding under the
very nese of father riakes the
whele affair delirtausly exeiting
and remanlie. 1 sheuld like 18
see his funny old face, If he epuld
read this.

“Wou  shall,
thought Quinney, grimly,
He knew that the “Hllue
Bird " must be James Migott,
drat him! It could be
nobody else. Quinney had
guarded Posy very jealously.
James was not permitted to
speak to her except in his
presence. And no letter to
her, coming in the ordinary
way, would have escaped his
notice. So ! this young man,

whom he had trained to be a faithful servant,
was earrying on a clandestine love affair with
his only child and using the lacquer cabinet as
a plllar-box ? He wiped his mouth with the
sllk handkerchief which he used te remove
dust fref his china, and his fingers trembled,
for he was quivering with rage. Then he
finished the letter :—

We have got to be most awfully careful, because if
e saw me talking to you, except about his ridiculous

my girl"
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lrasiness, he would simply chatter with rage. And,
make no mistake, my feelings wouldn't count. I'm
not nearly so dear to him as that Chelsea figure by
Roubiliac. He only cares for things, not a brass
farthing for persons. But, oh, Jim, I care more for
you than all the things in the world, and I have had
no love since mother died. Think of what I have to
make ugp!

I shall get your answer to this when father is having
his cigar after lunch-—Your loving POSY.

Quinney put the billet back in the drawer,
muttering to himself, “I shall get the dog's
answer Wore lunch. He shan't complain
that I gave him no opportunity.” Grinding
his teeth, he consigned James Migott to the
nethermost Hades ; and at the same moment
he decided that the Yankee—comnfound him
also ! —should have dhe cabinet. For ever-
more he would hate the sight of it.  As for

s Migott, the Blue Bird, he'd be blue
indeed within twenty-four hours. Blue Bird,
indeed ! A serpent! A crawling snake!

He went to bed, but sleep refused to soothe
him, although he dismissed James Migott
from his thoughts, which dwelt with concen-
tration upon Posy. Had he not given the
best of everything to the ungrateful baggage ?
And in return—ukis I She dared to speak of
his business as “ridiculous.” The adjective
bit deep into his mind. Rdfiuldus ? What
the devil did she mean? When his father
died the business was worth at most eight
theusand pownds. To-day the contents of
the sanetuary alone would feteh at Christie’s
a round fifty thousand, if the right lp@ople
were bidding, And they would be bidding.
From the feur quarters of the earth they
weuld eeme, to bid against each ether for the
fameus Quinney eollection. Ridiruas | Sup-
pese he left everything te the natien, thereb
immertalizing himself? The Quinney Gal-
lery! That seunded well. Suppese he
offered the gift during his lifetime? Waould
his gracieus Severeigh speak of his bisiness
as Haieulous? Al right. If this idiet ef a
gn:l eared for James Migett mere than fof his

ollections, she might have him—and be
hanged t8 Rer! Wauld the deg want her
withaut the eollections ?  He smiled grimly
at the theught.

Next day he rose at the usual time and
breakfasted alone with Posy, who smiled
deceitfully, as if she were the best daughter
in the kingdom. He looked at her sourly,
contrasting her with the Chelsea shepherdess,
modelled by the illustrious Frenchman. She
was fieatly as pretty, but common pottery,
not porcelain, not the pate temdre beloved
by connoisseurs. He remarked a melting,
juscious glaze about her eyes. She was
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thinking of her Blue Bird, the shameless

baggage. At nine James Migott appeared,
punctual to the minute.  Quinney said to
him, cunttly:—

“I am going out. You had better over-
haul those Chippendale chairs in my room. 1
am thinking of having that old needlework
cleaned. Get it off the chairs very carefully.”

“ Right you are !"" exclaimed James.

There was the same shining glaze in his
blue eyes as he met frankly the gaze of his
employer. It would not be easy to replace
James. He could be trusted with things,
but not with persons. His exclamation,
“ Right you are !” tickled agreeably Quinmiey's
vanity. He was nearly always right, every-
body admitted that. No big dealer had made
fewer mistakes. That German fellow, who
had made such an ass of himself about that
wax figure, he was ridiculous, if you like.
How Quinney had laughed at his egregious
blunder!

At half-past twelve he returned. James
Migott had removed the precious needlework
without breaking a thread. His employer
grunted approval. “You love this busi-
ness?" he asked.

“T like it,"” said James.

He left the house to get his midday meal
at a neighbouring restaurant in Dean Street.
Upstairs Posy was playing Thalberg's “ Home,
Sweet Home " with a firmness of touch and
brilliancy of technique which indicated that
the money lavished upon her musieal eduea-
tion had not been wasted. With the arpeg-
gvos rippling through his mind, Quifiney
opened the lacquer cabinet. Yes; James
had taken Posy's letter, and another—written
upen the business nete-paper—lay In its
place. The lovers had riet troubled to elose
the efivelopes, so seetre dld they faney them-
selves In their foel's paradise.

Quinney read as follows:—

MY SWEETEST POSY,—I believe that your father
does really love you, although he niay not shew it.
He's a true lover of beauty in any form, 2Ad it's
hardly possible that he doesn't prize you as the fiost
beautiful of all his beautiful possessions. I am doing
my best to please him and to win his confidence. As
you say, we must e very careful and very patient,
but he's taught me how to wait for the things werth

having. I kRew that I must walt and work for yeu,
—Yout faithful JiM.

Quinney read the letter twice and then
replaced it in the cabinet. Throughout
luncheon he said little, but stared furtively
at his daughter, wondering whether James
Migott—no mean judge—uyvas fight ifi affiem-
ing that of all his possessions she was the
most beautiful. He had intended to speak
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to Posy and James after luncheon ; he had
planned a little dramatic scene, durmg which
he would appear at the moment when Posy
was taking the letter from the cabinet. Then,
before she had time to collect her wits, he
would summon the Blue Bird and deal
trenchantly with the guilty pair.

Presently he said, quietliy-—

“I've had an offer of a thousand pounds
for the lacquer cabinet from Dupont Jordan.”

She answered, composedly, “Are you
going to sell 1tP

[} pe

Lord!
not yet twenty !
did she learn to wear this mask P
her with wrinkled i
dozens of questions. Had she always pre-
tended with him? What was she really
like—inside? As a collector of precuous
things, he had acquired the habitof examining
meticulously every article of vertw, searching
for the inimitable marks, the patiine;, not to
be reproduced by the most cunning craftsman,
the indelible handwriting of genius and time.
But he had never searched for such marks
in his daughter. When he lit his cigar, she
wenit out of the rcom and he sat silent, not
enjoying his cigar, wondering what her face
looked like as she read the letter from her
own Blue Bird. What James Migott had
written gave him pause. He decided to read
more of the correspondence before he pro-
nounced judgment.

That afternoon he made a list of the
“gems” which might be offeredi to the nation
or left to it as the Quinney bequest. At mid-
night Posy would descend from her room and
place another billet in the pillar-box. The
pillar-box! To what base uses might a gold
lacquer cabinet degenerate !

He left the door of his bedroom ajar, and
at midnight he heard the faint rustling of
her dressing-gown as she stole downstairs
and up again. At one, when he made certain
that she was asleep, he descended to his room
and read the second letter:—

DARILLING Jim,—father never cared for me. If I
died to-morrow he would forget me in a week.
Luckily I have you, hut he will expect me to choose
between him and you. The great overwhelming
surprise of his life wilt be when he discovers that I
have chosen you, liecause, incredible as it may seem,
he lielieves that lie has done his duty by me just as he
lielieved that he did his duty by my dear mother. llie
will never, nr7¥r know how he appears to others.-
Your ever loving POSY.

Quinney replaced the letter, went into the
dining-room, and drank a glass of brown
sherry. He preferred brown sherry because

What an actress she was! And
When and where and how
_He eyed

himself

it exhibited the exact tint of faded mahogany,
the tint so baffling to fakers of old furniture.
As he sipped his wine he told himself that
the girl was a liar. He had done his duty by
her and by his dead wife. He had denied
them nothing, gratified their whims, exalted
each high above the station in which they
had been born. Then he went to bed, to pass
another wretched night, comparing himself
to Lear and other fathers who had begotten
thankless children.

Posy expressed concern at his appearance
next morning. He was yellow as a guinea,
and his eyes were congested.

“THeare s nothing the matter with me,” he
growled.

His emphasis on the personal pronoun
reminded Posy that her father had made no
claims upon her as ministering angel. He
had never been ill, never “ sorry for himself,”
to use that familiar expression in a new and
significant sense. To-day he looked very
sorry for himself. She said so, tentatively.

“1 am sorry for myselff,* he declared.

He went out and walked in the Park,
smoking his pipe and muttering to himselff:
“I'll dish the dog. Before sunset he'll be
wishing he'd never been born. Good as I've
been to both of ’em! Best father as ever
lived, I do believe.” Half an hour passed in
computing what Posy had cost him. Fifteen
hundred pounds in hard cash. The same
sum invested, say, in old Irish glass would
have trebled itself. Yes, by gum! Posy
represented a snug five thousand, thebaggage !

When he returned to his house he was ripe
for battle, thirsting for it. Three clients
were waiting impatiently. He “socked!”
it to them. Asked big prices and got them,
a salve to abraded pride. James Migott
was much impressed.

“Wodbeoddly like you, sir, to sell stuff™ he
ventured to remark.

Quinney snarled back :—

“Yes, my lad, even if I do say it, there
ain't my equal in London—that means the
world. Best o’ fathers I been, ain't [ 2"

James nodded.

“Done my duty. That's a thought to
stick to one's ribs—hay ?*

“Vibess, sir.”

“NNever can remember the day when I
couldn’t say that. Square, too, I've been
within reasonable bounds, though I have
made ignorance—as just now—pay for my
knowledge. I know a lot, my lad—more'n
you think for."

“ Yes, sir," said James.

That morning the staff had a sultry time
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of it. Everybody agreed that the governor's
tongue had an edge to it keener than the
east wind, which happened to be blowing
bitterly. Posy, at the piano, was surprised
to find her sire standing beside her, with a
malicious grin upon his thin face.

“Can you cook ?” he asked.

“Cook? Me? You know I can't wcook,
father.”

“Not much of a hand with your needle
either, are ve ?"

(18 m'h

“Um! They tell me that our Royal
Princesses have to learn such things, willy-
nilly, because revolutions do happen—some-
times.

Posy stared at him, thinking to herself:
» His liver is out of whack, and no mistake.

Quinney returned to his sanctuary, feeling
that he was in form. The affair should be
handled to rights.

“MN fix 'em,” he growled. “IlIll sweep
the cobwebs out o' their silly noddles, by
gum I will '™

At lunch he harped back to the primitive
duties of women, rubbing in his words and
salting them properly.

“Usmik ye here, my girl. It's just struck
me that ['ve been to blame in makin’ you so
bloomin’ ornamental *

“@ome, father, 1 didn't get my good looks
from you.™

“ Handsome is as handsome does.
heard that ?”

“ Once or twiiee.”

Quinney grinned as he drank his second

Ever
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glass of brown sherry. Very rarely did he
exceed one glass of wine in the middle of the
day. Then he lit his cigar and settled himself
in an easy-chair near the fifice. Posy went
upstairs, singing softly as she went.

“ Chock-full o' deceit that girl is! Oozim'
from every pore. Stamps upstairs singin'
like a lark, crawls down like a viper. Oh,
my Laondd!!™

He looked at his watch. By his reckoning
Posy was nearly due in the sanctuary. James
was whistling in the basememntt

“ Whistle away, you dog!"” he muttered.
“I'm agoing to call the next tume.”

He had not long to wait. Posy came
downstairs, entered the sanctuary, opened
the lacquer cabinet, and was grasping Jim's
letter, when Quinney, who had approached
noiselessly from behind, tapped her on the
shoulder.

“ What are you up to, my girl 2™

“T was just having a look at the inside of
the cabinet. Thought of rubbing it over.”

“Did you? What you got in your hand
there? Paper?”

“It's something b-belonging to m-me,”
stammered the unhappy maid.

“ What’s in that cabinet belongs to me,
my girl. Hand it over.”

Posy slipped the letter into the bosom of
her gown, and stared defiantly at her father.

“ Sure it's yours?" he asked.

“ Quite sure ; a private affain”

“ Keep your private papers in my cabinet
—hay?”

“ Sometimes.”

Posy was now more at her ease, much to
Quinney’s delight The higher the baggage
mounted the farther she would have to fall.

“\Wiit & moment, my girll”

He walked to the foot of the staircase and
called out: “ James Migott!™

A distant voice replied :—

[L3V .95 Slllf. .’"

“Come you up here, my lad. Quick!™

James appeared, rather fliluheei. His
colour deepened when he saw Posy standing
close to the pillar-box.

“lilke to take it sittin’ or stardimhP?”
inquired Quinney, with marked politeness.

“Take what ?inigguired Posy.

“Tithe: dose I'm goin’ to give ye. I prefer
to stand. You ain't fit, not by a long chalk,
to sit on such chairs, but I've always been
a considerate mam.”

James and Posy stood where they were.
Posy was very pale, and her pretty fingers
trembled.

Quinney glared at them, and the peroration

M HGEKLINE,

he had prepared vanished to the limbo of
unspoken speeches. He said, savagely :(—
“Fallen in love with each other—hay ? "
“Yes," replied Posy, without a moment's
hesitation. James said, with commendable
promptness : “Same here.”
“A pretty couple you make, by gumm!
Imtentions honorable ? ” he hissed at James.

the enraged Quinney.

“Not yet, sir.”

“Ah! Waitin', maybe, for my blessing?

Posy burst out impetuously :—

“ Father, I love him."

*“TIteat degg!!™

“Hiasy, sir. I['ve served you like a dog
because I love her.”

At this the brazen pair smiled at each other.
Quinney's rage, so long restrained, rose to
boiling poiimtt

“ Ain't I been a good father to you?" he
asked Posy. “No quibblin’; let's have the
God’s truth! Aimn’t I been a good father to
you?"”

“No,"” said Posy.

“Wall, I'm ‘blest! Ain't I given you
everything a girl wants ™
“lND L

“That puts the lid on. Of all the shameless,
ungrateful hussies! Five thousand pounds
you've cost me, miss. Not a penny less, by
gum ! Now, you answer straight. It'd take
you a month o’ Sundays to tell what I have
given you; but you tell me what I've nor
given you ?™

(1] L0ve..”

[ 11 Eh?.?’

¥“You don't love me; you never have
loved me. You love things.” She waved
an all-embracing arm. *“Old chairs, faded
tapestries, cracked china. You don't love,
you can't love, persons.”

“Say that again. I want it to soak im.”

She said it again, with amazing calmness.
Quinney, too confounded to deal adequately
with her, turned to James.

“D)» you love persons too 2"

“ That's riigh:™

“ Things worth their weight in gold don't
interest you—hay ? ™

“‘They interest me, but I don't love them.™

“ Never occurred to you, did it, that these
things would belong to my girl some day ?”

“ It may have occurred to me, but ¥ didn't
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fall in love with Posy because she was your
daughter.*'

“Oh, really? You'd take her as she stands
—hay ?'

“Yes

" YYOU CAN HAVE HER,

“ How do you propose fo support

“That's easy answered. Old Cohen wants
me. You pay me three pounds a week, I'm
worth ten pounds, and Cohen is willing to
give six pounds, not to mention a small com-
mission on sales and purcheses.”

Quinney sat down, gasping. He, the most
Vol. ukii—21.

HE SHOUTED.

CAREMNET.

acute valuer of his generation, had never
appraised these two. He had always con-
sidered that James was overpaid. Old
Cohen must be mad. Trembling and per-
spiring, he played his trump card.

'TAKE HER NOW—aAND 661"

* You can have her," he shouted.
her now—and go !

Posy faltemedl: “Héttier, you don't mean
it?"

“Yes, I do. Let him take you away if he
wants you as you are.”

He was certain that James would *“back

“Take
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down,” and that a great victory was impend-
ing, But James replied, without hesitation :—

“Come, Posy! My mother will be de-
lighted to see you. I'll get a special licence
this afternoon.”

The girl held up her head proudly. It is
barely possible that till this moment she
had never been absolutely sure of James.
She beamed upon him.

“ Oh, Jim," she exclaimed, fervently, “ you
are a darling !

She flung herself into his outstretched arms,
and they kissed each other, quite regardless
of Mr. Quinney. He stared about him,
bewildered. Then he said, gaspingly —

“ What would your pore mother have said #*

Posy released herself and approached her
father. Pity shone softly in her eyes as she
asked, gemtlly:—

“ Do you want to know what mother would
have said ?”

“1'm glad she was spared this, pore soull! ™
ejaculated the bereaved man. *“God, in His
mercy, took her in time."

Do you want to know what mother would
have said »* )

She repeated the question in a deeper, more
impressive tone.

* What do you mean ?

“ Wait’

She fled upstairs. During her absence
Quinney wondered how he would replace
James Migott, whom he had trained so
diligently from tender years. ' The dog knew
so much that only time and patience and
experience could impart. He had always
intended to offer James a very small share in
the business.

Posy appeared breathless, and carrying a
sheet of paper in her hand.

“MRogadd that, father.” As he fumbled for
his spectacles, she said, softly, “Ntkay I read
it aloud ?™

“[ don't care what you do.”

But in his heart he knew that this was a
lie. He did care. 'TThe conviction stole ups n
him that they had “dested™ him., He
wanted Posy with something of the hunger
which seized him when he went to the Gold
Room of the British Museum and beheld the
incomparable Portland Vase, priceless though
broken. Then he heard Posy’s voice, and it
strurk him for the first time that it was like

TWE STRAMDD MMAGHZANE.

her mother's. The similarity oi lorm and
feature also was startling. He grew pale and
tremulous, for it seemed as if his wife had come
back from the dead. When he closed his
eyes he could imagine that she was sf eaking.
My DARLING LITTLE GIRL,—Withem you read this I
shall be #iead. I want to tell you liefore | go some-
thing about your father, which may save you mueh
unhappiness. He loved me dearly once, and he usel
to tell me so. And then he jjfew maore ane more
absorjed in his buslness, anel nOW he is 50 wrapped u
in It that I greatly fear he may infect you, and that,
like him, you mady eome fa ligfleve that the beauty of
the werld 'is to lie found in slieks and stones. Td me
they are just that=sticks and stones. And 89, wh@n
me nm@ Eomes for you {8 marr, be sure {hat
& AR WHe Joves yau foF QHFS.@I and w Qﬁ’ﬂ

eu |ev@ fa; mméeif R ¥0
i il

wa§ s agRY Wil
§¥s B@sn 4hha i FE E‘éﬁi %Russé}
%‘E things ¢ §ﬁ§ﬂ? Y% QEHSI? eEH N AR

My old servant will deliver this letter to you ‘when
you are seventeen. Read it sometimes, and keep It
safe, for it is all that I have to leave youl.—YouF
loving MOTHER.

Before she had reached the end Quinney
had covered his face with his hands. When
Posy’s soft voice died away he made no sign.
She believed then that his heart was dead
indeed. James signed to her to come with
him, but she gazed sorrowfully at her father,
with the teats rolling down her eheeks.

“Coantbye,” she faltered. “Wam don't
want me, and James does.”

Quinney lifted his head and sprang to his
feet. The force of character which had made
him pre-eminent in his business thrilled in his
voice as he said, authoritatively :—

“l do want you. And I want James.
I—I—I've always held on tight to the best,
and I shall hold on to you."” Tihem his voice
failed as they stared at him, hardly realizing
what he meant.

“Give me your mother's letter and lesave
me."”

They went out, closing the doot. Quinney
read the letter through and gazed at the
things which had come between him and the
whitier. Then he placed the letter in the
lacquer cabinet, locked it, and slipped the
key into his pocket. His face worked
strangely as he tried to keep back the tears
which were softening his heart.

He muttered brokenly :—

“I wonder whether the pore dear soul
knows?”
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INSTANICES BY

"STRAND"™

READERS.

Ilhistrated by W. E. Whiggtull.

N a recent issue of THE
STRAND we gave a number
of instances of impudent
audacity, and suggested that
our readers might be able and
willing to supply further ones
out of their own knowledge

or experience. With this suggestion hun-
dreds have complied, and we have pleasure
this month in giving a selection from the
anecdotes received. It is curious hew the
same story will turn up in different places,
related of different times and persons. More
than one has been sent te us by at least half-
a-dozen correspendents, widely separated.
This is the ease with the fellowing, ef whieh
we eheese the version ferwarded by M. F. H.
Utsell, of Abbey Weed, Kent.

“ A traveller in books,” he writes, *“ who
had been working Auckland, New Zealand, for
all it was worth, called one morning on a
grocer and introduced to his notice a medical
work at the price of one sovereign. The
grocer said he was too busy to attend to him,
but if he cared to show the work to his wife
he could do so. If she was satisfled with it
he weuld purchase a copy.

“The American immediately proceeded
to the grocer’s private residence, where he
informed the wife that the grocer had sent
him with the book, for which she was to pay.
The good lady, without demur, did so. The
traveller then returned to the store, where the
grocer was informed that his wife was very
pleased with the work and would like her
husband to purchase a copy. This the grocer
did, whilst the traveller casually informed him
that he wished to catch the boat for Welling-
ton that morning.

“ A short time after his departure a
messenger came from the house who informed
the grocer that his wife had purchased the
book at his desire and was very pleased with
it. The grocer’s thoughts, on receiving this
message, can easily be imagined.

“ Just at this time a carrier called who did
most of the collecting of goods from the
various wharves. Acting on the spur of the
moment, and not wishing to explain too fully

the manner in which he had been done, the
grocer asked him to go down to the wharf
and request the Yankee to come back, as he
wished to speak to him. The carrier drove
down to the waterside with as little delay as
possible, and, seeing the object of his journey
on the deck of the steamer, gave the grocer’s
message to him. ‘Oh, yes,' was the reply,
‘T know what he wants. I was shewing him
a book this morning. 1 expect he wants to
buy ene. There isn’t time for me to go back,
or I shall lose this boat. You can pay me fer
the book, and he will pay you again when yeu
take it to him.’

“ The carrier, being ignorant of the trick
already played on the grocer, readily pro-
duced the sovereign and returned with the
book to his employer. What was said when
the third copy of the medical book was laid
on the grocer’s counter history does not say,
but it is certain that American travellers
never received a kindly reception at that store
again.”

Here is another example of audacious and
ingenious resourcefulness, sent in by Mr.
Thomas Russell, 3, Fleet Road, Hampstead,
N.W. —

“ A baker's barrow was standing un-
attended in a side street when a shabby man,
by his appearance hard up and evidently out
of work, looking round and seeing no one
about, lifted the lid and quickly abstracted
two loaves. He had one in each hand, just
as the baker came out of a gateway close by.

“ The baker rushed up and, in a loud voice,
demanded what he was doing there.

“ The man calmly commenced weighing
the loaves one against the other; then, turning
to the baker, said :—

“*1 was just wondering whether your loaf
was heavier than mine, as my baker gives
short weight !’

“*You put my loaf down and clear out
of it.’

“ The man immediately dropped one back
into the barrow, and with the exclamation,
¢ All right, old chap, don't get nasty,’ made
a rapid retreat with the other loafi
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To Mr. A. Garnett, 4, Redan Sireet,
Ipswich, we are indebted for the follow-
ing :—

“ Mirs. R— - lives in a semi-detached villa
with a neat little garden back and front.
She has a particular fancy for primroses,
although last year, on a certain date, she had
fewer than she desired. ‘There were enough
for the front garden, but none in the back.
One morning a man brought round to the
back door a quantity of healthy-looking
roots, and Mrs. R—— was glad to buy his
whole stock

“ An hour later, on going to the front door,
she discovered that the hawker had merely
dug up the roots from the front garden, and,
with colossal impudence, had carried them
round the house to sell again to their owner
for the badk.”

Bt there is brazen audacity
of all sorts and degrees of in-
genuity. The next, though
not new, is unique.

“A  wealthy gemtlemean,”

writes Mr. John F. Walls, of
New London, Comnectiout,
U.S.A., “died leaving his
property to the three leading
religious sects, stipulating,
however, that the representa-
tives of each should attend his
funeral and deposit one thou-
sand dollars eaeh in his coffin.
The deceased was knewn te be
highly eceentrle, and all three
of the destined benefielarles
eomplled. The priest stepped
forward and depesited his
theusand dellars A  paper
meney ; the elergyman put A
a like sum in geld, and was
fellowed By a deveut Hebrew,
whe laid iR his required 6eA-
tribution and, after fumBlin
abeut the ceffim, retired.

week later, when the pre-
perty had realized a econsider-
able” sim. the trie met; ahd4,
after seme conversation, the
first twe mentioned {their
Buried syms A geld and bank-
pfes. < Y¥hat 3ort 8f mofex
16 you put jA 7' they aske
Eé JoW. PRE IAtter " smileq.
R, 58 H@FH@E’ | pHt 1

%n of fhiee hoysa
§ f and - 1ogk 9J§ e

i
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Here is a case of cold-blooded effromtery,
related by Mr. T. Robinson, §9, Hazlewell
Road. Putmey:—

“ One day a thief went into a small com-
mercial hotel, where there was no porter,
and took all the top-hats which he ceuld lay
his hands upon. Just as he was going out a
commercial traveller entered and asked him
what he was doing there. Without the
slightest hesitation the thief promptly
replied : ‘I'm taking them round to be
ironed, sir. Absolutely no charge,” and con-
tinued, with the utmost coolness. ' And can
1 oblige you by taking yours as well, sir ?”

“ To this the traveller readlly assented.

¢ Well, as it's free and there's no charge,
you might as well take mine, theugh it’s
nearly new and deesn't really want deing.’

Thereupon the thief quickly walked out



CHEHK .

leaving the other to awaken to his loss, a
sadder but a wiser mam.”

From hats we turn to beds, which are
naturally far more rarely the object of the
swindler’s attentions. The story is sent by
Mr. A. J. Romeril, Beaumont, Jersey:—

“The proprietor of a shop, hearing an
unusual noise upstairs, went to imvestigate,
and found a man on the landing with a huge
bundle of bedding, and of course asked what
business he had there.

“*I've come with the bed,' said the man.

“‘What bed ? 1've ordered nmome.’

“* Aren’'t you Mr. —— 2

“ ‘* No, certainly natt; so just clear out at
once. And another time you ring at the side
entrance.’

“ The man apologized for his mistake, and
then got the bundle on his
back, the proprietor helping
him, as it was so unwieldly,
and seeing him out of -the
house.

“ His disgust may be
better imagined than descri-
bed when he discovered
some hours later that he had
assisted in the removal of
his own feather bed, pillows,
and bedding ! ”

The following case of
colossal impudence is said
by Mr. Thomas McGrath, 2,
Cross Avenue, Dublfin, to be
well authenticated. But the
same story is related as
having taken place in Hong-
Kong and in an Aferiean
town i—

“ The Four Courts, Dublin,
are a massive pile of build-
ings situated on the bank of
the River Liffey. Within
these walls takes place all
the principal law business of
the City of Dublin. One day
during the hearing of a
celebrated law-suit, within
the great hall of justice, a
slight  Interruption  was
caused By the appearance at
the entrafce t6 the hall of a
fian earrying 6n his sheulder
a leng ladder whe ‘ came te
take away the big eleek te
mend it The man’s efrand
was netified te the judge,

who sent round word that the man
should * take down the clock and be smart
about it The man obeyed his lordship’s
order to the letter, but from that day to this
nobody has seen either the man with the
ladder or the fine clock which for so long had
told the time of day to the law in Dublim

Frequently a brazen impudence supplies
the omission of a card of invitation to private
parties. It is occasionally useful at public
demonstrations. Miss E. Newton, 2, St.
John’s Terrace, King’'s Lynn, sends us the
following :—

“ Two gentlemen of the writer's acquaint-
ance travelled some years ago from King's
Lynn to Manchester, to hear the late Right
Hon. W. E. Gladstone address a political
meeting. Reaching their destination somewhat

MYHE MAN GOT THE BUNDLE ON HIS BACK, THE BPROPRIETOR
HELPING HIM AND SEEING HIM OUT OF THE HOUSK’
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late, they were dismayed to fiimd the meeting
so'crowded that all hope of hearing the great
orator seemed at an end. Mr. R——, how-
ever, was of a resourceful nature; moreover,
he possessed a remarkably powerful voice.
Raising the latter to its utmost capacity and
gently urging his friend forward, he com-

““OH, 1T KKALLY DOESN'T MATTER.

manded the audience to ‘ make way for his
lordship.! Immediately a pathway opened,
and a repetition of this ‘'Open Sesame
admitted the impostors to the best position
the hall afforded, where they sat and enmjoyed
Mr. Gladstone’s speech in comfiontt”™

I DON T KEQUIKE BLANKETS, BUT | WAS
JUST WAITING FOR MY DAUGHTER, AND CAME IN TO REST FOR A NOWRENE

The cool cheek, not to say the imtolerable
presumption, of some shoppers has passed
into a proverb.

“ A stout old ladiv,” writes Mr. James B.
Thomson, 26, Grosvenor Place, Aberdeen,
“ entered a drapery establishment on a very
warm day and, dropping heavily on a chair,

asked to be shown a
pair of blankets. The
assistant quickly pro-
duced a light pair, and
these the lady abruptly
dismissed and called
for Ibetter
quality. The
shopman re-
Eumed with la
eavy paree
and the \%ﬂeuld-
bBe cwstemer
was §een enh-
gaged making
A “CUR%RFY xX:
aminatien  ef
the  midnight
esvering .

“ Amotther
refusal made it
necessary for
the assistant to
descend to the
cellar, whenee
he rmeturned
with a hu e
package.
perspifﬁtieﬁl
was  drepping
frem his brew
as he unfelded
the pgeeds fef
Ris cliient’s
inspeetion.
With a patren:
izing aif, the
134y inguired i
ol WQ all the
st8ek, and the

assistant  wa
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A Case of Whtdaraft.

By C. C. ANDREWS.
llkistiated by Steven Spurrier.

ANDAL PRESTOTT, erect
1| and square-shouldered in his

saddle, sat for a moment con-

sidering, a thoughtful frown

upon his handsome, dark -

skinned young face. Without

doubt his proper course was
to follow the road. At the hostelry where
he had lain last night, making his only halt
in his ride south from Oxford, he had received
full directions as to his way, and the weather-
warped, moss-grown finger-post which he
had consulted a mile back had fully con-
firmed them—the road, it declared, would
bring him in due course into Lexborough
town. But the road was execrable, the sun's
heat pitiless, and the leafy quiet of the forest
beckoned. He turned his horse’s head and
rode in among the trees.

The way followed very nearly the curve of
the road ; surely, he decided, it would bring
him almost as well to Lexborough. But,
being a prudent youth, he presently loosed
the loaded pistol in his holster-case. Any
of the huge tree-boles might hide one of the
lurking ruffians who infested both higlhway
and by-way. Once there was a scurry in the
bracken, and a splendid tawny dog-fox flashed
across the track ; once again came a little
glade alive with white and grey rabbits ; so
he rode through the heart of the forest, and
saw no trace of a human creature. The
trees were thinning when on a sudden he
utered a sharp ejaculation and half drew rein,
staring before him at a certain spot among
them where the sun-shafts struck down like
golden spears. Was that vague shape a
moss-grown stump, 6f what he had faneied
it—the cleaked and stooping figure of an
aneient waman, hastily shrinking and cower-
ing away ?

“Sure 'twas a womam,” he muttered,
puzzled, “ or my eyes play me odd pranks on
a sudden. It seemed that she started from
the path at sight of me, and—eh—what's
this ? What's to do now ? '

Had he been a less skilled rider he must
have been unseated. His horse, trotting
soberly over a stretch of sward as level as a
table and as soft as velvet, had suddenly
stumbled forward, almost coming to his
knees. Out of the saddle in a moment, he
bent to examine the near fore-foot, led the
animal forward a pace or two, stopped, and
turned his face with a laugh.

“ Hast bewitched my horse, dame ?** he
cried. “ The beast is dead-lame. Surely
an evil eye hath overlooked him that he
stumbles for no cause! Come and unwork
your charm, or I shall scarce reach the town
by nightfalll”

They were bold words for a time when in
many country places the terror of witchcraft
ran in the blood of gentle and simple alike ;
but young Randal Prescott was a student,
and, moreover, of a gay and fearless spirit.
He waited, his eyes upon the crouching shape
which he had heard rustle and seen stir.
It moved again, rising erect, advanced,
approached, stepped out from the woodland
tangle, and—he doffed his hat in eager flurry
and stared amazed.

For he had fancied a decrepit beldame, a
very crone, bleached and bent, withered and
tottering, hidden beneath that hooded cloak
of hodden grey. There stood before him a
slim girl as pink as a roseleaf and straight as
a lily. Master Prescott for the moment
forgot his college breeding ; he stared at her
russet skirts and her buckled shoes, her snowy
apron and folded kerchief, at the little cap
which covered, but did not hide, her golden
hair. Then he looked at her brown eyes,
and, dazzled, thought them golden too. But
he found his tongue.

“ 1 crave your pardon, mistress,” he began
hastily and stammering. “ Indeed, 1 knew
not to whom I spoke. I—I thought when
I called—1—I believed——"

“That you saw a grand-dame, sir?™
She followed his perplexed glance to the
huddle of grey folds that lay across her arm.
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“ It is the cloak—only the cloak. And ’twas
a most natural mistake, since wearing it ’tis
true I look no less. Sure, that is natural,
too—it was my grandmother’s.” She spoke
in the sweetest little candid voice, as simply
as a child; young Prescott, looking and
listening, found it and her equally entrancing.
Now her brown eyes shifted seriously from
his face to his horse. * Yuwr hotse is lame on
a sudden, sir ? That is strange.”

“ Most strange, madam, since I saw nothing
to cause him to stumble as he did, near
throwing me. He is dead-lame. I know
not how far from Lexihorough this may be,
but, much or little, 1 must needs walk it,
since 1 can scarce ride the poor bezst.”

“Tis a mile to the edge of the forest, sir,
and by the road near another into the towm.”
She paused, wrinkling her pretty forehead
in perplexity. “ It may be that he hath but
hurt himself in stumbling, and will recover in
a little, or mayhap a pebble or some sharp
thing is slipped into the shoe.” She hesitated
again. “ If it would please you to come with
me and rest awhile and look to it, you are
kindly welcome, sit. 'Tis but a short way."”

With a little beckoning gesture she stepped
back among the trees ; young Randal Pres-
cott found himself following with his head in
a whirl. Had she her dwelling in.the forest ?
Not all his study of ancient classic tomes—
of which he was a dear lover—had furnished
him with a precedent for wood-nymph or
dryad in cap and kirtle and russet gown.
Was ever suech golden hair and dimpled chin—
such brown eyes and little tripping feet, he
thought, in a boyish tranee of delight and
woender. She glanced up with the brown eyes,
and stammering, yet bold, he Elunged inte a
guestion. Might he knew hew she was
called ?

“1 am Margery Wilmot, sir,” she answered,
briefly. Her voice was odd, cold—she looked
away. As he repeated it, wondering whether
he might have offended her, she glanced at
him again, and he saw her pink cheeks pale.
“ You have not heard the name, sir 2°*

“ 1t has not been my happiness, mediem’*
He was recovering himself. They were the
days of stilted phrases, and he had brought
a gallant manner from his Oxford college.
He swept her a bow. "I rejoiee now i my
better fortune, and beg leave in turn to tell
you my name—Randal Prescott, and yeur
humble sérvd.”

“ Prescott ! Ah—then you go to Justice
Prescott’s house, sir ? " she cried.

" Surely, madam. 1 am his nephew ; my
father—dead, alas!'—was his brother.” He
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hesitated. “ You know my uncle, doubtless,
and Madam Elinor, his sister ? ™

“1 have seen his Worship riding to the
Court - house, and the lady in her coach.
The path narrows, sir, and winds—'tis better
I go first, so please you."

She went first, swiftly. Following, he
wondered whether, when he told his name,
she had really started aside with eyes
frightened wide and a gesture as though she
would dart away. Vastly unwilling to believe
so, he decided that it was not so. When
presently the widening of the track suffered
him to walk at her side again, he did so in
silence. It widened still more, opening out
into a little glade snowed thick with daisies,
and she pointed across.

% 'Tis there, sir,” she said.

Young Prescott looked across the glade at
a tiny thatched cottage set in a garden-patch,
whose latticed windows, catching the sumrays.
glowed goldenly.

“ You are watched for, it seems, madizm

“ Watched for?* She turned with a
start, her eyes wondering.

“Surely. The child is at the doar.”

“ The child ?” she cried. “ There is no
child, sir.”

“No child?” young Prescott echoed.
“ Sure, "twas not my fancy that I saw a little
maid at the door ?

“ A little maid 2" She looked bewildered.
“ Indeed, 'twas your fancy, sir. I see mothing
at the door.”

“TFuily, nor I, now. But I thought a
moment since that a child stood there—a
little maid in a white smock with dark curls
hanging down. It seemed that, seeing you,
she darted away into the house. 'Twas but
a moment, but I surely thought I saw her.

“'Tis your fancy, sir,” Margery repeated.
“ There is no one theme’*

“No one?” The words diverted him
instantly. * Sure, madam, you do not
live——" he began, and stopped, stammering.

With her sweet little artless air of candour
she answered the unasked question.

“ Alone ? Yes, sir. My grandmother died
last Candlemas, and I have no kindred else,
or know of none such.” Her tone changed.
“Sure, your horse doth not walk lame!™
she exclaimed. * He hath recowered of his
hurt alresdyy.”

It was so. No sign of the lameness re-
mained, nor did an examination of the foot
show any reason why it had ever been. In
his heart it may be that young Randal
Prescott somewhat resented this swift re-
covery, since it left him with no excuse for
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passing the cottage-gate or even for lingering.
But he did his best gallantly, begging a drink
of water for his beast, and then there was
nothing to do but thank her, and listen bare-
headed to the directions she gave him for
reaching the road. A great cat, striped with
a tigerish splendour of yellow and black, had
come sidling out of the cottage, and leaped,
purring, to her shoulder, where it sat rubbing
its sleek head against her little ear and pink
cheek as he made her his farewell bow.

“ A thousand thanks, Mistress Mtamgeny,
and, since I must say it, farewelll”

She made a little curtsy, very pretty and
demure.

“You are most kindly welcome, Misster
Prescott—farewell,” she answered sedately.

Then there was nothing for it but to ride
away. Turning to doff his hat again as he
passed out of the glade, he carried away like
a picture his last sight of her standing by the
gate with the grey grand-dame’s cloak lying
in a huddled heap at her feet, and the great
purring cat upon her shoulder. It was a
picture that he still carried with him when in
due course, and with no further let or hin-
drance, he rode into Lexibotough town.

Or, to be precise, when he stopped short
of the town, for Justice Prescott's house lay
outside it, standing back from the dusty road,
and with a broad sweep of greensward before
its tall iron gates. The Justice himself sat
in the deep, ivy-hung porch before the chief
entrance, dozing over his great pipe and tan-
kard of spiced wine, and beside him his sister,
Madam Elinor, a lady who had been in
her youth a rare beauty, and who now, in
her autumn, was still so graceful, gracious,
and lovely that her spinsterhood was a
marvel to all save herself. But among the
inany who had been her suitors, and the more
who would fain have become so, she had
found for her heart no mate and for her head
no master, and so was Elinor Prescott still,
She rose with a little cry of pleasure as her
nephew, riding in. doffed his hat to her, and
came hurrying to meet him with a whispering
sweep and rustle of silk. She wore always
the rich brocades and fine velvets which
harmonized best with her stately stature and
noble beauty, and carried their splendours
like a gueen.

“ Sure, you are late, child ! she cried.
“ We looked for you at dinner, and now ’tis
almost dusk. 'l had near persuaded myself
into a tremor, fearing some mishap upon the
roa'd'll

“ There was naught, dear madam ; but the
heat went ill with fast riding,” the young man
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answered. He bent to kiss her white hand,
and she, bending too, fondly kissed his cheek.
“ But indeed I grieve if I gave you disquikst’

“ Nay—a woman hath always fears when
her men folk are abroad ; 'tis our sex’s way,”
said Madam Elinor. She laid her hand upon
his shoulder, scanning his straight, sunburnt
comeliness and bright dark eyes. “ Indeed,
you grow a man apace, Ramdal,” she said,
smiling. * But that is as it should be. Sure,
'tis two years and more since last we met in
London before your father’s death ?

“ Seeing you, madam, I should say *twas
but yesterday,” he returned, gallantly ; “ but,
truly, the calendar would rate it at two years
and over. I trust that I also find my uncle
in good health ? ™

“ Indeed—yes. Richard hath his health as
always,” said Madam Elinor, quietly.

Following the lady as she turned in the
walk, her nephew glanced at her curiously,
finding the change in her voice matched by a
change in her face. But he asked no question,
lacking, indeed, the time to put one. The
Justice had been aroused from his doze by
the sounds of the arrival, and advanced from
the porch, moving slowly as was his wont,
for he was a big man, both tall and bulky.
His greeting hand-clasp to his nephew was
warm enough, but no smile went with it, and
his words were blunt and few. Young
Randal Prescott, recalling a memory of him
that was two years old, could ill conceal his
trouble, surprise, and wondef. Answering
pain shone from Madam Elinor's soft eyes
when between the pauses of their halting talk
he glanced at her with a question in his own.
The Justiice was stretching his great arms and
yawning.

“ Wilt be tired, lad,” he said, curtly, “ and
hungry too, I make no doubt ? Wilt look to
the boy's wants, Elinor ? [ have business
in my study™ Moving away, he turned
back again, and for a moment laid his large
hand on the young man's shoulder. * Didst
take thy time in coming, nephew; but I like
thee none the worse for that. 'Twas well not
to remind me too soon of what’s lost and
whose place stands empty for your filllirg."

He strode into the house, calling to a servant
to follow with pipe and tankard. His voice
was harsh and his step heavy. Young
Prescott looked into the troubled face of
Madam Elinor.

“ My uncle is indeed changed, madam, I
hoped that in part, at least, he had recovered
of his grief for the death of my cousim.”

“ Most sorely changed,” Madam Elinor
assented. She sighed, laying a hand upon
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his arm. “ You must not take it ill that he
was not warmer in his greeting of you,
Randal,” she urged, gently. “ His wound
rankles cruelly yet, and 1 fear 'twill be long
before 'tis healed, if ever. It irks him to his
heart to sec you here, his heir, in the place of
his golden Margaret. Never was man more
changed than he hath been since he lost her.
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beauty had made her a toast of the coumtry-
side, and whom her adoring father had always
called fondly his golden Margaret. “ If, as
it seems, my coming but renews his sorrow,
it may be better that I go.”

“No, no," the lady protested quickly.
* ‘Twas not my meaning—I trust that your
presence may rouse him when the first sting

He is harsh, who was so kindly ; he is morose
and silent, who had cheerful words and looks
for all ; in the last year 1 have scarce seen him
smile.” She sighed again. “ Indeed, the
loss of our sweet maid hath left the house a
sad and empty place, my dear, and her father
a stricken rmam.”

“ 1 see it with grief, believe me, mradierm.*
He hesitated, thinking of the dead girl whom,
it chanced, he had never seen, whose budding

of seeing you is past—he hath always loved
you, as you know—I wished only that you
should not take his manner amiss, my dear.
You are his heir—naught can alter it—it is
well you should be here.” She paused, re-
garding him with a smile, and spoke more
cheerfully. ™ 1 have thought of late that
someone fair and young about the house, and
about his chair—someone who mayhap by
good luck could show him something zi our
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Margaret's face and ways—would go far to
comfort and cheer him. And so I have
pleased myself with a fancy, Randall.”

“ It may well be that you are right, madam.
But I fear I do not guess your fancy.”

“NoP" She laughed gently. *“ And yet
'tis of you also, child. Sure, I am like near
all women, half jealous of books, and indeed
I think a young man may ponder them too
much. ’'Twould please me well to hear that
you were minded to make an end of your
studies and love a wife in their place.”

Young Prescott laughed and coloured
boyishly.

“ A wife? °Tis a fancy indeed, madam 1

“ Why not ? " asked Madam Elinor. She
sighed and smiled. “1 have not wedded,
and for me it has been well, but ’tis not so
for most. One is not young always—the
grey hairs will come, and the loneliness, may-
hap—who can tell >—a man sits but cold
upon a solitary hearth. And so I would have
you marry, my dear.” She paused; her
tone brightened. * Sure, I think you blush,
Randal ! And I have heard whispers of a
certain Mistress Sarah Pilgrim, have I not ? "

“On my honour ’tis nothing, madam,
or so little it may be called netlnimg”
He laughed again, whole-heartedly enough.
“ And Mistress Pilgrim hath eyes and hair as
black as sloes. She would remind my unele
but ill of his golden Mtergaore.”

Madam Elinor said nothing. The twilight
silence was suddenly broken by a sound of
approaching feet upon the road, hurrying,
almost runmimg; they crossed the sweep of
turf beyond the iron gates, and a confused
group of perhaps a dozen people came crowd-
ing through. In advance was a woman,
dragging a scared boy some ten years old by
the handl; her cap and gown all disordered,
and her young, comely face swollen and
reddened with weeping.

“’Tis Joan Arkwright, the iackamigh’s
wife 1" cried Madam Elinor, advancing.
“ What ails you, child ?

People might shrink from the stern face
and great voice of the Justice, but all the
poorer folk for miles around brought their
troubles to her as to a friend who never failed
them. The woman flung up her arms with
a cry.

“'Tis my little Nan,” she sobbed willdlly.
“ He hath lost her, madam !

“ Lost her ? The child

*“ Aye, the little knave, the dolig! ”’ cried the
woman—she shook the blubbering captive
fiercely. “ I went at noon to tend my mother,
madam—she hath a turn of the falling sick-
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ness, as you know—and left him, bidding him
mind the little maid when she woke, ‘Twas
but an hour since I returned, and, the house
seeming empty, thought them in play together
at a neighbour's. But anon I found him
hidden and crying, and he can tell me naught
of the little one but that he went out and left
her sleeping and came back to find her gone ! *

She released the urchin with a swing and
a cuff that made him stagger; he burst into
a roaring wail. ‘Madam Elinor sought to
quiet and question him, but, scared of her,
worse scared of his mother, inarticulate with
abject sobs and snuffiimgs, the luckless little
wretch could tell no more than had been told
already. Releasing him, the lady glanced
at a figure in the front rank of the group, a
long-limbed, shambling lad.

“ What is it you say, Bamaby Jenkin ?
You saw the child ? ™

“If it please you, madam, yes,” he stam-
mered. “ I saw a little maid alone in the lane
behind the church—I1 think the blacksmith's
Nan—it had the look of her. 'Twas at three
o'clock—the hour struck as I stood to watch

her, mmadkeam.”
“Three o'clodk! And now ’tis near mned "
Madam Elinor ejaculated ; she checked

herself, smoothing her involuntary expres-
sion of alarm. “ Hush, hush, Joan; the
child is doubtless safe enough—she hath but
wandered away as children left alone will do.
The lane behind the church ? That leads to
the Datchet Road and yaur sister’s house,
where she hath often been. 'Twill be best
that you send there. Hath any search been
made ? ™

She addressed the group at large, eliciting
a dozen confused and contradictory responses.
No systematic search had been made, it
seemed, although some zealous spirits were
already dragging the horsepond on the green.
The tumult was at its loudest when the
Justice came striding out into the mmidist;
the clamour had disturbed him in his studly.
Grasping its import in a moment or two, he
turned frowning upon the wildly-sobbing
mother, who distractedly made as though
she would fling herself at his knees.

“ Wilt deafen me, woman ? * he demanded),
harshly. “ What wouldst have ? Have I
thy child ? *

“ Dear Richard, nay—'tis her youngest
child,” Madam Elinor remonstrated, gently.
“ She did but come to ask me what is best
to do. The little one, it seems, was seen in
the lane behind the church, which leads, as
you know, to the Datchet Road. ’Tis best
that search be made that way, and that——"
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She stopped, A figure suddenly thrust
itself forward out of the group—an old
woman, tall and gaunt, a pair of glittering
black eyes lighting up the fierce, peaked,
wrinkled face within the puckers of her hood,

" The lane behind the church 1" she macked,
shrilly. *’Tis the way to more than Datchet,
that lane, as well your Worship knows. It
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evil eye hath overlooked who pined into the
graveyard like snow before the sun, and when
she died last Candlemas, wast not in a storm
that shook the very heavens ? And is there
one among ye doubts that as she was so is
the jade her granddaughter ? What doth
she, dwelling alone in the forest? Aloene,
guotha! She hath black company there, I
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leads also to the forest, sir, doth it not ?
Yes—yes! And ye know well, good neighbours
all, what evil lurks in its dark places, and
what black mischief hath been wrought there.
Hadst best seek the little one quickly, Joan
Arkwright, an’ ye would find her free of spells
and witchcraft. 'Tis well known that old
Dame Wilmot was a witch of witches and in
league with Satan's self—couldst name as
many as there are fingers on this hand her

warrant ye ! 'Tis a strange cloak that can
hide at once grey hag and young maid, as
there arc tales hers doth ! If the hussy be
not a witch and fit for stocks and whipping-
post, never trust me ! ™

A confirmatory mutter ran through the
group. Young Randal Prescott started
forward, flushed and angry.

“ Sure they are mad. sir!" he cried, im-
dignantly. “’Tis shameful that foul tongues
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should so belie the inmocentt! I met with
Mistress Wilmot in the forest as ] came—my
horse had fallen lame—she would most kindly
have had me follow her that I might rest and
tend the beast, and——"

He stopped, for Madam Elinor at his side
had plucked his sleeve. The Justice, for a
moment fixing him with a frown and stare,
the next turned about and thrust the woman
back among her fellows.

“ Hold thy prate, beldame,” he commmanded),
harshly, “ unless wouldst have me find my
own way to stop thy tongue! And you,
mistress, go seek your child where, as madam
tells ye, "tis most like thyit she hath wandered.
Get ye gone, one and all, and give me no more
babble of forests and witches! Out of the
gates, I say!”

His stamp and large, imperious arm-swing
sent the little crowd huddling through the
gates like so many fluttered fowls. As he
followed, to shut them with a clang, his
nephew spoke hastily.

“ Sure, madam, what I said was no harm
of Mistress Wilmot, and could have done
none ? You, so wise, so kind, you cannot

think——"
“No, no,” Madam Elinor imtemupted),
quickly. “ Indeed, I think no ill of the girl,

Randal—I have scarce seen her—nor did 1
so of her grandmother, who was a woman of
good repute as far as I know, strange only in
that it pleased her to live alone and mix with
none. But there were strange tales whis-
pered of her among our foolish folk, as there
are now of her granddaughter, and for that
reason 'twas well I checked you when you
spoke of your horse falling leme—'tweuld
have wanted little to make them ery that the
girl had bewitched both the beast and yeu.
Poor souls, they are ignerant, terrified of the
knew not what, and never shall you fifd sue
eruelty as that ef Ignorance and fear. Dld
they In thelr present temper ge to the
forest—"

“ Sure, madam, you cannot mean the diolis
would harm her 2" cried the young man,
aghast. “ You cannot think it, sir ?

The Justice had come striding back. His
frown was black still.

“1 think naught,” he answered, gruffly,
“ but that there are those would say thou art
fortunate if no ill follows meeting with the
wench. There is overmuch talk of her and
her ways—'tis in my mind to have her haled
before me to answer for her tricks—a spell
of jail might quiet the jade. More than one
hath sworn to me that her cloak hides a crone
when she will, and that there is sure witch-

craft in it.” He ‘laughed harshly, turning
away. “If wilt take my counsel, nephew,
wilt go no more to the forest for old hag or
young maid.” . . .

Young Randal Prescott, lying in the huge
four-poster of Madam Elinor’s guest-chamber, *
tossed restless from dream to dream. Wearied
of the hot discomfort of the tumbled bed, he
rose as the dawn came, dressed, stole down
the staircase, found hat and riding-coat, and
cautiously unbarred the great door. Neither
groom nor scullion would be stirring in the
stables; he would saddle a horse himmself,
and by means of a gallop in the crisp fresh
morning air be rid of the languor and lassitude
of his sleepless night. He did so, choosing
the big powerful grey which the Justice
always rode, and leading the animal out
beyond the gates before e mourited. Pausing
there, and glaneing back at the silent quietude
of the sleeping house, he inveluntarily reealled
the seefie whieh had disturbed its peace last
&l’ghg Was the ehild feund ? he wendered.

as it pessible that, if the eRild were net
feund th@? might, as Madam Eliner had
Hlﬁi@é, 8 te the ferest in seareh, mayhap to
Margery Wilmet's eetiage itself, ahd—

Young Randal Prescott gave a great cry,
his dark face turning white. Had he not, as
he crossed the glade beside her, seen a little
maid at the door ? He had thought so, but
she had denied, and he believed her—but—
what if it were true ? In a moment he was
astride the great grey and riding hard for the
forest—never perhaps in his life had he ridden
so. Far on in a deep shadowy way among
the trees he reined in, heart and pulses racing,
and was dewn upon his feet, seeing her rise
up before him like a very wooed-nymph
indeed.

“ Master Prescott !” It was her second
soft scared cry of his name. “ Sure, 'tis not
you abroad so early ? 'Tis scarce day.”

“ Mistress Margery !* young Prescott said.
He saw her pink cheeks white in the leafy
gloom, her startled brown eyes heavy, and
felt the trembling of the little cold hand that,
strangely, was close in his. = “’Tis stranger
still that you should be abroad—sure ’tis
not safe. Has aught chanced to hurt—
alarm you? I came to see—to seek—I
feared——" He broke off, blundering, breath-
less. “/Ah, your pardon—I speak in riddles—
but—but—there is a child missing, a little
mald. She hath strayed from her homie,
and—ah ! ”

His exclamation was because, with a cry
and a backward step that pulled away her
hand, she glanced down at a bundle lying
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within the shelter of the little woodland cave
whence she had risen—a bundle that, as he
looked, stirred with a fretful whimper. She
bent down and pulled aside the wrapping,
showing a flushed dimpled face; the child
stirred more, and flung out an arm, swathed
from elbow to fimger-tips in white bandages.

“Tis Arkwright the blacksmith's Nam,"
she whispered. “ I know not how she came
to wander alone in the forest ; she is so little
I can scarce follow her talk. Indeed, sir, I
thought I said truly when you spoke of the
littte maid at the door; I could scarce
believe when I went within and found her,
all frightened and crying, the baby thing.
She was hurt as well as frightened—she had
fallen and cut her little arm and hand—see !
The cuts bled so sorely, 1 knew not how to
stanch them—in good truth 1 was frightened
too. Then, when the bleeding ceased, she
was so wearied that she slept. 1 would have
brought her home straightway when she
waked but for the storm—she screamed and
cried with fright, and would not watk. And
when I got thus far on the way the rain began
—I durst not take her through it—I could
but stay and keep her warm and dry as best
I could till "twas ligit." She stood erect
igain. “ You — you came to seek her,
B"r ? m

“1 came thinking 'twas pessible she might
be with you, remembering I had, as I thought,
seen her,” yaung Prescott stammered, * and
and —fearing that if 'twas so——" He broke
oif. “Last night the mother came with a
crowd of dolts, clamouring to my aunt,
Madam Elinor, and—sure, ’tis infamous—
for sheer shame I can scarce say it—but
they—the fools !—dared say——"

“ Sure, 1 know. °*Tis not mew that they
call me witch, sir, as they did my grand-
mother ! ’Tis that you would say.”

* 1 think they are mad, madam,” said
young Prescott simplv.

* Mayhap.” She shook her head. ** Nist
truly I do hurt to none, sir, and 1 am sure my
grandmother did not. 'Twas but, I think,
that she was old and bent and grey. They
say | am the same when I will, and wear her
cloak, and 'tis true I sometimes strive to look
s0.” She paused. * But, indeed, there are
times when a woman alone, with none to
guard her, had needs wish to seem unsightly
and run and hide herself awey."”

“You did not run from me, Miistress

; " said young Prescott. softly.

“ No.” She smiled with her sweet candour,
like a child. “1 saw your face through the
trees, Master Prescott, before 1 came--I
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knew you would do me no hurt. Ah, see—
she is waking, the little maid !

The young man stooped and lifted the
child ; he would himself take her to her
mother, but first must see Mistress Margery
in safety to her cottage, he said, and paid no
heed to her gentle little protest. Margery
advanced, then suddenly stopped, started
bark, and caught his sleeve.

“ Ah ! she cried, in a frightened winisper.
* Listen ! Listen, sir !’

Her gesture was towards the belt of trees
that fenced the glen. From beyond it came
a rustling movement, a tread of feet, and a
murmur, ominous, muttering, threatening,
angry. Then above it a voice cried aloud,
shrill, cracked, and fferree. Young Prescott,
starting, knew it, and Margery gave a cry.

“*Tis Dame Proudfoot!" she .
“@h, I fear her, sir—I fear her! She is
crueller than all—she would have had my
poor grandmother put into prison an she had
had her way—"twas she, I think, first called
her a witch. And 'twas but last market-day
she cried out across the market-place for all
the town to hear that his Worship should
have me whipped. They think to find me at
the cottage, and—ah! Listen! Listen!™

The mutter swelled and burst suddenly
into clamour, with a heavy battering of blows
on door and window ; there followed a pause
of silence, and then such an uproar, so fierce,
so savage, threatening, and merciless, that
he threw his arm round her. She caught a
word or two of the outcry, and turned a face
of terror.

“ 'Tis the little maid's smock—they khave
found it! 'Twas all so covered with the
blood from her cuts that I took it off and left
it. They will think I have killed her. Ah,
do not let them harm me, Master Prescott ! ™

" No, no—they shall do you no hurt, diesr.’*
He clasped her, feeling himself a very giant
because she was so tender and weak. “ Hush
—wait ! What do the fools say ?” For a
minute both stood strained and motionless.
“ By Heaven, they are firing the place ! he
cried.

It was true. The tumult, breaking out
again in a yell of exultation, was mingled with
the sharp crackle and acrid smell of burning
thatch. Young Prescott set the child down.

“ Go to your mother, little ome—look—see
—through the trees—she is there—run to
her,” He pointed, and then caught Margery
by the hand. " Quick!"™ he whispered.
* The dolts are sheer mad, and if they see you
here—you must come with me ! ™

* To the Justice ? No, no—I dare not ! ™
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She shrank back, trembling. * Sure, he will
put me in prison—he will have me whipped ! ”
she gasped. “ Ah, see—see !”

She screamed and clung to him, pointing.
The leaves had parted, and the grey, strained
face of Joan Arkwright peered through. She
saw the child, and with a wild cry sprang upon
and clutched her. In a trice she dragged the
wrapping from the bandaged arm, and at
sight of the cuts shrieked anew; shouts
answered, and a score of figures, men and
women, poured into the glen. Dame Proud-
foot, in advance, the hood thrust back from
her white hair and cruel old face, pointed a
lean finger at the shrinking girl.

“ Didst tell ye true, good neighbours ?*
she piped, shrilly. ™ Wast right that the
witch-jade had stolen the little maid ? See
her, all wounded and bleeding, the little one !
And what doth his Worship's kinsman here
but that she hath cast her evil spells upon
him ? Sure, we have borne too long with
witchcraft and black doings in the forest—
drag her to the Justice, friends!™

“ She is no witch ! " young Prescott shouted
fiercely.

" She i a most sure witch,” screamed the
mother. “ See—see my little Nan ! ™

“ She is mo witch ! ** young Prescott shouted

again. * The child is all unharmed save for
the hurts she gave herself. Ye are mad,
dolts ! ™

* Sure, she hath bewitched the gentleman !
Drag her before his Worship—wilt see babes’
blood drained for the brewing of foul charms ?”
Dame Proudfoot raved.

A threatening murmur rose; the little
crowd surged nearer ; there was murder in
the twitching fingers and menacing eyes,
Young Randal Prescott glanced across the
stream to where the Justice's horse stood
waiting, and an inspiration came to him.
He unfastened the desperate clutch of the
girl’s fingers, and bent to her ear.

“ Let me go, dear,” he whispered, rapidly ;
“ let me go, and follow me. 1 am umarmed,
and can do naught against the fools—'tis the
only way to get you hence unhurt.” Then
he turned about. “ Wait ! he cried again ;
“ stand back and listen, madmen that you
are! | say she is no witch, and she shall
prove it—if she doth not I myself will take
her to the Justice. Didst ever hear of witch
that dared cross running water ? See if she
hath fear of it!™ With a spring he was
across the rivulet. “ Margery, come, dear—
quickly ! he cried.

The girl ran, the water splashing round her;
he caught and swung her up on the grey's
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broad neck. For a moment held silent, the
next a cry burst from the watchers—the ery
of the hunter who sees his prey escape. As
he sprang into the saddle, a dozen were across
the stream and upon them. One, clutching
at the girl, dragged off her little cap; her
golden hair fell streaming ; a second, aiming
a furious blow at her, struck the horse, and
the great beast, snorting, sprang away. The
young burden he carried was scarce heavier
than his master's burly weight. The cries
of the pursuers died away behind him as he
galloped down the track and into the broad
ride that led to the road.

The pace had hardly slackened when he
stopped before the deep porch. Madam
Elinor appeared in the doorway with an
alarmed, questioning face, and the Justice,
seated at his breakfast, started up as the
young man staggered in. For a moment he
stared with mouth agape, then, with a great
stride, caught the insensible girl away and laid
her on a couch, where the lady and a scared
maid, who ran in, bent over her. Breathless,
Randal dropped into a chair, and panted out
incoherent sentences of explanation.

“ The dolts were mad, sir—ripe for mundex;,
he fifiishdd. “ One fool near dragged her from
me ; another struck at her, the brute—l
think 'twas in sheer terror that she swooned.
I could but bring her here—even at the risk
of your anger, —"

“Who talks of anger?"” the Justice
snapped. “ Couldst leave the maid to be
mishandled by a pack o' madmen ? Hadst
done so wouldst have been no blood of mine,
lad ! Sure, Elinor, the fools have done her
no hurt ? Canst see aught of a wound?
Your salts again. And go fetch the Nantes
brandy from the closet in my chamber, g+~
it may revive her.”

He bent over the couch and the swooning
girl, gently putting back a tress of the fallen
golden hair, and when the brandy came held
it himself to her lips. The pungent strength
of the spirit stung her into comsciousTesss;
she stirred, her eyes opening dark and wide,
She saw the face leaning over her, recognized
it, and, with a gasp of fear, sprang up, shrink-
ing back and trembling.

“ Sure, sir, I have done no harm !"” she
cried, terrified.

“Harm ? What harm
the Justice demanded. “ Art safe here,
lass—there's naught to harm thee. Come,
come !” His voice was oddly sofft; still
looking at her—it seemed that he could mnot
look away from her—he patted her shoulder.
“ What s thy name, my dear ? ™

shouldst do?™
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ONE, CLUTCHING AT THE GIRL, DRAGGED OFF HER LITTLE CAP
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“ *Ti¢Margery, sir," she faltered.

“ Margery ? Why, ’'tis Margaret ! cried
the Justice.

She did not understand ; half frightened,
she shrank still. - -

“ No, sir—Margery, an it please yow.*

“ Ay, but ’tis"Margaret—near MNengpnett,*
said - the :Justice. - He; patted her shoulde
again. “ Why, art a-child,” he said, gently
and smiling—" a very baby, no more. How
old, little one ? ™

She made her little curtsy.

*“ 1 am near nineteen, sir.”

“ Near nineteen !'” The Justice turned
about quickly ; his broad face flushed red
to his crisp grizzle of hair. “ Dost hear,
Elinor ? 'Twoiild have been my Mavgaret's
age come Martinmas! And—and—sister—
sure you see the likeness, do you not ?

“ The likeness ?* Madam Elinor echoed.
She glanced at the girl ; not then or ever
did she say that never had his lost Margaret
borne so fair a face. * Sure, there is likeness
always; in youth and beauty and sweet
innocence, dear Richard,” she said, gently.
“ And, indeed, 1 think that here is sommething
of our Margaret's Jooks.”

“ Something ? * the Justice echoed. ‘‘ Near
everything—'tis marvellous—I seem to see
my golden maid again. Something !” He
stroked the golden hair, his great hand shak-
ing. “’Tis of the very shade ! ” he muttered.

Randal, watching, wondering, started sud-
denly forward. “ What is that ? Sure, ’tis
as I thought, sir—the fools have followed ! ™
he cried.

The words were half drowned in the tumult
of the crowd which surged through the tall
iron gates; the clamour in the forest had
been no more furious or merciless, and the
voice of Dame Proudfoot shrilled wildly over
all. “ The witch—the witch! Let them
bring out the witch ! ” she shrieked, fiercely.
Madam Elinor started aside; Margery
screamed, and Randal with a ery threw his
arm about her. A flint, hurled crashing
through the window, flew by, shattering the
tankard that had held his Wership’s breakfast
ale. With a snert of rage the Justice strode
across. He dashed the lattice clattering
open ; his great voiee beerfied out abeve the
uprear as the spaece was filled By his Burly
figure and wrathtul faee.

“WMhose was that starree”?” he thundered.
*“ By Heaven, he who flings the next shall go
cool his zeal in the stocks in the market-

place! Art mad, knaves >—wouldst kill
the maid ? What evil hath she done?
Hast not the child unharmed ? She a witch ?
A baby, rather! Did I know which rogue
among ye fired yonder hut it should go ill
with him, 1 warrant ye! What dost say,
lad ?” He turned to his nephew’s whisper.

* She ran to me through the running watter,
sir—remind the dolts—they saw it,” young
Randal said, all flushed and eager ; he had
sprung and caught the girl away from the
stone so swiftly that it had grazed his cheek.

* Fools 1" the Justice stormed again ;
“ didst ever know a witch cross running water
scatheless as she did before your eyes ? To
your homes, an ye would not all be haled
before me in the Court-house for the breaking
of Her Majesty’'s peace. The girl bides
here in safety, and let him who durst wag
tongue against her. Begone, I say!” He
flung-to the casement, shutting out the
clamour, and swung about with a great Jaugh
such as he had not given since his golden
Margaret left him. ‘ Canst hear what they
say, little one ? Deost hide a hag under thy
eleak ? AFft a witeh—baby ? "

“No, no!" cried Margery. She stared
wide-eyed, all bewildered still. Here was
the terrible Justice smiling, rallying, kindly ;
the dreaded lion’s den, marvellously, was a
very haven of protection and shelter from the
cruel madness without. “ Neo, no,” she
cried ; “ indeed, sir, 1 am none such. I do
not fear the running water, of aught that
witehes fear, if sueh poer souls there be at all.
1 have dene no evil in the forest, and seen
nene, ever—what evil sheuld be there ? The
feaple eall me Il names and pelnt at me, but

am ne witeh, sir. 1 all my life 1 have dene

fie hurt te any, ner wished it. OR, Mmadam,
fest truly 1 am ne witeh !”
*“ No ? " asked Madam Elinor. She glanced

at her brother’s face and read it ; read, too,
her nephew’'s ardent eyes : as in a picture
she saw the future—not again would the
chamber of the fair dead Margaret lack a
tenant, or the black orbs of Mistress Sarah
Pilgrim haunt the young student’s dreams.
It was with the gesture and tenderness of a
mother that she took the girl into her embrace
—for it seefed that this sweet lady whom
Leve had missed carried a heart of leve for all
the werkd:  “ Indeed,” she sald, and laughed
softly abeve the gelden head, " 1 think eur
foslish felk say right, and that mest truly yeu
are a very witeh, sweetheart {



How I Lived m Pans
Witlont Money.

The Story of a Modera Babemian.
By FREDERIC LEES.

Mastrations from Phubtogapphd)byPeeliCEifdauy Parasis.
* La Boheme n'existe et n'cst possible qu'd Paris *—HENRY MURGER.

p———

OMEBODY told me, in speak-
ing of the rapid modernization
which Paris has undergone of
recent years, that Bohemian-
ism was dead ; that the Latin
Quarter, alas ! was no longer
what it was; that I might

search there in vain for such heroes as are

described in “ Scénes de la Vie de Bohéme.”

But I find (as I suspected) that I was mis-

informed. Murgerism—at any rate, in seme

of its forms—still exists. Student life in

Paris i net yet wholly witheut remarnee.

There are still many chapters to be added to

the “ Histery of the Behermiians of PaFis ”

before the werd ™ Finis " Is wrltten. 1ndeed,

1 eaninet help asking myself if that faselnating

beelk will ever Be eompleted.

I made this reassuring discovery at the
Cafe d'Harcourt, on the Boul’' Mich'. There
are two cafis on that world-famed thorough-
fare where students of the “ Quarter ” con-
gregate—the Source and the d’'Harcourt. In
my salad age the latter used to be my
favourite; so, on setting out to revisit one
of my old haunts, I naturally gave it the
preference. With what misgivings did I
cross the threshold ! Should I find things
changed beyond recognition ? Weuld there
be nothing to remind me of former days—
those joyous days of youth ? But a glanee,
on entering in eompany with a frlend, sufficed
to tell me that my fears were groundless.
The pleasant-faced old waiter whe used to
weleome me and find me a seat well eut of
the way ef draughts was, ef esufse, N6 lenger
there ; the furniture and the ernamentatien
were up-te-date and strangely unfamiliar;
here and there were slight eRanges in the
staging of the seene. But the acters were
the same. There were the same long-haired
youths, gravely diluting their aBsinthe
neisily ehatterihy; the same Museties E_Hd
Mimis, eoquettish and proveeative, B§§§IH§
in and Ut Between the rows of tables, with
werd or & fed te their friends:

“ Halloa, Miarcel! What are you doing
here ? " cried a close-shaven young man to
my friend as we were wandering about
looking for a convenient place to view the
company.

“ Revisiting Bohemia*

And, as we squeezed into the rather out-
of-the-way corner where the student was
sitting, my friend explained the situation to
him.

“ False ! La Boheme ne meure jamais ! ™

“IK you say so, Rodolphe, it must be true.
You speak with authority, for your expe-
riences are innumerable. You are, I am
afraid, incorrigible. Anything new since I
last saw you ? ”

“ Naturellement!! There is always some-
thing new cropping up in the life of a
Bohemian Do you think that your friend,
the Anglaiss, now that he has become accus-
tomed to the ways of the bourgeois, could
live in Paris for a fortnight without money ?
No, of course he couldn’t. He must have his
chic apartments at the Grand Hotel, his meals
at a boulevard restaurant, his aute-taxi, etc.
But I—as I will tell yeu, if you will listen—
ean de witheut all these things. We
Boherians are a superior race of beings ! ”

We smiled at this outburst, in the true vein
of Murger, but kept our own counsel, lest the
flow of reminiscences was stemmed.

“1 am proud of many things that I have
done since I came to the ‘ Quartier,’ ” con-
tinued the irrepressible Rodolphe, “ but
proudest of having lived in this city of huxury
for a whole fortnight absolutely without
galette. We were getting near the time for
the examinations, too; and yet, in spite of
all my difficullties, I managed to emerge from
them—a full-fledged avoecat. But let me
begin at the beghnvmivg”

And, having taken another sip at his
apéritiff, Rodolphe, with the eternal cigarette
between his finger and thumb and a smile on
his careless face, entered on his story.

“ It all arose through a mistake on the part
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The only roof | had to my head during that fortnight was one of the
hospitable bridges which cross our noble niver:™

of the sacrt postman. My father, you know,
is an official out in Indo-China. and every
month, as regular as clockwork, he sends me
my allowance—a very liberal one, I must say,
though somehow I never seem to find it
enough towards the end of the four weeks.
Well, three months ago, on the day my cheque
ought to have arrived, judge of my dismay
when the post brought me nothing. As I
had promised on my word of honour to pay
my hotel bill that very morning. J could not
help realizing that 1 was face to face with a
very serious situation. Blut 1 buoyed myself
up with the hope that the letter would come
by a later delivery, and, fearing te meet the
hetel-keeper, issued swiftly from my gesni
inte the street. My hepes, hewever. were
destined {8 be dashed te the ground ; the
Femittance eame net, and the landlerd. en the
fellewing merning, had te be faced. 1 feund
him (a8 | exg;@@t@a) inexerable. Nething
wedld satisfy RimM but eurrent esin of the
realm. 1t is true that 1 was already a menth
behindhand with the rent, and had already
made RiM twe—0F was it three 2—premises
{8 pay. He replied, in answer {8 my state-
ment” that my father was an #mpertant
fuRctionary, ahd that his menthly eheque
had gene ‘astray, that he had Redrd * that
fale ' Befere: 1 must ge—seek a 1odging
elsewhere, and. Al the twe mMORLAS' rent
Was paid, he weuld keep my: trunk as secuFity. !

“ 1 sallied forth, a sad but determined man.
The only money 1 had in my pocket was
twenty-five centimes, for 1 had run terriidily
short that month ; the only worldly posses-
sions 1 had. apart from mv clothes, were the
papers and books in the portfolio under my
arm. Spending the money on a final coffee
and rells, 1 went to my lectures at the Sor-
bonne—and tried to forget.

“1 date my fortmignt
without money from the
noon of that day, for it was
then that I began to feel
the pangs of hunger. Whilst
my fellow-students went off
in joyous bands te thelr
usual restaurants, 1 made
an excuse for net Jelnlng
them and seught a secluded
gorfer in the Luxembeurg
Gardens. WHhy didn't |
unfeld my treubles te ene
of therm and berrew a leuis ?
you ask. Beeause, fmes-
§ledrs. | was proud and had
Ret, like the impecunious
_ Sehaunard of Murger's im-
mertal werk. raised the aet of berrewing {8
the height of an art. Moreover, as | have
sald Defore; | was a determined man—deter:
fmined {8 see the adventute ie its end. come
what might:

“ Mly reflections, as 1 sat on a cold stone
seat in those celebrated gardens, were multi-
tudinous and disconcerting. Homeless and
with an empty stomach, 1 realized that I had
set out in earnest in search, as Balzac says,
‘of that which the inhabitants of Bohemia
are ever looking for, la pdite et la micke.’
Like my illustrious namesake in ‘ Seénes de la
Vie de Boheme,” 1 was probably destined to
live for some weeks to come in a more vaga-
bend state than the clouds—te learn the art
of gelng toe sleep witheut supper and ef supping

The first thing I did in the morning was to have a
free wash in the Seine.”
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without going to sleep. My cook was to be
M. Hasard and I was to lodge at the Auberge
de la Belle-Etoile.

“1 tried to recollect the names of all the
men of genius who had once been in the same
position as I was, and found the eccupation
wonderfully uplifting. Forain, the great
black-and-white artist, was one of them. He
often slept in the open in his Bohemian days,
and I decided to go to his old hotel. Thus,
when night came, I dragged myself, weak
and famished, in the direction of the banks
of the Seine.

* The only roof 1 had to my head during
that fortnight was one of the hospitable
bridges which cross our noble river. The
first night was somewhat of a failure as
regards slumber, but I gradually got quite
used to my stony couch and can now sleep on
anytthing, however hard.

“ The first thing I did on getting up in the
morning was to ‘walk into my commodious
cabimet de toilette—the open air—and have a
free wash in the Seine. Soap? What did
I do for secap? That, mes chers aniiSyis a
wholly unnecessary luxury of modern life.
There is nothing like sand—fine sand—for
washing yourself with, and there are always
plenty of heaps to be found along the quays.*

“ 1 must confess that, on the fiirst mommimg,
I wandered forth from the banks of the river
in a decidedly sad state of mind. Like
another famous Bohemian, Maitre 'Pierre
Gringoire, 1 tramped, a thin and famished
mortal, along the streets of the city, wondering
where I should get my petit dtjewnay before
going to my studies, and fearing that I should
have to tighten my waistbelt another inch.
With my nose in the air like a dog that has
roused game, 1

marched along, B
sniffing at the
delicious  odour

of coffee that
rose from Dbase-
ment kitchens
and feasting my
eyes on the heaps
ot erisp, brown
eFoissants in the
bakers’ sheps.
But these were
net fer me! “1
must t{dght_en i1}
belt and dispense

t Senhouse, tive Here
of Mr. Maurice Hew-
leit's “‘Apem Countiry,™
is l':"‘ Lt.he same opinion.

1] cooked my meals In &R 6ld iR can”

|

* Outside a barracks i came across some pieces
of bread.

with breakfast) said 1 to myself. But the
thought had no sooner passed through my
brain than, lo and behold ! outside a barracks
I came across some pieces of bread, 1 can
assure you 1 did not criticize their quality.
They were a veritable godsend, for they kept
me going until luncheon-time and enabled
me to turn up at the University with a fairly
smiling face.

“ The luncheon problem had, alas ! to be
solved only too soon; and 1 began to see
that 1 must enter on a definite campaign with
the object of getting two meals a day. I
decided to do without the first breakfast and
concentrate  all
my attention on
obtaining food for
my so-called
luncheom and
dinner. One tHing
1 was determined
not te do—
namely, beg. It
anyone offered
fme bread and
fmeat, whieh 1
considered very
unlikely, I would
aceept. But |
fealizsgwﬁl;at 1
must upen
finding;; and with
this prineiple well
beforeme I setout
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“ ] sometimes ate my luncheon on a bench in

the Bois.”

on my quest. Now. provident though the
Parisians generally are, it is surprising how
much goes to waste in this city. If you would
see for yourself, make an early morning
excursion to the neighbourhood of the
Central Markets and you ill find that,
figurativall\- speaking, a regiment could be
fed on what is thrown away. The Halles were
one of my most profitable hunting-grounds.
here are many others whieh are frequented
by the Behemians of Paris, but the mentien
of the prinelpal one will suffiee.

“ 1t is curious how soon one adapts oneself
to a new situa-
tion ! After the
first two days MM
things seemed ;
to fall into their
proper order. |
had perfect
confidence that
P roviidiemase
woulld llook
after me,
Wherever |
went | was cer-
fain to have a
streke of geod
lueh. W/aR-
dering in the

As regards wood for firing, this can always be picked up in
our streets.
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Bois de Boulogne, in the neighbourhood of
the fashionable Pre Catelin Restaurant, | was
fortunate enough, in the early days of my
experience, to come across a hen's nest.
How 1 blessed that fow! for laying away frem
home ! She was a veritable mether {6 me.
1 encouraged her laudable instinet by daily
abstraeting her offerings, and, ehuekling over
my find, retired to the forlils 18 eesk my
meals a Ja Robinsen Crsee,

“ 1 generally had my dinner on the féerifs,
those obsolete fortifications around Paris
which the authorities apparently retain for
the special benefit of the Apache. Frequented
by the hooligans of our city, and often the
scene of their private quarrels, you can always
count on being undisturbed there either by
the police or the bourgeeis. 1 lit my fire (I
possessed a box of matehes which were left
over from the days of my prosperity) witheut
anybedy calling me to aeeount, and cooked
my meals in an old tin ean 1 Rad feund some-
where, as tranquil and as happy as theugh
1 had been on a desert island!.

“To have a little variation, 1 sometimes
ate my luncheon on a bench in one of the
shady avenues which intersect the Bois.
And, to cite another instance of how well the
gods looked after me, 1 frequently came across
a morning newspaper, left by a heedless
promeneur. So, you see, 1 had intellectual
as well as bodily food free of eharge, and had
the satisfaction of being able to shew my
fellow-students that | was au eouratit with the
pelitieal, social, and artistie events of the day.

“ As regards wood for fiinimg, this can always
be picked up in our streets. There is nothing
like worn-out wooden paving-blocks, either for
cooking or warming ; and I knew where a
good supply of this invaluable fuel could be
had for nothing. It was the same with
drink. Thanks to your Sif Richard Wal-
lace,' and
Rodolphe ad-
dressed these
words  princi-
pally to me,
“ thanks to the
noble benefac-
tor who pre-
sented the City
of Paris with its
very artistic
drinking - foun-
taiims, pure
water 15 ever
at the dispesal
of the thirsty
sans le sowu.
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* Amusememt 2 | could always attend she Punch and Judy

show in the Awenue des Champs Elysees”

“So much for food and drink—the two
great things which the Bohemian is most
anxious about. Now let us turn to the minor
necessities of life, and see how all of them can
likewise be had for mothing.

* There is never any difficulity for the penni-
less man in Paris to find a warm, luxurious
resting-place during the dlay. If he be of a
bookish nature he can count on getting as
comfortable an arm-chair and as convenient
a desk at the Bibliotheque Nationale as any-
where ; if his tastes are artistic, the doors of
the Louvre are open to him. Without having
the worry and expense which the rich man
with a private picture gallery imposes upon

“@mne day L even had an auto-taxi ride ' pour rien.

LINHD IN PARNE WITHOUT MONEY..
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himself, he can study the works of
the great masters in our national
museum to his heart's content. The
Louvre, I noted, is greatly patronized
in winter by impecunious connois-
seurs, who are almost invariably to
be seen standing over the hot-air
gratings — with their thoughts, 1
imagine, centred rather on warmth
than on art.

“Ms 1 was working hard for my
examination, I was usually at the
Bibliotheque Nationale at nine
o'clock, on the opening of the doors,
and there, when 1 was not taking
luncheon in the Bois, I remained
until four, the hour for closing. What
did 1 do for food on library days ?
Why, take a couple of hard-boiled
eggs with me, cooked the night be-
fore, and, with a hunch of bread
which 1 smuggled into the salle de
travail, ate surreptitiously behind my
pile of books. ‘Then, when the hour
for closing came and 1 was once more

Before turning in for the night | had a good warm
tt a workman's brasier.”

a homeless man, 1 spent the time until dinner
walking or sitting in the Tuileries, learning the
notes which I had culled during the day.

“ Amusement ? How did 1 get that with-
out payment ? Simply enough. 1 could
always attend a theatrical performance for
nothing. 1 was one of the loudest applauders
in front of the Punch and Judy show in the
Avenue des Champs Elysees. To tell you
the truth, 1 prefer the Guignol, with its simple
comedy and tragedy, to some of our Parisian
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theatres, where, so
complicated and pain-
ful are the themes
represented, one is
anything but amused.
Really, now, is it amy:
longer a distraction to
listen to the pieces a
clef — veritable lec-
tures they are, some
of them—of certain
Parisian dramatists ?

“ One day, when 1
was feeling very tired.
I even had an auto-
taxi ride pour mien.

THE STmRMNXY) MMAGKIWNE.

tobacco for nothing in
Paris if you know the
ropes. Inveterate
smoker that I am, I
couldn't do without
the weed, so, like a
real méggetider—tthmmgh
I blush to confess it
—I picked up the
ends of cigars and
cigarettes outside the
cajs on the boule-
vards. But you have
yet to hear the sequel
of my story. At the
end of my fortnight

But it was at the back sans argent 1 liegppemed
of the car, which hap- to meet one of my old
pened to be empty, hotel acquaintances
and,  though th_e * After the first two days b was lucky enough to fimd a ?n . the Boul’" Mich'.
chauffeur was off his bridge which as provided with a wooden erection that Tietis!! there you
guard, a decidedly protected me from the cold north wind at mightt™ are at last !’ he ex-
dangerous thing to claimed. * Rodolphe
do, for, as we passed through the streets in M—— '—a science student with the same

the direction of the Sorbonne, the incident
naturally created some amount of hilarity
among passers-by, and this might easily have
led to unpleasant consequences. So I decided
never to repeat the experiment.

“ Naild ! 1 think 1 have given you a fairly
full account of how 1 managed to get through
that fortnight without money. No; one
thing 1 have forgotten. Before turning in
for the night (and after the first two days I
was lucky enough to
find a bridge which
was provided with a
wooden erection that
protected me from the
cold north vind) | had
a good warm at a
workman's brasier at
a spot where the street
was up through work
connected with the
underground railway.
It has been a bitterly
cold winter, as you
know, and 1 appreci-
ated that street fine"

“ And what did you
do when you wanted
a smoke ? That, at
any rate, you could
not get wiithout
money,” | remarked
to Rodolphe, who was
his fourth cigarette.

“ Erreur,, wam ohor! You can get even

*J picked up the ends of cigars and cigarettes outside
the cafes on the boulevards. be

Christian name as myself and a similar family
name—* has been looking for you for the past
week. He had a letter for you, but as he
could never find you he left it at the hotel.
It was delivered by mistake at No. 32, Rue
des Ecoles, instead of No. 22, and the stupid
ass put it in his pocket and forgot it for seven
days. Whatever have you been doing with
yourself lately ? Cramming for the exam.?’
“ But 1 didn't wait to give him any explama-
tions. Off I rushed
to my late hotel,
and there, sure
enough, I found the
letter and the remit-
tance waiting for me.
“1 returned, there
and then, to my old
life, but I assure you
it was without regret
that 1 looked back to
my experiences as a
true Bohemian. Those
two weeks taught me
many a lesson—per-
haps a greater lesson
than ever I learnt at
the wemerable,
learmedl Sorbonne.
They taught me to
simple in my
tastes, to do without
some of the luxuries to which we have used
ourselves—in brief, to make life a little less
complicated than it is*



“As Far as They Had Got

A “FOLLOW - MY-~LEADER" STORY.

By E. Pkilliga Oppeskeian, W, Peit Ridge, Arifkur Moriton,

H. A. Vackell, Barry Pain, Ckades Garvice,
aadl Rickard Maisk.

[Jn our June number we published an asiicle entitled * A ' Folliow:My-Leader” Picture,” and in the
following pages the same method is &pplied to the wriiting of a story, with an extremely interesting
result. The itory was opened by Mr. E. Phillips Oppenheim, who alone of the comributors was
not required to have a complete siory outlined in his mind. This opening was then sent to Mr, Pett
Ridge. who wrote the next chapter, and also sent a brief siatement of the manner in which he
theught the whole siory might have been completed. Thwese two chapters were then sent 84 o
Mr. Axihur Morrison, who, in the same manner, added his instalment and his idea of the whole
siery; and se on. chapier by chapter, illl ihe whele was completed. Mt should, of eourie, be
remembered iRat each writer Had befere Rim merely the preeeding chapters of the slery, and kwéw
Aething whatever of Ris predecessors’ propesed metheds of ending ¥  These explanatiens
#e given as fodanates (e each elapter. and will Be found mest inferesting as ihrewing light upen the
metheds of wurk of the varieus eminent fietion-Wrikers, and the WAy IR Which & siery evalves
itself iR sueR widrly divergent manners in different minds.)

€HAPTER I

Bv E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM,

HE two young men, complete
strangers to one another,
exchanged during those few
moments a gaze whose
intentness seemed to possess
some hidden and mysterious
quality. Spencer, in flannels
and canvas shoes, bare-headed, his sunburnt
face streaming with perspiration, paused for
a moment, still gripping the pole with which
he was propelling his somewhat clumsy craft.
The man, a few yards away, who had attracted
his attention seemed to have very different
ideas of pleasure. Dressed in a spotless suit
of white flannels, he was lounging in a wicker
chair on the smooth-shaven lawn of a bun-
galow hung with flowers, whose garden, with
its little stone terrace, fronted the stream.
He, too, was young and good-looking, but
of another type. His lips parted in a faint,
good-humoured smile, as Spencer once more
raised his pole.

* Hot wark, isn't it ?  he remarked, kazilly.

“ Beastly,” Spencer replied.

The young man on the lawn touched a
glass jug by his side, a jug whose frozen sides
suggested ice, and in which green leaves
were floating about.

“ Care for a drink ? " he asked.

Spencer shook his head.
¥Mi—~24,

“ We've sworn offi, my pal and I, till we
get her into the broad,” he answered. * You
haven’t a cigarette to spare, I suppose ? ™

The young man rose from his seat and
strolled gracefully down the lawn to the
river's edge.

“ Catcln,” he said, and threw the box which
had been standing by his side into Spencer's
outstretched hands.

“ Awfully good of you,” the latter declared.
* Sure you can spare them ?™*

The young man nodded.

“ Plenty more here,” he said. * Good dimy.”

Spencer sighed a little enviously as he
settled down once more to his task.

“1 never, in the whole of my existemos,”
he exclaimed, " saw a fellow who seemed so
jolly well satisfied with life !!”

Across the cowslip and buttercup-starred
meadows, now knee-deep in the mowing grass,
now forcing his reckless way through a clump
of bushes, a man was running as one might
run behind whom came hot-footed all the
strange and terrible shapes begotten of a
Dantesque nightmare. Terror, livid and
appalling, was in his face. Not all the burn-
ing heat could bring a spot of colour to his
cheeks. Even his parted lips. through which
his breath came in gasps and groans, were
white. Once he fell, but rose without pausing,
heedless of the blood which dripped from his
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hand and knee,
once more with
hand.

“ What, in Heaven’s name, is this
coming across the
meadow?"” he
exclaimed.

“It's a mad-
man!” his com-
pamiom cried.

*“ Look ! look !

The man who
approached  was
running now in
circles. His hands
were raised to the
skies, his head
thrust forward.

Once more he fell,

but picked him-

self up without

a moment’s hesi-

tation. Nearer

and nearer he came to the river
bank.

“My God!" Spencer faltered.

“1t’'s the man from the bungalow
—the man who gave us our cigar-
ettes ! ”

The yawl was on the far side
of the stream. Between it and
the opposite bank the stream, which had
widened considerably, was now about fifteen
yards wide. The man who had been
running paused for the first time as he
reached the brink, but only for a second.
Without any attempt at diving he simply
threw himself in, face downwards. With a
dull splash he disappeared under the green
weeds. Speneer, whe had been stupefied
with amazement, hauled up his pele and
§tep?ea en te the side of the beat, prepared
to dlve. Hls esmpanion stopped hif.

“ It's all right, Spencer ! " he cried.
here.”

They dragged him on board—a dripping,
wild-looking object. They thrust him into
their only seat. He cowered there, gripping
its sides, and in his face were the unutterable
things. Spencer and his companion, who
stood staring at him, felt suddenly that the
sun had left the heavens. The pleasant
warmth was gone, the humming of insects
and the singing of birds had ceased. It was
another world from which this creature had
eome. They beth shivered.

“ What, in Heaven's name, has happened #*
Spencer demanded. “ What is the matter
with you, man ?

Spencer paused
the pole in his

[ He!s
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NEARER AND
NEARER HE CAME
TO THE RIVER
BANK."

There was no answer.
his pole.

“ Let's have her roumd),” he cried.
get back to the bumgmlow.™

Then the stranger broke his silence. He
shrank back in his place like some stricken
animal. In his eyes the terror blazed forth,
a live and awful thing.

o NO ! »”

Spencer caught up
“ We'll

CHAPTER 1I.
By W. Perr RiDGE.

“ VErY well, then : we'll take you in to the
bank.”

“ Not there!” he screamed, piteouslly.
“ Anywhere else, but not there” He seemed
to make a determined effort to pull himself
together. “ Give me something to smoke.”
“ 1t will compose what 1 call my braim’”

“ One of your own cigarettes ? ™

He seized the box eagerly, and, turning
aside, made a scoop through the contents.
They found a clumsy suit of overalls and, land-
ing farther down, he changed rapidly, throw-
ing the damp suit of flannels into the hollow
of an old tree.

“ Fix up here,” he urged, * and let's stroll
across to the town,and you give me an oppor-
tunity of repaying your kindness by standing
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you both tea.
a strange ome!*

They exchanged a perplexed look as he
washed his hands in the stream. The three
strolled along the path, that went by the side
of a field.

“ You think I'm a gentlemmam,” he went om,
volubly, “ and, of course, I want people to
think so. I dress well, and I aspirate my
aitches to such an extent that I deceive a lot
of people. As a matter of fact, before I came
into my fortune I was a clerk. That was wity,”
he beamed, exeusingly, “wihy I was so upset
when you talked about taking me in to bamk.”

“ How did you come by your money ? ™
inquired Spencer, mterestedly.

“ It was at Folkestone 1 met her,” he went
on, mopping his forehead, * whilst [ was on
my holiidioys.”

“ Met who 2"

“ House property she'd got, so far as 1
could gather, Brondesbury way. The agent
was making up to her, but she said she
believed in love at first sight, or else not at
all. The next morning I had the letter from
the lawyers, and, believe me or believe me
not "—he raised his bandaged hand impres-
sively—" but sinee that time she’d gone
clean out of my head, until a ehanee remark
of yours brought her back again. *Awfully
good of you, you sald te me, and these were
the very words she passed when 1 pald fer
hef to go dewn the lift. And new,” he
sheuldered open a gate fer them, ™ new 1'd
give every shilling ef my twenty theusand
peunds te see her again. Every pemny.”

“ Braddell,” remarked Spencer, excitedly,
to his friend, “ this is something in your lime.”

“ Tell me,” said Braddell, “ do you know
her name and address ? "

“ You're caliii’®

“Do yoy know the agent's nmame and
address ? ™

“Very warm,” he commented, approv-
ingly. “ I made a note of that at the time,
and placed it in the cigarette-box I gave you.
Having secured possession of it, our task
now is an easy ome.”

“ Your task, you mean’’

“ You can understand my excitement, at
any rate. If I'd lost sight of you, my last
chance of finding her would have gone.
And if you've suffered, as I have, from
mothers with daughters who only want a
chap because he’s come in for a bit of cash,
you'll realize, first, why 1 came down here
for quiet; second, why I'm 8o anxioeus to
find her. If she did leve me, undoubtedly
she loved me for myself alene. I'Ml make it

My story is in many respects
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worth your while to assist me,” he promised.
“ 1 sha’n’t begrudge a thousand or twm.*

The two gave a gasp in duet.

“ Here we are ! as a lane took them imto
the main street. “ You go on to the Unicorn
and order tea and toast for three, whilst I
pop in here and buy a hat.”

Spencer and Braddell obeyed, consulting
eagerly as they went. Coming a few minutes
later from the outfitter's shop in a sou’-wester
that went well with his suit, the tenant of the
bungalow crossed to the clematis-covered

house which bore the words: “ POLICE-
STATION.”

He spoke sharply.

“ We've met before, perhaps. 1 am In-

spector Wilmerson, of the C.I.D. Very well,
then ! ” without waiting for an answer.
“ Two sunburnt young men in flmmels and
canvas shoes are wanted for the Moaorgate
Street bank robbery. They're about here
somewhere. Keep a sharp look-out for them.
Good day !”

“ Why,"” cried the young comstable, “ dang
my eyes if I ain’t just seen two answering to
that yer description making their way 'long
to the hotel. And ain’t yours a clever dis-
guise too, sitr? I reckon I sh’d do pretty
well at the Yard myself.”

“ Go and arrest them.” he ordered, * and
bring them here. Take handcuffs!” *

CHAPTER 1II.

By AxmHUR MORRISON.
MeanTIME, left together, Braddell stared
at Spencer, and Spencer lifted his eyebrows
and Jaughed.

“ What have we found now ? " Spencer
remarked. # A madman, an actor, or what ?
First, on the lawn by his bungalow, a par-
ticularly easy-going man of good manners—
a gentleman, in two words: then a wild,
dancing dervish; and now a very common
sort of bounder, who talks about ° repaying ’
us for hauling him out of the water and
putting him into dry clothes by *standing '
us tea—like a beanfeaster ! ”

“0dd enough,” replied Braddelll; “ but,
actor or lunatic, I should say he was a pretty
genuinely frightened man when he came
bolting across the figbdid. Why, he might have
been bitten by the what d'ye call—the
Italian spidier.”

“ Tarantula ?

“ Yes. It's a nuisance to be stuck here

* ‘I'he mali of the bungalow kept a small m:vp in the cigarette-
i-ast, giving the exact pla e of the buried money belonging to the
Maurgate Street bank. The local pbice Jank up the twa young
iiMin, and their efforts, whem released, to seilire the wanished
bungalow man are aided by a renewed acquaintance, in stramge
surroundings, with the cigarette-case. —W. PETT RIDGK.
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like this, but I'm rather interested, and there
may be fun in seeing it through. We must,
in fact, if we want those overalls back—he's
pitched his flannels away !

The coffee-room of the Unicorn had a
small window looking over a corner of garden,
and a bagatelle-table stood in the light of this
window. Spencer took a cue and drove a
ball or two idly up the board, while Braddell
watched him.

“ He's slow in his choice of a hat,” said
Braddell, presently. “ I’ll stroll out and look
for him.”

By the door of the tap-room the landlord
stood in whispered consultation with a police-
man. Braddell unsuspectingly sought to
pass between them, and instantly felt himself
seized from both sides—and handcuffed !

“ What's the meaning of this ?” he de-
manded, with some diffienlty, in his blank
astonishment.

“ All right, all right,” replied the young
policeman, grinning and winkimg; “ sort of
thing they allus say. You ain’t obliged to
say nothin’, but what you do-say’ll be took
down an’ used in evidence. Come along ! ™

By the time that Braddell had gathered his
faculties he was alone in a converted scullery
of the little clematis-covered police-station,
with bars across the window and a locked
door. But in five minutes more the door
opened before him and revealed his friend
Spencer, handcuffed as he had been and
accompanied by the Unicorn landlord and
the same constable, relnforeed now by a
flustered sergeant, with erumbs on Hhis
whiskers, relles of a rudely-disturbed meal.

It took a full half-hour of vehement protest
ere the sergeant was persuaded to seek con-
firmation of the prisoners’ bona fides in the
search of the yawl; and it took a little
longer still, and it needed telegrams, before
the sergeant grew possessed of a suspicion
that his subordinate had made the biggest
blunder of a somewhat blundersome career.
The officiel information as to the Moorgate
Steeet bank robbery, too, eould net, however
stretehed, be made whelly to agree with the
appeafan@e of the yoeung fen In eustedy ;
while the utter disappearance of the allege
Inspeeter Wllme&@ﬁ ent a eertath weight te
ene angry pretest of Braddell.

“If there’s a man wanted about hers)”
Braddell had repeated again and again, “ it
is that man in the overalls. Go and get his
flannels out of the hollow tree half-way aleng
to the bungalow ; and, above all, go to the
bungalow itself, man, and den’t waste mere
time. It may Be the Meoeorgate Street Fobbéry,

THE STRMWV!) MAGMANNE.

or it may be something else; but, whatever
it is, get there quick and find outt! ™

The sergeant was something less of a fool
thatt his man. He hedged and made apolo-
gies. Of course, if his man had been misled,
it was only from an excess of zeall; and in
any case the gentlemen would understand
that he, the sergeant, must keep them in
sight till the matter had been cleared up.
Had they any objection to going with him
and the eonstable as far as the bunigalow they
speke of ?

“ Objection ? Certainly nott! We want to
go. Let's get along at once. There's an
hour gone, and nobody can tell what you've
missed. Come along at once. You've seen
our letters and card-cases and the things in
the yawl—you know we sha'n’t run away.
Come along, and we’ll see it through with
you.”

A few minutes later the two friends, with
the sergeant, his helmet in place and the
crumbs gone from his whiskers, and the
young constable, his hopes of promotion gone
by the board, were hurrying across the
meadows toward the bungalow that had
seemed so peaceful and innocent a retreat
when they had last seen it. They came in
view of the plaee from the baek, and they
spread wide as they approached, the better
to intereept any retreat. Net a sound eame
fref the Bungalew, ahd nebedy was I sight.
They drew ﬁeafef passed the fiower-beds,
and emerged on the §leE g lawn. There
stoed the small garden-table, with the glass
jug still en it; the wicker ehaif sverturned by
its side. The WH!E%—BQ!HE%G HBGF of the
Bungalow was open wide, and as they
%&B ached EH@ oreh §emethm% 8h EH&E

te-painted deor caused Spencer

was ahead; 8 §t8 aﬂ ift. SFRIAG wnﬂ
Wl§8 @%é {8 th F eFe,
Wwas the print ata

e

* The two perpetrators of the bank robbery have been lying
in retreat at the bungalow. The chase is hot, and the cleverer
thief, never yet convicted and whelly unsus :eeled,, fears deteetion
through bis eompanion, an old eonviet. e resolves te murder
him, tnus to get rid of an ineonvenient and danFﬁws partner
and menepdlize ihe plunder. Having attaeked him from hehlﬂé
in the bungalew and left Him for dead, He is disturbed by the
appreaeh of the boat. Fearing semesne may land, he stations
himself on the lawn and Behaves as ealmly as'is deseribed in the
opehing. The Boat passes op. The mah i the Bouse révives,
selzes & poker, and, cevered with blsed, §f§ﬁ§é§§ aut, leaving the

#int of Ris hand Bh the deor as he patses. He siFikes the ca8l
hief on the head, and the lmsr suddenly eonfronted wm\ me
shml y figure of his asseeisie=a BIgger Man a
Riperate eharacier than Rimself—=ruRs wna|¥ a iI?;
(because of the Blow 8p ihe Read ﬂ’:ﬁ- StheE fellow, Ba y 5?
iHG §€SIH §IF§H Fi fSiFi 8 fa%aw faf. H‘li IR W{ Péi 1{%5
Héuah iga lé 3 ug taf &E&a&aaﬁsf Ff & ; 3% Sesﬁi
g& ;& ﬂ& ﬁ%ﬁ? H?H% %HS 8?%85%%?: &otirses
or ms;s

Hman




A " FOLIOW-WY- LENIER” STORY.

€HAPTER 1V.

By HORACE ANNESLEY VACHELL
SrewcEr exclaimed loudly : “ I can swear
that wasn’'t there when he gave me the
cigarettes.”

Braddell laughed.
“ Mty dear fellow,, the door was open. The

hand is painted on it, excellently painted
too, and recognizable from the river.”

“ Things seem quiet enough here," growled
the sergeant, as he entered the bungalow.
Braddell glanced for a moment at the iced
drink on the wicker table, the overturned
chair, and a newspaper lying upon the grass.
He picked up the newspaper and followed the
others into the bungalow. Two rooms in
perfect order met his eyes. Behind these
was a cooking-shed containing a gasolene
stove. Ewerytthing inside the bungalow and
the shed indicated exquisite neatness and
cleanliness, not merely the neatness of the
bachelor accustomed to camping-out, but
the meticulous daintiness which expresses
subtly a woman's love of her habijtat.

*“ Nothing here,” said the sergeant.

“ Nobadly," amended Braddell. “ Did you
txpect to find somebody, sergeant ? "

* I thought it pesstlie”
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“ Consider the facts. Hardly had
friend and T come to the conelusion that the
tenant of this bungalow was seemingly the
happiest and rmest econtented of mertals,
when we see him tearing aeress that field like
a derviigh”

“ Genuinely frightened too,”added Spencer.

“ He'd turned

from a pretty

shade of pink to

the colour of

skillly! ™

“ . What

could have fright-
ened him sobadly?
He was not act-
ing then, although
he acted after-
wards, and badilly,

too. His cock-

and-thull story about being a clerk and in
love with a nameless woman was quite
unconvincing. We left him sitting in front
of an iced drink, which 1 notice to be un-
touched—odd that *—and reading this paper.”

“ Ah 1" said the sergeant. “ You mmeam,
sir, that something he read in the paper must
have scared himn.”

“ I have found the item, 1 think," said
Braddell, as he handed the paper to the pro-
fessional.

Spencer said with pride :—

“ My friend, M. Braddell, is not altogether
an amateur. He belongs to the Crimino-
logists, a dining-club made up of men inter-
ested in crime. Several K.C.'s are memipyens”

“ There's a column about the Nwwgate
Street bank robbery,” said the sergeant.

*“ Which accounts for his mentlonlng it
later. Look through the 'Agony ' column,

sergesmtt.”
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“1 have it, sir.” He read aloud:  * Red
Hand. Your hiding-place is discovered. Bolt
at once.’ ™

“ By Jove, he did !’ exclaimed Spencer,

“ We are wasting our time here,” said the
sergeant, inritably.

“ Not altogedmr, replied Braddell. * May
I suggest that you leave your man here to see
if anybody comes, rather thirsty, to enjoy
that drink "

“ Remain here,” said the sergeant, address-
ing the constable.

“ Before we leave,” murmured Braddell,
suavely, “ I should like to open that trunk,
which I perceive to be locked. No doubt,
sergeant, it has not escaped your eye that
there is neither shaving-brush nor shaving-
soap on the washimgsttamd]”

The sergeant coloured.

“ 1 dom't mention all I sez,” he remavked,
in an injured tone. He bent down and
wrenched open the trunk. Spencer, peeping
over his shoulder, whistled. The trunk was
full of a woman’s clothing.

“1 thought there was a woman in this*
said the sergeant. “ The sooner we lay hands
on the man the better.”

“ A bungalow built for two,”
Braddell, absemtly.

Leaving the constable in charge, the three
men hastened back to the town, taking the
tow-path as being the shortest way. At the
first bend in the river Braddell halted and
laughed.

“ We now know,”
viction,

murmured

he affinmed], with con-

“ where the young gentleman really
is.” He smiled genially at the sergeant
and pointed down the long reach ahead.

*“ Where ? ** asked the sengeamt.

“ On board our yawil’"

Spencer laughed also.

“ 1 dom't see the joke,” said the sergemsnt.

“ 1 don’t see the yawl,” added Spencer.

“ The yawl,” replied Braddell, “ is running
down the estuary on an ebb tide, and the
joke is om—us”

“ The beggar got us arrested so as to
commandeer our boat,” said Spencer.
“ Clever chap, eh, sergeant ? ™

“ Tub like that can't have gone fam,*
said the sergeant, hopefully. Obviously, the
young gentleman was no ordinary criminal.

“Tub yourself ! thought Spencer, with
a scornful glance at the sergeant’s rotundities.
Ihen he heard Braddell's pleasant voice
saying :—

“ 1 suggest, sergeant, that we examine the
young gentleman's flimmeis. They may be
marked.”

THE STRAW!) MAKGIEZINE.

“ He changed behind those willows," said
Spencer, “ and stuffed the wet clothes imto
that old pellardl”

A moment later Braddell was thrusting
his hand into the hollow of the tree. He
flung upon the grass the sodden flannels and
a bundle of wet linen. With a smile he held
up an unmistakable garment.

“1 am sure, sergeant, that this is no sur-
prise for you. The young gentleman who
was too modest to change before us is a
young—lady ! " *

CHAPTER V.
By Barry PaIN.
“ THiS” said the sergeamt, frankly, “ is get-
ting a bit beyond me.”

“What do you mean to do?” asked
Spencer.

“@xt back to the station and get on the
'phone. I can have our men on the look-out
for that yawl all the way along. By the time
we get the yawl we get the young lady, don't
we, sir? ™

“ 1 presume so,” said S s

“1 dow't,” said Braddell. “ Well, get on
to the station, sergeant, and we'll go back to
the bungalow. What about your man

there 2

The sergeant caressed his whiskers thought-
fully. “Wdl,” he said, “weire short-
handed..”

“ Very welll," said Braddell. “ We'll send
him back and remain there ourselves until
this evening. Did you say that you meant
to have a constable sleeping at the bungalow

to-night ? ™

“If 1 did not, it was in my mmimdi’*

“ Good. You might engage bedrooms for
us to-night at the Unicorn. It will be all
on your way."”

They went back to the bungalow and dis-
missed the constable, who was rapidly
developing into a young man with a grievance.

Spencer stretched himself at full length on
the lawn. “ And what do we do now ? " he
asked,

* The young woman is not a criminal of sanguine hue,
but a moderm miss who has bolted from an irascible guardun
to escape a marriage of conveni and has d .3
i0 as 1o avoid attracting attentiom as a pretty girl alone in &
bungﬁl@w.. Upaoin the moening when the story ns she is

expecting her laver, who will recognize the bungalow as he punts
down ihe fiver by the red hand painted on the deet, 3 happy
symbet, inasmueh as the lover is a bﬁfﬁﬁéh Allett raiher im-

cunfons.  They have ceffesponded =sinee M@uﬂﬁ lﬁdy lel':
2mfe= By Means of the Agony ealumn in ihe

ag 124y, Aot quite of age, is 4 ward iR QMBEEF aﬂa me

S.HE i8 ai‘ k ghe n % 18 marky her Baranet, iRg

m&. wmm ] Gt H in e b a.lawr g‘?aewa.i% R% s feam

ﬂ‘h I%@)lam T'P.E emgiam@ }ﬁi %A ar&esm uimiaﬁ
e s R v R

{ﬂhf?ﬂﬂg &r ﬁ‘ﬁ\‘.& S?H%EE:F ma a0d tHie &E HMEBB&
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“1'm going to feed the dicky-birds,” said
Bradidell.

Spencer sat up.
he said,

“ Wait and see, as they say in

“ Have you gone mad ? ”

another

place.” -

U

g1

“ Great Seet ! ” sald Speneer. “ And that
was the stuff the yeung lady wanted me te
drink I

“ Quite so,” sald Braddell. ** Prussie aeld
smells very mueh like Kirschwasser. The
addition of the borage and ice was guite a
happy thought. 1 don't think our friend is a
very moral young lady, but 1'm absolutely
convinced she's a very clever young leadiy.”

A MOMENT I:ATER BRADDELL WAS THRWSTING HIS HAND INTO THE HOLLOW OF THE TREE.

Braddell went laughing into the house, and
returned with a piece of bread in his band.
He picked up the glass jug.

“ Smell that,” he said to Spencer, ** and
tell me what you make of it."

Spencer smelt it diligemtly.

“ Cup of sorts, 1 suppose, and the young
lady’s rather overdone the Kirs¢hwasser.
The thing reeks of it. I'll just taste it
and—"

Braddell took the jug out of his hand.
“ Half a minute,” be said. He poured some
of the contents of the jug on to the piece of
bread and then broke it up and scattered it
at the far end of the Jawn.

“ Bet you the birds don't touch it," said
Spencer. “ They've plenty of better grub
this weatiner.”

“ Oh, you can depend on the spamows,*
said Braddell.

And presently a couple of sparrows flluttered
down on to the lawn and tackled the crumbs
vigorously. In a few seconds they rolled
over dead.

n

“ Well, now, Braddell,” said Spencer,
“ what do you make of it so far ?’*

“1 can only see what is perfectly obvious.
She was in hiding—from whom 1 do not know.
She wanted her hiding-place to be easily dis-
tinguished by someone coming up the water.
For whom she was waiting I do not know.
There you have it. ‘There was some person
from whom she wished to hide, and there was
some person by whom she wished to be found
—hence the red hand painted on the door.
But there is a further complication that I
have net yet reached. When we saw her
running aeross the meadow she was mad
with terrer. There is ne doubt abeut it.
Why ? And what was It she teek eut frem
that bex ef eigarettes she had glven us ? The
game of hide and seek Is ebvieus, but there
must be a seeend eemplieation. It is quite
pessible, By the way, that when she effered
yi@u t,hﬁt drink she mistesk you for somebedy
else.’

“ But what's the key to the second com-
plication ? ™
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“ Can't say. But this is the key to the
bureau in the drawing-room. At any rate, it
fits it. Quite a common lock. I tried it
when I went in for the bread. Come and
investigate.”

“1 say,” said Spencer, * what business
have we got with her bureau ? *

“Hiang it alll'™ said Braddell.
business has she got with our boat ?

“ By the way,” went on Braddell, as they
walked back into the house together, * she
did not fling herself into the water because
she was terrified nor because she wished to
commit suicide. People who want to drown
themselves don't do it where there are two
lusty young men waiting to fish them out
again. She wanted to be fished out. You
can bet on that,at any rate. I wish I had her
lightning rapidity in plan and execution. 1
should be a great man, Spencer.” *

*“\What

€HAPTER VI.

By CHARLES GARVICE.
Wimr not unreasonable nervousness Braddell
unlocked the bureau, Spencer looking over
his shoulder with feverish curiosity. The
thing unlocked quite easily. Braddel| threw
up the lid, and Spencer exclaimed with
amazement, for, quite uncovered, were a
number of bags such as are used by banks
for gold. There could be no doubt about
the contents, for one of the bags was open,
revealing a mass of sovereigns. Beside the
bags was a quantity of bank -notes, and
tucked away in the corner was an old stable
cap, with one end of a crape mask still
attached fto it.

The two men fell back and stared at each
other.

“ Great heavens!” gasped Spencer.
“ There must be thousands of pounds there !
We've come upon the loot of a gang of
thieves.”

He looked round the neatly - furnished
room, through the door at the beautiful
and peaceful scene. The whole place in its
loveliness and serenity was absolutely in-
congruous with so mean and sordid a crime
as bank-cribbing.

“It's —it's a mystery!” exclaimed
Spencer, dropping on to a chair and wiping
his brow.

“NNutthiing of the kind,” said Braddell,
quietly. “It’s all perfectly plain and simple.

* The laally on the liwn was the head and brains of a gang wof
thieves. The bungalow in which she wa¢ taking refuge was
haunted. Her lerror was in consequence of this and genuine.
Others of her gang were to have jjoimed her at the bungalow, and
she was waiting for them when she received the warning that the
detectives were on her irack. Tihe poisoned drink was intended
for the detectivas ~LHWARY PAIN,
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Some of the gang, two of them, perhaps—
the clever young lady and a man, probably
-—have been using this bungalow as a kind
of screen and blind. No doubt they've been
living here for months, leading the kind of
simple life which would mislead anyone. For
$’ho would suspect a young girl—and her
husband, probably—dawdling through exist-
ence in such circumstances as these, of
being eoncerned in a conspiracy to rob a
bank ? And, still more, who would think of
searching for the stolen money in such a
place as this? It was a very pretty plant,
and I ean't for the life of me understand
why it failed. One would have thought it
would have been the easiest thing in the
world to have got the leot away by boat. I
think I could have done it.”

“ Something must have disturbed tivem,*
said Spencer. “ Something evidently did
upset her, for she was mad with terror when
we saw her tearing down the lawn. What
was it »2”

“ Something she saw, something she
heard,” said Braddell. “ It may have been
the red hand on the door. It may have been
a warning signal, the imitated note of a bird,
a faint cooee, which we didn't notice, but
which she heard immediately after we had
gone."

* What's to be done?” asked Spemcer,
staring at the precious contents of the
bureau.

“IIM go and fetch the police to take this
stuff away. You stay here and mount guard
over it,” said Braddell.

* No; I'll go,” said Spencer, a little paler
than he had been before, “amd you mount
guard. No: you sha'n’t run any risk, old
man. We'll both go. No one is likely to
interfere with this stuff for the short time
we shall be absent. To be quite frank, I
couldn't leave you alone here. This place,
the whole thing, is getting on my nerves

Braddell re-locked the bureau, and they
set out at a sharp trot for the station,

“ What I can't understand,” said Spencer,
“ is that poisoned cup. Whom was it meant
for, and why did she offer it to us? No
object in killing a couple of chaps she'd
never seen before.”

* 1 don't know,” said Braddell, musingjly-
*“If she'd done for both of us it would have
been easy to have pushed us overbeard,
seized the yawl, and escapedi™

* Ingenious, but a trifle risky," commented
Spencer, with a shake of the head. “ One
may go in for bank-cribbing, but draw the
line at murder. Here we are. They seem
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in a state of excitement. I’ll bet they’ll lose
their heads altogether when we show them
what we've foumd.™

The sergeant stared when Braddell curtly
requested him to accompany them back to
the bungalow and to bring a small sack; but
Braddell refused any explanation, and the
sergeant and a constable—the latter with
the sack over his arm—returned with the
two young men to the bungalow. With a
gesture that was instinctively dramatic
Braddell unleeked the bureau, threw up the
“dl’d and, with his eyes fixed on the sergeant,
sald .—

“ Put it in the sz

“ Put what, sir?"” demanded the sergezmt,
staring amazedly.

Braddell turned his eyes swiftly to the
open bureau and saw that it was empty. He
was too thunderstruck to utter a word, and
it was Spencer who gasped outt:—

“ That thing was full of notes and gold
when we left a quarter of an hour ago.”

The sergeant looked from Braddell to
Spencer with a surprise which gradually
gave place to a mixtuee of suspicion and pity.

“ There’s nothing there now, sir,” he said,
as he swept his hand round the inside of the
bureau. “It's quite empty; not even a
scrap of paper or a—hairpin. Sure you saw
it, sit 2 ”

“Sure !" exclaimed Spencer, imdigremtly.
“ Do you think we’'ve taken leave of our
senses ?

“ Well, sir, you've ’ad an upsetting tinme,*
responded the sergeant, apologetically.

“ Someone has been here,” said Braddell,
suddemlly; “someone strong enough to carry
off the money. They can’t have gone far;
there must be some traces”

He sprang to the door and, bending down,
examined the gravel path; but it had been
closely rolled and neatly swept, and there
were no traces of footsteps. But a little
farther on he found, on the edge of the grass,
the impress of a man’s shoe, a boating shoe
which had been recently whitened, for there
was a speck or two of pipeclay on the edge
of the feetprint.

“Come alomg,” he cried, in a voice
trembling with excitement.

They followed him as he tracked the foot-
prints. They went straight for the shrubbery
at a little distance from the bungalow.
Braddell stopped here and pointed to the
bush in front of him. Some of the twigs
had been broken, as if a person had rushed
through the bush, heedless of where he was
going.
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“ Better go round,” he said. “ We wom’t
disturb this.”

They found an opening a little lower down
in the shrubbery, and Braddell cautiously
entered, signing to the others to keep back.
They waited almost breathlesslly; then sud-
denly they heard a sharp, low cry from
Braddell, and the next moment he came out,
clutching the branches on each side of him
as if for support. His face was deathly
white, and he gazed over their heads as if he
were obsessed by seirie horrible sight.*

CHAPTER VII.

By RioHARD MARSH.
“ ParpoN me.” A man had stepped out
from among the bushes who was regarding
them with a smile. * Exuuse me, gentlemen,
this is all right as far as it goes, but the
point is how far does it go? That's the
point.”

“ There’s a dead body lying on the ground
where that man’s just come from,” Braddell
stammered to the sergeant. “I saw it with
my own eyes.”

“ Of course you did, and a very nice one
it 1"

“ What fiend in human shape,” cried
Braddell, facing the grinning stranger, “ have
we got here ?

“ That's the point, as 1 was about to
remark. “ How far have we got? I killed
him——"

“You killed him? You killed the man
who is lying there ? You admit it?”

“ Certainly I killed himn; that's the idea.
I gave him five blows with a hatchet. While
he was struggling for life he caught hold of
whatever he could, and that's his bloody
hand which you see upon the door-post. She
saw it, the young lady who was dressed as
a gent, and she did a bunk. Half mad wth
terror she was: we'd got her just right—we
wanted to get her like that, you know ; into
the water she goes, then you eome on the
scene, and that's as far as we've got.”

“ It seems to me that you've got Some

* The girl, a member of a good family, had fallen into the
hands of a professional thief, a handsome, fascinating szoumdiredl
The two had been concerned in the bank robbery, the proceeds
of which they had secreted in the bungalow, where they had
been living for some time. They had arranged to meet at
the bungalow, whence they were to escape in disguwise. The
giel had put on a man’'s flanndl boating suit and was awaiting
her ace ice when Spencer and Braddell's yawl came up.
Afeer they had gone she went to the house, and saw the red bhand,
a warning sign, on the door. She was about to take fiight when
she came upon the body of her ﬁcccmsilice lying in the shrub-
bery behind the bungalow. He had committed suicide by
drinking the eup, which she did not know contained poison when
she offered it to Spencer. A third accomplice whe had been
watehing had made off with the comtents of the bureau while
Spencer and Braddell had gone for the pelice. The girl and the
fest of the gang were captuved and sent to penal servitude.—
CHARLES GARVick.



194

distance.” Spen-
cer was surveying
the strdnger with
a glance which,
perbaps, insuf-
ficiently showed,
his bewilderment.
" Afe you a mu-
derer. or merely a
eriminal lunatie;
of what are yey,

sif 2"
“Weess,, winat
am 1? That's

another poimt.

We haven't got

so far as that.”

Taking off his

straw  hat, the

stranger passed a

blue silk hand-

kerchief #@cross

his brew. ™ Of

eourse, the idea

was thﬁt I was

te eut her threat,

drag her out of the water by the hair of her
head, and, as she lay gasping for breath on
the bank, slit it from ear to ear ; but, as I was
about to remark, that's what we haven't
quite got t0.”

“Haven't you? You may thank your
lucky stars that your carnival of crime was
not played out.” Spencer's tones were
portentous. “ Sergeant, do you happen to
have a pair of handcuffs in your pocket ? If
ever there was an occasion on which they
were required, surely this is one.”

“II'm thinking I've met this chap before,”
the sergeant remarked.

“You have, sergeant, when 1 gave you
half a crown to smash my friend’s head open
with your truncheon ; then we had a hand-
to-hand fight, after I'd thrown my wife out
of the wimdiow.”

“1 remember,” agreed the comstable; 1
remember very well. You made that half a
crown five shillliygs””

“ 1t was worth itt; you put up something
like a figght; you'd have killed me if my
friend hadn't thrown you out of the window
after my wife. Excouse me, gentlemen, but
it occurs te me™—tihe stranger turned to
Braddell and Spencer with the friendliest
possible gesture— that this may require a
little explanation ; something in your attitude
suggests it. Perhaps you will find it here.”

From a letter-case he took two cards,
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“ MIS FACE WAS DEATHLY WHITE, AND HE GAZED
OVER THEIR HEADS AS IF HE WERE OBSESSED BY
SOME HORRIBLE SNGIKT,”

presenting one to each gentleman. They were
inscribed :—
FILMS!
THE Finest THE WorLD Propucess!!
Startlers 111!
Screamers !!11}!
Scorchers !l !
Screechers !11N1 1!

More Terror, Tears and Laughter to the square inch
than those of any other firm in the Universe !
The Very Latest Cinematograph Company, 3, § & 7,
Corkcutter Alley, St. Martin’s Lane. Representadive,

Jaok THOMPSON.

“THett’s me, gentlemen. I'm Jack Thomp-
son, very much at your service. We were
rehearsing a little idea in which the intention
was to cram more varieties of bloodshed and
crime than have ever been crammed into
twelve hundred feet before—a film full of
human interest, with a heart-to-heart ending.
And when you came upon the seene that was
as far as we'd got.”

“ And why,” exclaimed a voice behind
them, “ you wish to waste good Kirschwasser
on making two sparrows dead drunk is beyond
me altogetther.”

The speaker picked up two sparrows which
were making some rather singular attempts
to walk across the Jawn.

“ Drunk ?* murmured Spencer. “ 1 thougjnt
they were deadl.”

“ Of course you did ; you'd think amything
— you're such a nice young man.” The
speaker plunged a pair of hands into his two
trouser pockets. * You thought I was a man.
Well, I'm not, I'm a girl; and that's as far
as I've got.”



How the Debt Was Paid.

By WILLIAM FREEMAN.
Ilhistrated by Dudley Hardy, R.I

I

HRIS HASTINGS came from
the North. He was a young
man with a clear skin, a per-
ceptible accent, and a keen
eye to business, and when he
opened the old-fashioned shop
at the corner of the High
Street with miscellaneous grocery, drapery,
and general goods, most of the villagers,
including the proprietor of the rival estab-
lishment, wondered at his temerity.

Old Bowater—Henry Morton Bowater,
licensed to deal in tobacco and methylated
spirits—had stood behind his crowded counter
longer than most of the inhabitants of Crutton
could remember. His good-humoured face,
with its fringe of grey whiskers, peering from
behind ramparts of cheese and biscuit-tins
and penny bottles of sauee, was familiar to
every man, woman, and child in the place.
He was a widewer with one dark-eyed girl,
Margaret.

It speedily became evident that the stranger
did not believe in sitting still and waiting
for custom, and that the duel between himself
and old Bowater would be to the death.

The latter, reading his rival’s advertise-
ment in the local paper, first frowned, then
laughed boisterously. On the following
Wednesday he closed early and made a fur-
tive pilgrimage to the new establishment.

He opened his eyes rather widely at the
display in the window, and gave a surly nod
as Hastings appeared in the doorway.

“ Good aftermoum,* said the Latter.

“ Arternoom,” responded the old muan,
shortly. “See you don’t believe in early
closing.”

“ Can’t afford to. I've got my way to
make,” said Mr. Hastings, amiably. “ Not
like some of you old-established folk, with a
business that doesn’t need pushimg.”

Old Bowater’s manner became a shade
more friendly.

“ See here, young felliar,” he said, impres-
sively. “ You take an older man’s advice
before it's too late, and go where there's
room.”

“ That's precisely why I came here,” said
Mr. Hastings, quite unruffled, hurrying
into the shop to attend to a customer.
The other recognized her as Mrs. Grimson,
the doctor’'s wife, and saw that she paid
for her purchases in gold. He returned
moodily to his own shop. A sudden
realization of its old-fashioned, happy-go-
lueky arrangement of stock fell for the first
time like a shadew on his pride.

His patrons had never been very many, but
the business was so steady that he had been
almost in the position of a man with an inde-
pendent income—a position which the failure
of all previous rivals had served to strengthen.

But the newer residents in the village
appeared to demand cheapness and novelty,
and Bowater’s sale of the more ephemeral
and profitable goods — belated echoes of
London fashions—seemed likely to sink to
vanishing point. Young Hastings, he dis-
covered, went to the City at least once a fort-
night, leaving Walsh, a strenuous assistant,
In eharge for the day, the result being an up-
to-dateness with whieh It was utterly beyond
the pewer of the old man to eompete. He
did, indeed, attermpt ene of twe similar ex-
eursiens, but they were sueR eenspleueus
failures that he fell baek en his reserves in
the shape ef Brilliantly-NYiRd windews
and the distriBution of eireulars iR whieh
steck phrases and bad grammar struggled
pathetieally.

His rival, reading one of these, smiled, and
flung it across to his assistant.

“ We're making the old man sit up,” he
said.

Circumstances had taught him to regard
business as a warfare, though in private life
he was a kindly, healthy-miinded youth, with
a code of honesty so rigid that he had been
warned that it would lead to his ruin.

Every penny beyond his immediate needs
went in advertising, steadily and systematic-
ally, and brought its sure reward in the shape
of trade which might have gone to his rival.

Crutton watched with amusement and
interest. But to one of the actors it was
sheer tragedy.
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Old Bowater saw his business begin to crumble. One
by one, filrst the chance customers, then the fairly
regular ones, and finally those whom he had served over
that battered counter for years, deserted him for the
corner shop, where the bigger, brazen-voiced business

was for ever shouting its own
virtues. At last there came a
day when the old man, after
spending a solitary aftermoon
poring over his ledger and a
file of bills, went in to his
evening meal with a face so “ S HERE, YOUNG FELLER,” HE SAll), IMPRESSIVELY. ‘' vVOU

white that his daughter Was  [Ake ax OLDEX MAN'S ADVICE BEFORE ITS TOO LATE, AND
frightened. GO WHERE THERE'S Ram ™
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“ What isit,dad ? What has happened ? **

“ Nothin’ — nothin’ but what I've a right
to expect. Expenses for the last year—
ninety-eight, ten, seven. Profits on goods
sold—forty-five, eight, nine. Money in "and,
after payin’ all Dbills—seventeen pounds.
AR’ two years ago I 'ad over a 'undered in
the bank !”

Margaret looked at him with troubled eyes.

“ Forty years I've been here,” the old man
went on, half to himself, “ and now——"

He broke off in a short, tired sob so heart-
breaking that the girl put her arms about him,
laying her head on his breast to conceal her
own tears.

“ Don't,
better.”

“ I'm no match for the young man, my lass
—that’s what it is. He's young, an’ strong,
an’ crool, and I can't stand up agin him.
We’d best get out of it before it's too late.”

“ But what can we do—where can wego ? *
she asked, her heart aching for him.

Old Bowater sighed heavily.

“1 dom't know. There is your Uncle Jeff
in Canada. They say it's a good climate,
and that shopkeepers and so on are wanted,
and I don’t doubt but that he would help me
to make a start there. You shouldn’t cry like
that, dearie. It's no one’s fault, and I'm an old
fool to trouble you about the business at all.”

But a deep, illogical anger against the man
who had brought them to this pass seethed
in the girl’s heart. It did not diminish when,
at the end of another six months, their remain-
ing stock was sold off by auction, and Walsh,
acting as deputy for Hastings, bought the
greater portion of it at a mere fraction of the
original cost.

But Hastings himself seemed to find little
satisfaction in his bargains.

“ 1 wish it hadn’t come to this,” he said.
“ There should have been room enough for
us both in the place.”

As it was, Bowater's heart was broken.
An old man leaving for a strange land in
such circumstances is hardly fitted to begiﬂ
life anew. When Margaret reached her
destination she was alone |

dad—denitt! Things will get

IL
Durine the five years that followed, Chris
Hastings's business achieved a prosperity
that no subsequent rivals seemed able to
shake. Crutton itself was spreading in every
direction, and the High Street, humming with
tram-cars and brilliant with electric light,
had changed almost beyond recognition.
Bowatet’s old premises, with those adjeining,
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had been pulled down, and a row of handsome
shops had taken their place.

Hastings one day was surprised to find that
three of them had been taken by one firm—
“ The Competitive Stores.” He smiled, for
the prospect of further opposition had lost
its terrors.

The new firm possessed, at any rate,
sufficient capital to advertise effectively and
audaciously. “ All our goods are sold at less
than cost,” said the circulars, and Crutton,
incredulous but interested, awaited the
fulfilment of the promise.

“ They're laying out a deuce of a lot of
money,” Mr. Walsh informed his chief, con-
fidentiallly. “1I half wish we'd bought the
whole block when it was on the market.”

“1 don’t. I've enough to look after as it
is,” said Hastings, with a slight accent on the
pronoun. “I've seen too many firms go up
like a rocket to be afraid of the stick when it
comes dowm.”

Nevertheless, he found himself wondering
vaguely how long it would be before this new
enemy was beaten. When, a week later, the
shining mahogany doors of the Stores were
flung open, he sent for Walsh again.

“ Have you seen the new show ? ™

“ Yes ; of course, it's merely an advertising
dodge. We shall hear in a day or so that
*Owing to the increase in the cost of raw
materials, we are reluctantly compelled—'
and so on. Still—"

“ Still 2 * echoed Hastings, after a pause.

“ The prices at present are literally under
cost.”

“ They are.*

“ If we reduced our own——’

“ My good man, until we know a little more
about them it would be suicididl™

“ Exactly. I suppose you'll make imquiries
through the usual channels ? ™

“ Yes. And send Tompkins to me. I'm
not satisfied with that last batch of adver-
tisements he got out.”

That day was August i7th—Chris remem-"
bered it because his own business was justt'
seven years old.

His inquiries led to nothing reassuring.
The Stores were good for credit to a startlingly
large amount, which the manager, Mr.
Dawson, appeared to have carie blanche in
using to build up a connection.

Weeks passed, and Mr. Walsh proved a
false prophet. The prices at the Stores still
stood at a fraction under what Hastings
himself had to pay at the best wholesale
houses, and, had his pride permitted, it would
have suited him to buy direct from his rival.
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He decided to concentrate his whole
attention in beating his rival in the race for
novelties. Here again he suffered defeat.
Dawson had a season-ticket to the City, and
his previous training and connection there
was immensely in his favour. The customers
at the Stores, frankly sceptical at first, con-
tinued to inerease in number, travelling miles
to visit a shoglthat offered such unexampled
and Inexplicable bargains. Dawson doeubled
his staff. Hastings put an entire year's
profits on the heardings, and was rewarded by
seelfig the tide of trade ebb steadily. Realiz-
Ing that the smallest eenfession of fallure
would be fatal, he drew heavily en his reserve
eapltal, and fer a menth seld his geeds at
eest priee.

At the end of that time Walsh asked for a
private interview. During the crisis the two
men had been less together than usual, and
when the manager stepped up to the big
paper-littered desk he was obviously ill at
ease.

“ What is it ?** Hastings asked, sitarply.

An increasing irritability was not the only
evidence of the strain on his nerves. He had
lost his healthy colour, and there were tired
lines about his eyes.

“ Mly, agreement with you terminates in a
few days,” said Walsh, shuffling with his feet.

“ And you want an increase of salary ? If
you've seen last month's returns, the request
shows a fine sense of humour ! ”

“ Not at all. 1 did not come to ask for a
rise, but merely to say that I did not wish to
renew the agreementt”

Hastings swung round on his revolving
chair and looked his subordinate squarely in
the face.

“1 see,” he said, slowly.
they offered you ? ™

Walsh did not answer.

“ 1 do not think I need detain you until the
end of your time. In fact, I should take it as
a personal favour if you could arrange to
leave by this evening. Here is a cheque for
your salary in full.”

Walsh took it with fingers that shook a
little.

When he had gone the master sat staring
blindly at the white-faced calendar on his
desk. It told him, as pitilessly as the voice
of Fate, that, unless a miracle imtervened,
within three months his ruin would be
absolute and imretrievable.

“ What have

1L
Mr. Dawson smiled faintly when the clerk
brought him the message. His manner was
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cordial to the point of effusiveness as he rose
to greet his visitor.

“ Pleased to see you, Mr. Hastings. Season-
able weather we're having, aren’t we ? ”

“ How long is this going on ? * said Hastings
hoarsely, without prelude.

“ Ah-h—I rather think that must depend
upon how long the—er—opposition is sus-
tained.”

Hastings gripped the back of a chair. Fcr
an instant the devil of murder leaped in his
heart—leaped, and was conquered. When
he spoke again, it was like a man physically
exhausted.

“1 don't know your object, and I'm not
afraid of fair competition. But this under-
cost-price insanity——"

“ My dear sir,” said Mr. Dawson, indul-
gently, “you must allow my company to
know their own business best. The Stores
will be conducted on its present lines so long
as we have opposition to face—and our
capital Jasis”

“Is that final 2 ™

“ Absolutely. I don't mind confessing in
confidence that up to the present we have
spent some four thousand pounds. On the
other hand, we have still rather more than a
quarter of a million behind us. So, as you
see——"

Hastings saw—saw clearly the annihilation
that faced him. For a moment he stood
fumbling with the carved edge of the desk,
without speaking. Then, with a bow, he
went quietly out and down the thickly-
carpeted stairs into the street.

The days that followed were filled with a
weariness, a sense of almost childish helpless-
ness, that played havoc with his already over-
strained nerves. At the end of December
he went again to the Stores. The change
in the man was so marked that even
Dawson's sympathy was stirred.

“ You're not looking very fit,"” he remaniked.

“Can 1 see the head of your fanm ? ™"
demanded Hastings abruptly, ignoring the
outstretched hand.

“1 am empowered to make all arrange-
ments, and to submit any proposals to him,"
said Dawson, stiffly.

“ Oh, for Heaven’s sake let me get in touch
with the man that is ruining me!" cried
Hastings, hysterically, for he was utterly
unstrung.

“ It's not the usual thing, but——"

“ 1s he in the building ? ™

“ By a coincidence, he is. And he may
possibly be willing to see you for a few
moments.”
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He went into an inner room, and presemtly,
returning, beckoned Hastings forward, and
closed the door behind him.

There was, apparently, another visitor
waiting—a slim girl, with big, dark eyes.
Hastings had met her in the village several
times, and had been struck by her beauty
and her air of deep sorrow.

He bowed, and stood waiting.

“ What can I do for you, Mr. Hastings ?
she asked, after a pause, during which he was
conscious of her quiet scrutiny.

“I—I have called to see the chieff® he
stammered.

The girl laughed—a hard little laugh that

grated on his ear.
I own the Competitive

“1 am the chief.
Stores.”

“ Good God ! " said Hastings. He stepped
back a pace, and as he gazed at her the blood
slowly ebbed from his face, leaving it the
colour of parchment,

“1 have been expecting you for several
days,” went on the level, passionless voice.

He caught at the last remnants of his self-
control.

“ Why—why have you done this? ™

“Why ? Because 1 can afford to, and
because I am Henry Bowater's da

The man shrank back against the wall, and
it seemed to him that the floor rose and fell,
and the room was lost in a black mist through
which the girlish face with its terrible eyes
alone shone clearly.

“You ruined my father,” she comtinued.
“You killed him. I went to my uncle in
Canada. He was the only living relative I
had. When he died and left me his money—
and he was very rich—I came to England
again, for I had a debt to pay. And—I am
paying it! "

Hastings said nothing. The face was
wavering, melting into the surrounding black-
ness. He groped at the wall, lurched blindly
against it, and slid limply sideways to the
floor.

A period of oblivion followed—oblivion
broken by brief periods of semi-comsciousness.
Then there came a day when he was able to
realize that he was in his own room, and
that a quiet-footed stranger in nurse's costume
was tending him unobtrusively. His brain
grew troubled with a sense of overwhelming
disaster, until old Dr. Grimson appeared and
warned him in a whisper that he must on
no account distress himself, for he had had a
very narrow escape. Also, his business was
in good hands,
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So Hastings shut his eyes again and sllpped
back into the region of cool grey shadows'
It was a month before he received permission
to open his first business letter. It ran i—

* Deam StR,—Acting under mmstructions,
I have placed Mr. Walsh in charge of the
business carried on by you in the High Street,
and he is conducting it as heretofore. This
step, irregular as it may seem, was renidered
necessary by the action of certain creditors,
whose claims I have—also acting under
instructions—duly settled.

“ You may, however, rest assured that no
further steps of importance will be taken
without your full knowledge and sanction,

“ Yours faithfullly, A. Dawsow'

The thing was inexplicable, but he wrote a
short acknowledgment. He also sent a note
to the owner of the Stores :—

“ Will you grant me the honour of a few
minutes’ interview ? ™

Her answer came by return :

“If you still wish it, I will come in a few
days, when you are stromgyr.*

Their second meeting, with the watchful
nurse in the background, was wholly unemo-
tional and commonplace. Afterwards Has-
tings wondered why he had expected it to
be otherwise. He held out his hand, and she
took it passively.

“ 1 am glad to learn that you are hetitrenr.™

“ Thanks ! Won't you sit down and loosen
your wraps—the room is very warmn."

The girl did so, smiling, and he realized
what a child she still was.

“1 have received a note from your
manager,” he began, with painfully flushed
cheeks. “I do not understand it, but I
realize that you have been very generous
to a fallen ememmy.™

“ It was nothing—the smallest reparation
I could make. Walsh, by my imstructions,
is holding the reins until you are able to take
them again—that is all.”

“ But—the Stores ? "

“The Stores are closed,” she said, with
averted head. * I took upon myself to collect
a debt, and I found that my rate of interest
was too high. All T ask now is that it may
be forgottem. ™

She rose and drew her cloak about her.

1] Lo

“ You will come again ? * he begged. “1
have many other things to ask you. And I
have no other visitors.”

She hesitated, a warm colour in her own
cheeks.

“ If the doctor gives permission, and you
are sure——"'
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He was sure, and she came again. The
maternal instinct was stirred by his weakness
and loneliness, and, as she had told him, the
debt was paid.

On Hastings's side there grew, swiftly and
insidiously, a passion so hopeless that he did
not even attempt to check it. Between them
stood her great wealth, her
beauty, and a traditional
enmity, the memory of which
he felt no time could efface.

It was arranged that he
should go to the sea for a few
weeks before re-
turning to his
swiftly - recover-
ing buinesss. On |
the eve of his '
departure he sent
a short note say-
ing when he was
going. The cab
that drove him
to the station was
early, and he was
glad to retreat
to the deserted
waiting - room. ‘

Hecameuwponther |
suddenly, stand-
ing near the door.
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“ The account can never be squared,” said
Hastings, softly.
“1 have done my best,” she said.
He laid his hand very gently on her shoulder.
“ 1 know,” he said. ‘" But—I do not think
you understand. And I dare not explam’”
The platform was filled with clatter and
steam as
the express
roared into
the station.
Hastiimggss
m oweedd
slowly away.
That this,

* 41, TOO, AM GOING AWAY," SHE CONMNED.™

“1 am afraid 1 have done a very officious
and foolish thing,” she said, cheerfully.
“ But it suddenly struck me that your house-
keeper might not have remembered to pack
you any refreshiments, and 1 have ventured
to bring these”

She laid a neatly-tied package on the table.

Hastings, indescribably toudhed|, stammered
incoherently.

“1, too, am going away,” she comtinued.
“ 1 don't suppose we shall ever meet again.
But 1 should like to feel sure before 1 left that
—that the account was squered!”

their final parting, should end in bleak rmis-
understanding weighed heavily on his saul.
At the door he turned and glanced backwwerdis,
She was leaning against the mantelpirae,
sobbing quietly.

He found himself at her side again.

“ Mtargaret—Margaret !

“ You — you've forgotten your sand-
wiches ! she said, dabbing her eves furiousihs,
*“ and—and——"

When the Bournemouth express slid out
of the station with gathering speed Hastings
was still comforting her.
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Judith Lee: Pages from Her Life.

By RICHARD MARSH.
llustrated by W, R. S. Stott.

[A new detective method is such a rare thing that it is with unusual pleasure we intmoduce our
readers to Judith Lee, the fortunate possessor of a gift which gives her a place apart in detective

fiction.

Mr. Marsh's heroine is one whose fortunes, we predict with confidence, will be followed

with the greatest interest from month to monik.]

1=The Man Wile Cut O My Hair.

Y name is Judith Lee. I am
a teacher of the deaf and
dumb. I teach them by
what is called the oral system
—that is, the lip-reading sys-
tem. When people pronounce
a word correctly they all
make exaetly the same movements with
their lips, se that, without hearing a seund,
you only have te wateh them very elesely o
knew what they are saying. Of eeurse, this
fieeds praetiee, and seme peeple de it bettef
and guleker than ethers. 1 §u%p@§e 1 must
have a speeial seft of knaek in that direstion,
Beeause | de net remember a time when, By
merely wateRing pesple speaking at a dis-
tanee, ne matter at what distanee if 1 esuld
see them elearly, 1 did net knew what they
Were saying. 1R my ease {he Bift; oF knack,
oF whalever it Js, 5 Rereditary. My fathef
was a Esiehﬁ 8t ihs ﬂfe at and Humb=a vs?
§HEE€§§ Hl BRe. HIS father W? i beliey
8He 8 {H‘é EH&I 18K 8 5 & 8Hdl s §‘é
SHE Was

M
lm el ef SPegt WFEIE 46 g&ﬁé
5%6 GLHFHHB ?% she W%% § %ﬂq‘é é@ Z

ssa sg s*

Lol el
SESH RSt heat het SWR Valce:

So, you see, I have lived in the atmosphere
of lip-reading all my life. When people, as
they often do, think my skill at it borders on
the marvellous, I always explain to them that
it is nothing of the kind, that mine is simply
a case of " practice makes perfest” This
knaek of mine, in a way, is almest equivalent
to another sense. It has led me into the
most singular situations, and it has been the
cause of many really extra@fdmafﬁﬁadven-
tures. I will tell yeu ef ene whieh happened
te me when I was guite a ehild, the details ef
whieh have never faded frem my MEMEFy.

My father and mother were abroad, and I
Vol. i -27

was staying, with some old and trusted
servants, in a little cottage which we had in
the country. I suppose I must have been
between twelve and thirteen years of age. 1
was returning by train to the cottage from a
short visit which I had been paying to some
friends. In my compartment there were two
persons besides myself—an elderly womant
whe sat in frent ef me, and a man who was
at the other end of her seat. At a station
net very far frem my heme the woman got
eut; a man get in and placed himselt beside
the ene whe was already there. 1 eeuld see
they were aequaintances—they began te talk
te eaeh other.

They had been talking together for some
minutes in such low tones that you could not
only not hear their words, you could scarcely
tell that they were speaking. But that made
no difference to me ; though they spoke in
the tiniest whisper I had only to look at their
faces to know exactly what they were saying.
As a matter of fact, happening to glance up
frem the magazine I was reading, I saw the
fhan whe had been there first say to the other
something whieh gave me quite a start.
What he said was this (I oenly saw the fag-end
of the sendenes)i—

Myrtle Cottage ; it's got a great,
old myrtle in the front gardlem

The other man said something, but as his
face was turned from me I could not see what ;
the tone in which he spoke was so subdued
that hearing was out of the question. The
first man replied (whose face was to me):—

“His name is Colegate. He's an old
bachelor, who uses the place as a summer
cottage. I know him well—all the dealers
know him. He's got some of the finest old
silver in England. There's a Charles II. salt-
cellar in the place which would fetch twenty
pounds an ounce anywhere.”

The other man sat up erect and shook
his head, looking straight in front of him, so

Copyright, t§1t, by Richard Marsh.
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that I could see what he said, though he spoke
only in a whisper.

“ Ol silver is no better than new ; you
can only melt it.”

The other man seemed to grow quite warm.

“ Only melt it! Don't be a fodall; you
don't know what you're talking about. I
can get rid of old silver at good prices to
collectors all over the world ; they don’t ask
too many questions when they think they’re
getting a bargain. That stuff at Myrtle
Cottage is worth to us well over a thousand ;
I shall be surprised if 1 don’t get more for it.”

The other man must have glanced at me
while I was watching his companion speak.
He was a fair-haired man, with a pair of light-
blue eyes, and quite a nice complexion.
He whispered to his friend :—

“ That infernal kid is watching us as if she
were all eyes.”

The other said : “ Let her watch. Much
good may it do her ; she can't hear a word—
goggle-eyed brat ! ”

What he meant by “ goggle-eyed ” I didn’t
know, and it was true that I could not hear ;
but, as it happened, it was not necessary that
I should. I think the other must have been
suspicious, because he replied, if possible in a
smaller whisper than ever:—

“ I should like to twist her skinny neck and
throw her out on to the lime.”

He looked as if he could do it too ; such an
unpleasant look came into his eyes that it
quite frightened me. After all, I was alone
with them ; I was quite smalll; it would
have been perfectly easy for him to have done
what he said he would like to. Se I glaneed
back at my magazine, and left the rest of their
conversation unwatehed.

But I had heard, or rather seen, enough
to set me thinking. I knew Myrtle Cottage
quite well, and the big myrtle tree ; it was
not very far from our own cottage. And I
knew Mr. Colegate and his collection of old
silver—particularly that Charles II. salt-
cellar of which he was so proud. What inte-
rest had it for these two men? Had Mr.
Colegate come to the eottage ? He was net
there when I left. Or had Mr. and Mfrs.
Baines, whe kept heuse fer him—had they
eeme ? 1 was se youhg and se simple that
it never eeeurred t6 me that there esuld be
anything sinister abeut these twe whispering
gentlermen.

They both of them got out at the station
before ours. Ours was a little village station,
with a platform on only one side of the line ;
the one at which they got out served for quite
an important place—our local market town.
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I thought no more about them, but I did
think of Mr. Colegate and of Myrtle Cottage.
Dickson, our housekeeper, said that she did
not believe that anyone was at the cottage,
but she owned that she was not sufe. S6
after tea I went for a stroll, without sayin% a
word to anyone—Dickson had sueh a trouble-
some habit of wanting to knew exaetly where
you were golig. My stroll teek me te Miyrtle
Cettage.

It stood all by itself in a most secluded
situation on the other side of Woodbarrow
Common. You could scarcely see the house
from the road—it was quite a little house.
When I got into the garden and saw that the
front-room window was open I jumped to the
very natural conclusion that someone imust
be there. I went quickly to the window—]
was on the mest intimate terms with every-
ofie abeut the place; 1 sheuld never have
dreamt of anneuneing my presenee IR any
fermal manner—and looked in. What I saw
dld surpeise me.

In the room was the man of the train—the
man who had been in my compartment fiirst.
He had what seemed to me to be Mr. Cole-
gate's entire collection of old silver spread
out on the table in front of him, and that very
moment he was helding up that gem of the
collectioi—the Charles 1I. salt-cellar. I had
moved very gquletly, meaning to take M,
Colegate—iif It was he—by surprise; but 1
deubt if 1 had made a nelse that that man
weuld have heard me, he was §e wrapped up
in that apple ef M. éelegate’g éye.

I did not know what to make of it at all.
I did not know what to think. What was
that man doing there ? What was I to do ?
Should I speak to him ? I was just trying
to make up my mind when someone from
behind lifted me right off my feet and, putting
a hand to my throat, squeezed it so tiglhtly
that it hurt me.

“If you make a sound I'll choke the life
right out of you. Don’t you make any mis-
take about it—I will !

He said that out loudly enough, though it
was not so very loud either—he spoke so
close to my ear. I could scarcely breathe,
but I could still see, and I could see that the
man who held me so horribly by the throat
was the second man of the train. The
recognition seemed to be mutual.

“ If it ism’t that infernal bratt! She seemed
to be all eyes in the railway carriage, and, my
word, she seems to have been all ears-tom*

The first man had come to the window.

“ What's up 7 he asked. ‘“ Who's that
kid you've got hold of there ?
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My captor twisted my face round for the
other to look at.

“ Can’t you see for yourself ? 1 felt, some-
how, that she was listeming.”

“ She couldn’t have heard, even if she was ;
no one could have heard what we were saying.
Hand her in here.” 1 was passed through
the window to the other, who kept as tight
a grip on mv throat as his friend had done.

“Who are you ?" he asked. “I'll give
you a chance to answer, but if you try to
scream I'll twist your head right off you.”

He loosed his grip just enough to enable
me to answer if I wished. But I did not wish.
I kept perfectly still. His companion said :—

“ What's the use of wasting time ? Slit
her throat and get done with it.”

He took from the table a dreadful-looking
knife, with a blade eighteen inches long, which
I knew very well. M. Colegate had it in his
collection because of its beautifully-chased,
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massive silver handle. It had belonged to
one of the old Scottish chieftains ; Mr. Cole-
gate would sometimes make me go all over
goose-flesh by telling me of some of the awful
things for which, in the old, lawless, blood-
thirsty days in Scotland, it was supposed to
have been used. 1 knew that he kept it In
beautiful eendltion, with the edge as shar
as a razer. Se you ean faney what my feel:
ings were when that man drew the blade
aeress my threat, se elese t8 the skin that
it all but grazed me.

“ Before you cut her thrast,” observed
his companion, “ we'll tie her up. We'll
make short work of her. This bit of rope
will about do the dodige™

He had what looked to me like a length of
clothes-line in his hand. With it, between
them, they tied me to a great oak chair, so
tight that it seemed to cut right into me, and,
lest I should scream with the pain, the man

“HiE. CAUGHT NIOLD OK MY HAIR, AMIb WITH THAT DKKAOKUL KNIKE SAWKM THE WHOLE
OK IT FROM MY HEAD."
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with the blue eyes tied something across my
mouth in a way which made it impossible
for me to utter a sound. Then he threatened
me with that knife again, and just as I made
sure he was going to cut my throat he caught
hold of my hair, which, of course, was hanging
down my back, and with that dreadful knife
sawed the whele of it from my head.

If I could have got within reach of him at
that moment I believe that I should have
stuck that knife into him. made me
halt beside myself. He had destroyed what
was almost the dearest thing in the world to
me—not because of my own love of it, but
on aecount of my mother’s. My mother had
often guoted to me, “ The glory of a woman
is her hair,” and she would add that mine was
very beautiful. There eertaifily was a great
deal of it. She was so proud of my halr that
she had fﬁ_ﬁd@ fhe proud of It tee—fer her sake.
And te think that this man eeuld have rebbed
e of it in s6 hidesus a way ! 1 de Believe
that at the merent 1 eeuld have killed Rif.

I suppose he saw the fury which possessed
me, because he laughed and struck me across
the face with my own hair.

“I've half a mind to cram it down your
throat,” he said. “ It didn't take me long
to cut it off, but I'll cut your throat even
quicker—if you so much as try to move, my
little deax.”

The other man said to him :—

“ She can't move and she can't make a
sound either. You leave her alone. Come
over here and attend to busimess”

“T'll learn her,” replied the other mam,
and he lifted my hair above my head and let
it fall all over me.

They proceeded to wrap up each piece of
Mr. Colegate’s collection in tissue paper, and
then to pack the whole into two queer-shaped
bags—pretty heavy they must have been.
It was only then that I realized what they
were doing—they were stealing Mr. Colegate’s
collection ; they were going to take it away.
The fury which possessed me as I sat there,
Relpless, and watched them ! The pain was
bad eneugh, but my rage was werse. When
the man whe had eut off my half meoved te
the windew with ene of the bags held in beth
his hands=it was as mueh as he eeuld earry
=he said te his eempanion Wwith a glanee
tewards me: “ Hadn't 1 Betier eut hef
threat befere 1 ge ?

“You can come and do that presetiiy,”
replied the other; “yyoulll find her waitimg,”
Then he dropped his voice and I saw him say :
“ Now you quite understand ?” The other
nodded. “ What isit?”
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The face of the man who had cut my hair
was turned towards me. He put his lips
very close to the other, speaking m the tiniest
whisper, which he never dreamed could reach
my ears: “ Cotterill, Cloak-room, Victoria
Station, Brighton Railwiay.”

The other whispered, “ That's right. You’d
better make a note of it; we don’t want any
bungling.”

“ No fear, I'm not likely to forget. Then
he repeated his previous words, “ Cotterill,
Cloak-room, Victoria Station, Brighton Rail-
way.”

He whispered this so very earnestly that
I felt sure there was something about the
words which was most importatt; by the
time he had said them a second time they
were printed on my brain quite as indelibly
as they were on his. He got out of the
window and his bag was passed to him;
then He spoke a parting werd to me.

“Sorry I can't take a lock of your hair
with me; perhaps I'll come back for one
presemtily.”

Then he went. If he had known the
passion which was blazing in my heart ! That
allusion to my desecrated locks only made it
burn still fiecceer. His companion, left alone,
paid no attention to me whatever. He con-
tinued to secure his bag, searched the room,
as if for anyvhing which might have been
overlooked, then, bearing the bag with the
other halt of Mr. Colegate’s eollection with
him, he went threugh the deer, ignering my

resefice as If I had never existed. What
e did afterwards 1 eannet say; I saw ne
fere of Rif ; 1 was left alene=all threugh
the night.

What a night it was. I was not afraid ; 1
can honestly say that I have seldom been
afraid of anything—I suppose it is a matter of
temperament—but I was most uncomfortable,
very unhappy, and each moment the pain
caused me by my bonds seemed to be growing
greater. I do believe that the one thing
which enabled fie te keep my senses all
through the night was the eenstant repetitien
of these mystie werds : Cetterill, FOOM,
Vieteria Statien, Brighton Railway. IR the
fidst ef my treuble I was glad that what
sefme peeple eall my eurieus gift had enabled
fAe e see what I was quite sure they had never
meant sheuld reaeh my understanding. What
the werds meant t Rad ne netien ; In them-
selves EH@% seemed to Be silly werds. But
that they had seme Ridden, weighty meaning
1 was s6 sure {hat 1 kept sayi %,Hem oveér
%‘f }%VGF again lest they sheuld slip threugh
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I do not know if 1 ever closed my eyes; 1
certainly never slept. I saw the first gleams
of light usher in the dawn of another morning,
and I knew the sun had risen. 1 wondered
what they were doing at home—between the
repetitions of that cryptic phrase. Was
Dickson looking for me ? 1 rather wished I
had let her khow where I was @simg, then she
might have had some idea of where to leek,
As it was she had none. 1 had some aequalnt-
ances three or four miles off, with whem 1
would sometimes go to tea and, witheut
warning to anyone at home, stay the night.
I am afraid that, even as a child, my habits
were erratic. Dickson might think 1 was
staying with them, and, if se, she weuld net
even trouble to look for me. In that ease I
might have to stay where 1 was for days.

I do not know what time it was, but it
seemed to me that it had been light for weeks,
and that the day must be nearly gone, when
I heard steps outside the open window. 1
was very nearly in a state of stupor but I
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had still sense enough to wonder if it was that
man who had cut my hair come back again
to cut my throat. As I watched the open
sash my heart began to beat more vigorously
than it had for a very long time. What then
was my relief when there presently appeared,
on the other side of it, the face of Mr, Colcgate,
the owner of Myrtle Cottage. I tried to
scream-wiith joy, but that cloth across my
mouth prevented my uttering a sound.

I never shall forget the look which came
on Mr. Colegate's face when he saw me, He
rested his hands on the sill as if he wondered
how the window came to be open , ttiren wem Hee
looked in and saw me, what a jump he gave.

“Juddith 1 he exclaimed. * Judith Lee !
Surely it is Judith Lee ! ™

He was a pretty old man, or he seemed so
to me, but I doubt if a boy could have got
through that window quicker than he did.
He was by my side in less than no time; with
a knife which he took from his pocket was
severing my bonds. The agony which came
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over me as they were loosed ! It was worse
than anything which had gone before. The
moment mv mouth was free I exclaimed—
even then I was struck by the funny, hoarse
voice in which I seemed to be speaking :—

“ Cotterill, Cloak-room, Victoria Station,
Brighton Railwey.”

So soon as I had got those mysterious words
out of my poor, parched throat I fainted ;
the agony I was sufferimg, the strain which I
had gone through, proved too much for me.
I knew dimly that I was tumbling into M.
Colegate’s arms, and then I knew rnio more.

When I came back to life I was in bed.
Dickson was at my bedside, and Dr. Scott,
and Mr. Colegate, and Pierce, the village
policeman, and a man who I afterwards knew
was a detective, who had been sent over post-
haste from a neighbouring town. I wondered
where I was, and then I saw I was In a reem
in Myrtle Cottage. 1 sat up In bed, put up
My hands—then it all eaffe baek te me.

“He cut off my hair with MacGregor's
knife ! MacGregor was the name of the
Highland chieftain to whom, according to Mr.
Colegate, that dreadful knife had belonged.

When it did all come back to me and I
realized what had happened, and felt how
strange my head seemed without its accus-
tomed covering, nothing would satisfy me
but that they should bring me a looking-glass.
When I saw what I looked like the rage which
had possessed me when the outrage first took
place surged through me with greater foree
than ever. Before they eould stop e, or even
guess what I was geing to dp, I was eut ef bed
and faelng them. That eryptie utteranee
eame baek te e as if of its ewn Initiative ;
it burst frem my lips.

“ Cotterill, Cloak-room, Victoria Station,
Brighton Railway ! Where are my clothes ?
That’s where the man is who cut off my haur.”

They stared at me. I believe that for a
moment they thought that what I had endured
had turned my brain, and that I was mad.
But I soon made it perfectly clear that I was
nothing of the kind. 1 told them my stor
as fast as I eould speak ; I faney I brought it
hefe to thelf uﬂdefst_anaiﬂ% Then I teld
them of the werds whieh I Rad seen speken
In sueh a selemn whisper, and hHew sure I
was that they were pregnant with weighty
feaning.

“ Cotterill, Cloak-room, Victoria Station,
Brighton Railway—that’s where the man is
who cut my hair off—that’s where I'm going
to catch him.”

ITie detective was pleased to admit that
there might be something in my theory, and

THE STRAND MAG4AZINE.

that it would be worth while to go up to
Victoria Station to see what the words might
mean. Nothing would satisfy me but that
we should go at once. I was quite convinced
that every moment was of importance, and
that if we were not quick we should be too
late. I won Mr. Colegate over—of course, he
was almost as anxious to get his collection
back as I was to be quits with the miscreant
who had shorn me of my locks. So we went
up to town by the first train we could catch—
Mr. Colegate, the detective, and an excited
and practically hairless child.

When we got to Victoria Station we
marched straight up to the cloak-room, and
the detective said to one of the persons on
the other side of the cowmterr:—

“Is there a parcel here for the name of
Cotterill ?

The person to whom he had spoken did
not reply, but another man who was standing
by his side.

“ Cotterill > A parcel for the name of
Cotterill has just been taken out—a hand-bag,
scarcely more than half a minute ago. You
must have seen him walking off with it as
you came up. He can hardly be out of sight
now.” Leaning over the counter, he looked
along the platform. “ There he is—someone
is just going to speak to him.”

I saw the person to whom he referred—a
shortish man in a light grey suit, carrying a
brown leather hand-bag. I also saw the per-
son who was going to speak to him; and
thereupon I ceased to have eyes for the man
with the bag. I broke into exclamation.

“ There's the man who cut my hair !” 1
cried. I went rushing along the platform as
hard as I could go. Whether the man had
heard me or not I cannot say; I dare say 1
had spoken loudly enough ; but he gave one
glance in my direction, and when he saw me
I have no doubt that he remembered. He
whispered to the man with the bag. I was
near enough to see, though not to hear, what
he said. In spite of the rapidity with which
his lips were moving, I saw quite distinctly.

“ Bantock, i3, Harwood Street, Oxford
Street.” That was what he said, and no
sooner had he said it than he turned and fled
—from me ; I knew he was flying from me,
and it gave me huge satisfaction to know that
the mere sight of me had made him run. 1
was conscious that Mr. Colegate and the
detective were coming at a pretty smart pace
behind me.

The man with the bag, seeing his companion
dart off without the slightest warning, glanced
round to see what had caused his hasty fiigjnt.
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I suppose he saw
me and the de-
tective and Mr.
Colegate, and he
drew his own
conclusions. He
dropped that
hand-bag as if it
had been red-hot,
and off he ran,
He ran to such
purpose that we
hever caught him
—meither him ner
the man whe had
eut my hair. The
station was full
of people—a train
had just eame if.
Trhee ccrowd
streaming owt
eavered the ﬁlﬁb
form with a
swarm of meving
figurass, They
acted as egver {0
these twe eager
gentiemen —they
get clean off. Bt
we get the Bag
and, ene ef fhe
station  offieials
esming en the
SEEhe; We Were
shewh {8 4R
apartment where,
ghierexplanations
had been made,
the bag and its
contents were
examined.

Of course, we had realized from the very
first moment that Mr. Colegate’'s collection
could not possibly be in that bag, because it
was not nearly large enough. When it was
seen what was in it, something like a sensation
was created. It was crammed with small
articles of feminine clothing. In nearly
every garment jewels were wrapped, which
fell out of them as they were withdrawn from
the bag. Such jewels! You should have
seen the display they made when they were
spread out upen the leather-covered table—
and our faces as we stared at them.

“ This does not look like my collection of
old silver,” observed Mir. Colegate,

“ No,” remarked a big, bread-shouldered
man, who 1 afterwards learned was a well-
known London detective, who had been

YN NEARIN EYERY GARMENT JEWEIS WERE WRAPPED, WHICH KKLI. OUT OF
THERN AS THEY WERE WITHDRAWS FROM THI Ba,™

induced by our detective to join our party,
“TPis does not look like your collection of
old silver, sir; it looks, if you'll excuse my
saying so, like something very much more
worth fiinlimg. Unless 1 am mistaken, these
are the Duchess of Datchet's jewels, some of
which she wore at the last Drawing Room,
and which were taken from her Grace's
bedroom after her return. The police all
over Europe have been looking for them for
more than a maontin.”

“ "Izt bag has been with us nearly a mamth.
The party who took it out paid four-and-
sixpence for cloak-room charges—twopence
a day for twenty-seven days.”

The person from the cloak-room had come
with us to that apartment ; it was he who
said this. The London dectective replied :—
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“ Paid four-and-sixpence, did he ? Well,
it was worth it—to us.. Now, if I could lay
my hand on the party who put that bag in
the cloak-room, I might have a word of a
kind to say to him.”

I had been staring, wide-eyed, as piece by
piece the contents of the bag had been dis-
closed ; I had been listening, open-eared, to
what the detective saidl; when he made that
remark about laying his hands on the party
who had deposited that bag in the cloak-room,
there came into my mind the words which 1
had seen the man who had cut my hair
whisper as he fled to the man with the bag.
The eryptie seritence which I had seen him
whisper as I sat tied to the chair had indeed
proved to be full of meaning; the words
whieh, even in the mement of flight, he had
felt beund te utter might be just as full. 1
ventured o an ebservatien, the first whieh 1
had made, speaking with a pgeed deal of
diffidence:

“ I think I know where he might be found—
I am not sure, but It

All eyes were turned to me.
exclaimed :—

“ You think you know ? As we haven't
got so far as thinking, if you were to tell us,
little lady, what you think, it might be as
well, mightn't it ? ™

I considered—I wanted to get the words
exactly right.

“ Suppose you were to try ’—I paused so
as to make quite sure—'" Bantock, i3,
Harwood Street, Oxford Street.”

“ And who is Bantock ?" the detective
asked. “ And what do you know about him,
anyhow ?

“ 1 don’t know anything at all about him,
but I saw the man who cut my hair whisper
to the other man just before he ran away,
‘ Bantock, {3, Harwood Street, Oxford
Street '—I! sew Hiim quiite distincelyy™

“ You saw him whisper ? What does the
girl mean by saying she saw him whisper ?
Why, young lady, you must have been quite
fifty feet away. How, at that distanee, and
with all the noise of the traffic, eould you hear
a whisper ?

“1I didn't say I heard him; 1 said I saw
him. I don’t need to hear to know what a
person is saying. I just saw you whisper to
the other man, ‘' The young lady seems to be
by way of being a cutiosity.’ ”

Ihe London detective stared at our detee-
tive. He seemed to be bewildered.

“ But 1—I don’t know how you heard that :
1 scarcely breathed the wordis.”

Mir. Colegate explained. When they heard

The detective
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they all seemed to be bewildered, and they
looked at me, as people do look at the present
day, as if I were some strange and amazing
thing. The London detective said :—

“1 never heard the like to that. It seems
to me very much like what old-fashioned
people called *black magic.'

Although he was a detective, he could not
have been a very intelligent person after all,
or he would not have talked such nonsense.
Then he added, with an accent on the
113 saw ” ;-

“ What was it you said you saw him
whisper ? ™

I bargained before I told him.

“1 will tell you if you let me come with
you.’)

“ Let you come with me?"” He stared
still more. “ What does the girl mean ? ™

“ Her presemoe,” struck in Mr. Calegate,
“ may be useful for purposes of recogmition.
She won’t be m the way ; you can do no harm
by letting her come.”

“IK you don't promise to let me come I
sha'n’t tell you.”

The big man laughed. He seemed to find
me amusing; I do not know why. If he had
only understood my feeling on the subject
of my hair, and how I yearned to be even
with the man who had wrought me what
seemed to e such an irreparable imjury.
I daresay it sounds as if 1 were very revenge-
ful. 1 de net think it was a question of
vengeance onlly; 1 wanted justice. The
detective teok out a fat nete-book.

“ Very welll; it's a bargain. Tell me what
you saw him whisper, and you shall come.”
So I told him again, and he wrote it down.
“' Bantock, i3, Harwood Street, Oxford
Steeet.” I know Harwood Street, though I
don’t know Mr. Bantock. But he seems to
be residing at what is generally understood
to be an unlucky number. Let me get a
message through to the Yard—we may want
assistance. Then we'll pay a visit to Mr.
Bantock—iff there is such a person. It
seunds like a very tall stery te me.”

I believe that even then he doubted if 1
had seen what I said I saw. When we did
start I was feeling pretty nervous, because I
realized that if we were going on a fool's
errand, and there did turA out to be no
Bantock, that London detective would doubt
me more than ever. And, of course, I could
net be sure that there was such a person,
though it was seme cemfoert to know that
there was a Harwooed Street. We went four
ii a eab—the two detectlves, Mr. Colegate
and 1. We had gene seffie distance befere
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the cab stopped. The London detective
said :—

“ This is Harwood Streett; 1 told the driver
to stop at the corner—we will walk the rest
of the way. A cab might arouse suspiciom;
you never know.”

It was a street full of shops. No. i3
proved to be a sort of curiosity shop and
Jeweller’s combined ; quite a respectable-
looking place, and sure enough over the top
of the window was the name “ Bantock.”

“ That looks as if, at any rate, there were
a Bantock,” the big man said ; it was quite
a weight off my own mind when I saw the
name.

Just as we reached the shop a cab drew up
and five men got out, whom the London
detective seemed to recognize with mingled
feelings.

“ That’s queered the show,” he exclaimed.
I did not know what he meant. “ They rouse
suspicion, if they do nothing else—so in we
go- .

And in we went—the detective first, and 1
elese on his heels. There were two young
men standing close together behind the
counter. The instant we appeared I saw one
whisper to the other :—

“ Give them the office—ring the alarm-
bell=they're 'tecs | *

1 did not quite know what he meant
either, but I guessed enough to make me cry
outt;:—

“ Dom’t let him move—he's going to ring
the alarm-bell and give them the office

Those young men were so startled—they
must have been quite sure that I could not
have heard—that they both stood still and
staredl; before they had got over their
surprise a detective—they were detectives
who had come in the second cab—had each
by the shoulder.

There was a door at the end of the shop
which the London detective opened.

“ There's a staircase heme; we'd better
go up and see who's above. You chaps keep
yourselves handy, you may be wanted—when
I call you come!*

He mounted the stairs—as before, I was as
close to him as I could very well get. On the
top of the staircase was a landing, on to
which two doors opened. We paused to
listen ; I could distinctly hear voices coming
through one of them.

“ 1 think this is ours,” the London dietective
said.

He opened the one through which the voices
were coming. He marched in—I was still as

close to him as I could get. In it were several
Veol. jlii.—28.
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men, I did not know how many, and 1 did
not care ; I had eyes for only one. 1 walked
right past the detective up to the table round
which some of them were sitting, some stand-
ing, and stretching out an accusatory arm
I pointed at one.

“ That's the man who cut off my edid

It was, and well he knew it. His con-
science must have smitten him; I should
not have thought that a grown man could be
so frightened at the sight of a child. He
caught hold, with both hands, of the side of
the table ; he glared at me as if I were some
dreadful apparition—and no doubt to him
I was. It was only with an effiantt that he
seemed able to use his voice.

“ Good niglitt! * he exclaimed, “ it's that
infernal kid !'"

On the table, right in front of me, I saw
something with which I was only too familiar.
I snatched it up.

“ And this is the knife,* 1 cried, * with
which he did it! "

It was; the historical blade, which had
once belonged to the sanguinary and, 1
sincerely trust, more or less apocryphal
MacGregor. I held it out towards the gaping
man.

“You know that this is the knife with
which you cut off my hair,” I said. *“ You
know it is.”

I dare say I looked a nice young termagant
with my short hair, rage in my eyes, and that
frightful weapon in my hand. Apparently
I did not impress him quite as I had intended
—at least, his demeanour did not suggest it.

“ By the living Jingo ! he shouted. “1
wish I had cut her throat with it as welll! *

It was fortunate for him that he did not.
Probably, in the long run, he would have
suffered for it more than he did—though he
suffered pretty badly as it was. It was his
cutting my hair that did it. Had he not
done that I have little doubt that I should
have been too conscious of the pains caused
me by my bonds—the marks caused by the
cord were on my skin for weeks after—to
pay such close attention to their proceedings
as I did under the spur of anger. Quite pos-
sibly that tell-tale whisper would have gone
unnoticed. Absorbed by my own suffering,
I should have paid very little heed to the
cryptic sentence which really proved to be
their undoing. It was the outrage to my
locks which caused me to strain every faculty
of observation I had. He had much better
have left them alone.

That was the greatest capture the police
had made for years. In one haul they
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captured practically every member of a gang
of cosmopolitan thieves who were wanted by
the police all over the world. The robbery
of Mr. Colegate's collection of old silver
shrank into insignificance before the rest of
their misdeeds. And not only were the
thieves taken themselves, but the proceeds
of no end of rob-

berles.

It seemed that
they had met there
for a sort of annual
division of the com-
mon spoil.  There
was an immense
quantity of valu-
able property before
them on the table,
and lots more about
the house. Those
Jewels which were
in the bag whieh
had been depesited
at the eleak-reem
at Vieteria Statien
were e have been
added te the eem-
men fund—i8 say
nething ef  Mf.

Colegate’s  eallee-
tien of old silver.

The man who
called himself Ban-
tock, and who
owned the premises
at i3, Harwood
Street, proved to
be a well-known
dealer in preclous
stonesand Jewellery
and brie - a - brae
and all serts ef
vallwabh bes. HMe
was limmemsely
rich; it was shown that a great deal of
his money had been made by buying and
selling valuable stolen property of every sort
and kind. Before the police had done with
him it was made abundantly clear that, under
various aliases, in half the countries of the
world, he had been a wholesale dealer in
stolen goods. He was sentenced to a long
term of penal servitude. 1 am not gulte
sure, but | believe that he died in jall.

All the men who were in that room were
sent to prison for different terms, including
the man who cut my hair—to say nothing of
his companion. So far as the proceedings
at the court were concerned, 1 never appeared
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at all. Compared to some of the crimes
of which they had been guilty, the robbery
of Mr. Colegate's silver was held to be a mere
nothing. They were not charged with it
at all, so my evidence was not required.
But every time I looked at my scanty locks,
which took years to grow to anything like

a decent length—they had reached to my
knees, but they never did that again—each
time I stood before a looking-glass and saw
what a curious spectacle I presented with my
closely-clipped poll, something of that old
rage came back to me which had been during
that first moment in my heart, and I felt—
what I felt when I was tied to that chair in
Myrtle Cottage. 1 endeavoured to console
myself, in the spirit of the Old World rather
than the New, that, owing to the gift which
was mine. I had been able to cry something
like quits with the man who, in a moment of
mere wanton savagery, had deprived me of
what ought to be the glory of a woman,
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(Society for the Propagation of tke Beard.)
By J. WIILLSHER,, Secretary.

In the pairs of photographs of each personage reproduced in this article the
larger portrait is identically the same as the smaller one, except for the
addition of a beard.

HAT a lamentable sacrifice of time, money, energy,

and temper is involved in the shaving of the chins of

the British nation! In its monetary aspect alone last

year it is estimated that twelve million pounds

sterling was expended in daily recurrent efforts to

efface the beard —* Nature's glorious insignia of
manhood.” A scientist has calculated that a man shaving until he
is eighty has mowed down twenty-seven feet of hirsute stubble.
Think of the waste !

“Why is it,” inquired a distinguished foreign Ambassador, * that
you English generally shave your beards, when both your present
monarch and his predecessor set an example by letting them grow ? ™

There was a time when the chins of the male portion of the
nation assumed the appearamce of that of the reigning King. As
one historian remarks, “ The Royal portrait reflects a general fashion
from which only the disloyal or the indifferent departed.”

In the time of Elizabeth beards were of the most varied and
fantastic cut.

Charles II. was the last British monarch, until Edward VIL., to
wear any hair on the face, and that only a moustache of the
tiniest proportions. About 1848 it was regarded by some of the
Continental Governments as a badge significant of democratic
sentiments, and as such was interfered with by police regulations.
But the fashion grew, and in the “&ixties” and ““senemties,” and
even the “’eighties,” every other gentleman you met wore a beard.
Why did the fashion change ? Why is everyone now clean-shaven
as to the chin—all except a million or so, including His Majesty
King George, several dukes, many members of Parliament, the
leading financiers of the day, the leading artists, the leading
merchants, Mr. G. Bernard Shaw, and Mr. A. B. Walkley?

Only the other day one individual, indignant that the Royal
example was not more widely followed, wrote a letter to the
newspapers calling upon all loyal subjects who were able to
do so forthwith to grow beards. Since then a Society for the

*

THE DRAWINGS ON THIS PAGE REPRESENT ACTUAL BEARL:-FASHIONY BNCE BREVAILING.
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of the ¥card.

Dear Sir:

with regret that you continue %0 nave reeourse ‘o the un-
[natural practice of razing the hair from your face.
Do you not think from the enclosed that

this practice is in your case at the expense of far greater

dignity and comeliness ?

Will you not permit me to enrol you as a

member of this society?
1 am, Sir,

Yours flafitthfully,

coP¥ OF THE LETTER SENT OUT BY THE *'S.P.B.

Propagation of the Beard has been formed,
with a view to promote the practice
of beard-wearing. In order to convert
numerous clean-shaven members of the com-
munity, photographs have been specially
repared, showing how greatly beards would
improve the personal appearance, and these
phetegraphs, which have been sent to each
of their origi-
i mals, we are
now able to
publish.

LORP
| ROSEBERY.
J

s@cietg—t;r_t:_lné_ ﬁwmga@i@n

{9, TAVISTOCK 8T,

31st May,1911

In spite of the example set by mamy of

tne most fllustrious and notable men of the day, ¥e¢ observe

I'hutaedeath.

The aorespparddkencee
which the accompanying
letter has elicited is, of
course, private, and we are
not, therefore, able to
gratify our readers by re-
producing the cermeent
of some of our most cele-
brated public personages
who have been thus
generously presented with
beards ; nor are \w& able
to delineate the expressions
of delight—nay, of rapture
—on the countenances of
their wives, mothers, and
sisters who thus behold the
objects of their reverence
and devotion adorned by
“ face-fittings **  luxuriamt
beyomd their wildest
dreams.

The point for the public
to consider is whether their
public men would not fre-
quently cut a more im-
posing figure if they
eschewed a razor. Opinions
may vary in Mr. Asquith's
case, although it is not to
be denied that the slight
recession of chin which
marks the Prime
Minister's physiognomy might be effectu-
ally diminished if not entirely concealed
by a hirsute growth; but Mr. Balfour
would undoubtedly gain in majesty by the
addition of a beard. It is not as though
criticism were being directed for the first time
to the facial adornments (or the lack of thexm)
of the Leader of the Opposition. * Mutton-
chop siidke-
whiskers of the
most aggra-
vating type,”

LONDON, W.0. .

cretary

ILORD
HALDBANE

raokdhoteudVatulyk
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was Mr. T. P. e
0O'Connor’s de- i

MR. ASQUITH.

[ noelo meank a-s<m*

Mir. Balfour's growth twenty years ago. He
has shaved them since then, but there is
nothing to take their place. In succeeding
some years ago to his noble uncle’s place as
Prime Minister, should he not also have had
Lord Salisbury's noble beard in reversion ?

The case of Lord Rosebery is more difficult.
Perhaps he is one of those few men who appear
to better advantage clean-shaven, although
the patriarchal note which has lately appeared
in his lordship's writings and speeches is
hardly in keeping with a visage still juvenile
in spite of its crown of white hair.

But with a bearded Viscount Haldane, who
shall say that the caricaturist has not been
robbed of some of his more salient advan-
tages ? Take Mr. F. E. Smith; is not his
extremely juvenile appearance a drawback ?
Would not Mir. Winston Churchill, in a flowing
beard, command greater reverence on both
sides of the House ?

Beards are not popular in Wales, otherwise
it is difficullt to account for the absence of

one on the chin
53| of the Chan-
cellor ot the

Exchequer. 1t

[l MR. WINSFON
|| cHURGHIL.

FavtauRungll it

— }

scription  of

P

beards are no longer associated with revo-
lution, as they were in the middle of the
last cemtury but with virtue and bemigmity.
Mr. Birrell bears some likeness to the late
Anthony Trollope in his beard. The fact that
we already have one bearded Comsanative
statesman of fashion in the person of Sir
Gilbert Parker might tend to dissuade M.
Austen Chamberlain from growing one. Could
not Sir Arthur Conan Doyle be induced to
grow a beard, and so complete his physical
unlikeness to his immortal Sherlock ? Again,
would Mr. Anthony Hope's admirers be fewer
it he ceased to shave ?

The same query might be asked of two such
divines as the Bishop of London and the Rev.
R. J. Campbell. Would Sir Arthur Pinero's
plays be more closely linked with those of Mr.
Bernard Shaw if he should grow a beard ?
The present Admiral of the Fleet is a bearded
man, and a beard becomes most sailors. Why,
then, should Lord Charles Beresford hesitate
even at so late an hour? A beard would
signalize the
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H distinguis li ed
as that he has
| achieved in the
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l MR. LLOYD
GEORGE.
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Navy. And Mir. Seymour Lucas would be no
less successful an artist if he cultivated a
barbal acces-
sory.

It is actually
alleged against

—afp— —
——————

| MR. AUSTEN
[ EHAMBERLANIN

beards that they are unhygienic. *“ Beards
collect germs, which are {inis readily con-
veyed to the
| thoraeiice
mucous mem-
brame;, tto

i SIR A. CONAN
g DOWILE.

ABluiddaunno.

THE STHAMB) MNEAKINE,

become the
propagators of
disease." This

MR. BIRRELL,
I'NOF e

\
|
| |

statement, penned by a person who perhaps
has tried to grow a beard and failed, is often
quoted as an argument for shaving.

Is there amy> truth in all this? “If |
thought,” writes Mr. Lowther, the Speaker
of the House of Commons, to the seonctary
of the Society for the Propagation of the
Beard, “iit was uncomfortable or unhezlthy
to wear a heard 1 should have shaved mine
off twenty-six years ago.” As a matter
of fart, there is no truth in the samitary
argument — it is just the other way.
Beards serve as hoth internal and external
protectors of the throat, as Nature imtended
they should. Physicians often recommend
that the beard should be allowed fo grow on
the chin and throat in cases of liability to
inflammation of the larynx or of the bron-
chia ; and moustaches and whiskers are
reckoned useful for prevention of toothache
and nervous diseases of the face.

The real enemy to beards is fashion. And
yet this requires some explanation, because
some Vemry -
fashiiom able ——
persons — as,
for example,

MR, ANTHONY

HOPRE.

l'ketenrBHpottd- hru cMi Kmi d iveit<y 1
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CAMPBELL.

months’ time)
a revolution |
willlll have

THE BISHOP
OF LONDON.
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wear beards. Of course, the explanation is
that it is the fashion to look young, and
beards are supposed to tend to make one look
old. Beards confer dignity, and this is not
a dignified age. Beards are formal, and this
is not an age of formality.

But another attack on beards by the
redoubtable Mr. Frank Richardson is more
serious. He calls them “ face-fitttiimgs!* In
one respect General Ulysses Grant and Mr.
Arthur Bourchier join hands and hearts, for
while the former averred, “ I shaved off my
beard to please my family, and never was so
uncomfortable in my life,” the latter states :
“1 grew a beard to please the pubhc, and for
six months I was never so

Let but His Royal Highness Prince Arthur
of Connaught, Lord Spencer, Lord Howard de
Walden, Mr. Cyril Maude, and Mr. Seymour
Hicks grow
beards, and
to - morrow
(or say in six

—

LORD CHAS.
BERESFORD.

“ | Phetosmiaham.

least half the
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face) of Eng-
land will be
altered.

MR. SEXYMOUR
LUCAS, R.A \

Phota. /i sl Mil 1%
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Boaz Tuckers Minacle

A TRUE EPISODE OF EARLY MORMON DAYS.
By WINIFRED GRAHAM,

Author of “ Ezra the Mormee.”

lllustiated by Sydiney Seymowr Lucas.

[[The attention of the reader is invited to the fact that the writer of this stery, whe s a well-

kmown authority on Mearmon history and customs, vouches for its aceuraey.

The events descritbed,

which actually took place, durow a strange light on a question wihich has recently been brought se
prominently before the public eye.]

1.

HE Mormons told me this
was heaven,” said the Gen-
tile boy, pushing his hat to
the back of his head and
ruffling the curly hair over
his perplexed forehead. “ 1t
strikes me, Awilda, Mor-
monism can make Utah somewhat like the
other place at times”

The girl looked at her young admirer with
eyes of reproof.

“ Perhaps you are unkapmpy,” she whispered
softly, * because you have not joined our
community. What could be more like
Paradise than this lovely scene ? ™

She stretched her arms as if to embrace
the country landscape. They were seated on
a bank thick with the stems of ballooning
dandelions. Above their heads humming-
birds whirled among the white tops of
blossoming locust trees. In the distance the
blue Salt Lake gleamed like an azure mirror.

*“ Your commumity ! cried the hot-
blooded youth, with indignation. “ Do you
know that the servant in my little house is
one of your Bishop's sixty-three children, and
his mother one of seven wives ? Under the
sway of Biigham Young you and your
people are only slaves. It maddens me to

j think your parents are scheming to marry
you to that polygamous old ‘saint, Boaz
Tucker. His father was convicted as a ring-
leader in the Mountain Meadow Misssacre,
and a bounty was offered for his head ; so
the son eomes of a cruel and scheming family.
Perhaps you don't kAow his mother was
seared with a hot iron cattle-brand by her
better-half, for the terrible erime of declining
to keep his saddle in her parlow.”

Walter Harrison’s voice shook with scorn,
for lie loved Awilda madly. Already he had
breathed many heresies into the ears of the
Normon maiden, whispering that if she would
fly with him to Gentile lands he could save
her from the shame and degradation of her
faith. She lived in a rambling old farm-
house, which looked so peaceful it was hard
to believe it had reared a horde of polygamous
families.

Awilda’s eyes were full of mystery as she
spoke to him in the low, musical voice which
set his pulses beating.

“I¥f Boaz Tucker were not a great saint,
I should dread the thought of marriage with
him. 1 can’'t help loving you, Walter, but
Boaz is chosen of the Lord. He is a Seer
and Revelator; all his wives will receive
exaltation in the future life. I know you
don't believe in his miracles. Is it because
you are a little jealous ? To-morrow a great
proot will be given to show he is superhuman.
He proposes to walk on the face of the waters,
as our Lord did on the Sea of Galilee, before
hundreds of spectators.”

An expression of celestial rapture added a
fresh beauty to Awilda's face. She was so
young and trustful that Walter sickened as
he listened to her praise of the arch-hypocrite
and trickster, who was scheming to ruin her
life. The Gentile knew well enough that
Elder Tucker would treat his fresh plural
bride no better than the cows lying in the
shade near a flowering stretch of marsh at the
head of the broad, sunny meadow. There
the redwings fed their young, while the
bobolinks sang merrily. Walter had heard
with disgust Elder Tucker essaying to speak
in unknown tongues, describing the vehement
nonsense which issued from his lips as “tthe
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language of the ancient people of Zara-
hemlah.” Boaz was the equal of Joseph
Smith in his willingness to descend to jugglery,
exciting large congregations by boastful
pretence of false revelations.

“I1f 1 could prove to you, Awilda, that

Elder Tucker is not what he represents
himself to be, but a man capable of infamous
deception, would you throw off the shackles
of this creed and come with me to the old
country, where one wife is the queen of one
man's home? I have made all necessary
preparations for our escape, and ] have a
strong body of friends ready to help me. Let
the walking on the water
be the test. If Tucker
succeeds, I will go away
and never see you again.
Should he fail, will that
decide you to break away
from Mlormon inipostures
and put your trust in
me?”

Awilda’s secret lover
had done much to break
down the priestly con-
trol and Church supersti-
tions which surrounded
her young life. Deep
down in her heart a
doubt had sprung into
life, though outwardly
she still protested that
the Elders were saints of
God. Half in terror at
her daring, she bowed
her head in assent.

“You Englishoman "
she whispered, “ marry
for love; we Mormons
marny for religion, and
bear much for the sake of our creed.
Though all deny that palygamy
causes suffering, they know it well
enough. My uncle’s two wives, who
dress alike and profess to be as
sisters, are really broken - hearted
creatures. One has spells of being

by the Evil Spirit. Between
ourselves, it is really jealousy. She
suffers the agony of martyrdom
when Uncle Sidney showers presents on his
younger wife.”

A desperate longing to escape the awful
fate in store for herself made Awilda powerless
to resist the sudden fond embrace of her
unaccepted Gentile lover.

““Show me exactly where the miracle is

to take place,” whispered Walter, as he re-
Vol. iliL —29.

TUCHERRES MYRRKALE,
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leased her rosy lips. “ I shall be there with
your concourse of godly people; only my
fate, as well as Tucker’s, will hang in the
balance.”

Awilda rose stealthily, glancing round to
make sure they were unobserved. Then she
led him to the selected spot for the Prophet's

MANY OF OUR WOMEN ENVY ME THE CHANCE OF MARRY:
ING SUCH AN EXALTED MAN,’ AWILDA TOLD WWALTER."

manifestation of power. A stretch of still
water just below the breast of a dam was
chosen as the holy site, where Mormon eyes
must behold the Divine completeness of
Elder Boaz.

“ Many of our women emvy me the chance
of marrying such an exalted man,” Awilda
told Walter, her fingers still pressed in his



218

THE STRAND M MGAEINE.

burning palm. *“ Fancy the honour of being
chosen by one who tells us on oath he was
caught up like Moses into an exceeding high
mountain, and saw God face to face! Oh,
you smile ; you are destroying my faith with
your smile.”

“ Thank Heaven for thatt! ** exclaimed the
young man, warmly. They were standing
among the fragrant sage-bushes, and the
magpies screamed as if in derision, while a
rock-sguifrel peeped at them furtively, the
only withess to Walter's heresy.

“ Boaz will walk on the water,” added the
girl, “ at nine o'clock to-morrow morning.
People are coming from great distances, and
will start at daybreak. They will have to
be up with the mezdiowm-keri”

Her listener appeared suddenly absent-
minded; his brain was working quickly.
The time was short in which to circumvent
this blasphemous display. The moments
snatched with Awilda were always fraught
with danger. That morning her parents were
absent, but even now some hidden spy might
be watching the Gentile in the Mormon
camp. Awilda read in his eyes the unspoken
apprehension.

“ 1 must be getting back to the farm,” she
said. “ It is terribly rash of us to meet by
broad dayligiid.”

“ The opportunity was too good to miss,
sweetheart,” he answered, the spice of danger
adding colour to a romance so real and earnest
that he would have given his life for the loved
one.

A last word of good-bye, and Awilda crept
back to the home of rigid discipline. Her
thoughts strayed far from the menial tasks
which lay to hand. Mechanically she dusted
the big rocking-chairs, the Book of Mormon
which lay on the central table, and Brigham
Young’s bust above the mantelpiece. When
her mother returned, she kissed the bright
face as she imparted a piece of news.

“ You are to be sealed to Boaz, Tucker ey
this fall, my child. He tells me that in return
you will be permitted hereafter to pass by
the gods and angels who guard the gates of
eternity. You will net only be a glery te
your husband and offspring, but a priestess-
gueen unto your Heavenly Father.”

Awilda was silent, and her mother thought
she was struck dumb with awe.

“1 wish,” said the girl at last, * that he
looked more like my idea of a saint. 1
should like to see some spiritual light in his
eyes. It is unfortunate they are so small and
foxy. He is old, teo. 1 ean’t help disliking
his shiny, bald head, pimply face, and fat,

well-fed figuree. He talks so much of himself
in his addresses. Somehow his wives never
look happy, and his children are puny little
rats.”

Mrs. Vance flung up her hands in horror
at her daughter’s rebellious tone.

“1 am grieved you should speak such
foolish infidel words,” she exclaimed, shaking
Awilda by the shoulder. “ You must be in
an awful state of blindness. It is terrible
to think your mind is so honeycombed with
error. If you give way to such ideas, Satan
will get great power over you. Owfward
appearance matters little, and to-morrow
you will see his face shine with exceeding
lustre like Abinadi’s. The falth of Boaz Is as
a live eoal from off the altar. Your father’s
wives are happy eneugh, but we nene ef us
walk abeut grinning Irem ear te ear. We
are eenseious of eur hidden erewn of glory;
that is all-sufficiéa”

Refusing to discuss the matter further,
Mrs. Vance set Awilda a heavy task of ironing,
by the kitchen window bright with house-
plants. As the slender young figure swayed
backwards and forwards over the board, the
girl looked as fresh as the clean white linen
under her hand.

All that day the love scene of the morning
dwelt uppermost in her mind. It was of
Walter she thought when the rich glow of
sunset cast its crimson reflection over the
distant lake into which the golden orb sank,
leaving the sky a sea of rainbow hues. Awilda
breathed the Gentile’s name as her eyes
fested on the great evening star, which
dimmed the lesser lights abeve the strong
eutline of meuntain slepe.

Her father, smoking his pipe after the
evening meal in the bosom of his plural
family, bade all rise early to attend the great
ceremonial of the water-walking miracle.

“ Boaz Tucker will spend the whole might
in prayer, and anoint himself with sacred
oil before treading in the blessed steps of the
Most High,” said Jeseph Vance. “ He
deserves a generous outfit of wives, enough
to efisure him the very highest rank among
the geds.”

looked as he spoke at the won-
drously-fair, flower-like face which had
excited the much-marcried Elder's admira-
tion.

That night there was little sleep for Awilda.
Her mind was confused as to the truth or
falsity of her parents’ religion. Walter’s
words appeared so sane compared with the
fulsome rhetoric of Mormon teachers. She
had been told to don her smartest attire, but
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it was for Walter's eyes that she made herself
especially beautiful.

* 1t may be the last time the poor boy will
ever see me,"” she thought, sorrowfully.
“ Elder Tucker would never bring all these
people to witness a miracle he could not
perform. Walter will be convinced, and he
will leave me to my fate.”

From her bedroom window she could see
lines of people streaming to the spot on the
outskirts of the meadows. Ewen the old
hens and their young ones were making
their way to the stretch of water, as if in
curiosity.

Vance, with his large following of women
and children, started in procession from the
farmhouse through rosy hedges of pink
weeds, scaring noisy flocks of blackbirds
from the cat-tails.

Boaz Tucker had certainly selected a
picturesque spot. The exquisitely-tinted
grasses waved like spirit-forms around his
massive figure as he approached the scene
of his coming exploit. The chewink's cheer-
ful voice greeted him without a note of doulbt,
while no cynicism reigned in the hearts of
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his earnest spectators. Two pairs of eyes
alone regarded him with unfriendly gaze.
The girl he had marked down for his property
thought she had never seen him look so gross
and malignant, while Walter, whose love for
her was pure and strong, glared at the portly
form from a respectful distance.

“ Come to be comverted, Gentile boy ?™
queried a satirical Elder, noting the young
man’s pale face.

Walter looked as if he had passed the night
out of doors. His clothes were dishevelled,
his eyes weary. He was too engrossed in
watching the water to heed the passing
jeer.

Before addressing this open-air congrega-
tion. Boaz moved towards the Vance family.
In one large, soft hand he crushed Awilda's
little fingers ; the other he lay heavily on
her shoulder, while he gazed hungrily at the
fairness of her skin.

“ You know,” he whispered, ** what 1 kave
planned for your salvation, my little one, I
have become a god, and have a world of my
own, peopled with my offspring. 1 shall rule
over my wives and children during the eternal

‘SSHE COULIp SEE LINES OF PEOPLE STREAMING TO THE SPOT ON THE SUTSKIRTS 6K FTHE WEABOWS™
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* BOAZ TUCKER WALKED FORTH UPON THE WATER.

ages, possessed of everlasting prerogatives
and i
Awilda caught her breath. She was con-
fused and torn. Possibly her parents were
right, this was a man of mysterious holiness.
She felt in a dream as she listened to
the singing, while Boaz stood at the water's

edge with hands outstretched in blessing.
He beckoned the great multitude to gather
round, that none might lose sight of this
marvellous manifestation. Raising his voice,
which was lusty as the bellowing of an ox,
he spoke to the wmaittithudie:—

Once again, my beloved brothers and
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sisters, the heavens have been opened, and
angels have come down to bring a dispensa-
tion to man. Demons are cast out, for the
Latter Day Glory has dawned upen the earth.
This morning we have not come to this calm
pool for baptismal purposes, though we are
under the influence of the Spirit. I have
reaped a great harvest. To-day I will prove
that I am a chosen vessel. The corrupting
theories of the Gentiles " (here he shot a look
ot disdain in Walter's directien) * will be for
ever silenced. They cannot reaeh the celes-
tial rapture of Meormon rhiracle-workers.
Recently I had a revelation, A veiee from
heaven bade me walk upen the breast of the
waters. When none have been near to see,
I have traversed lakes and rivers in this
miraculous manner. Now I have eome to
prove, in the open, the truth of my werds.
These waters are deep and I cannot swim,
therefore I entrust mysel whelly te the hosts
above. [ pray that abselute silence may
reign as I pass from Shere to shere.”

A terrible hush of breathless expectation
fell upon the crowd. Then, with the greatest
assurance, Boaz Tucker walked forth upon
the water, reaching in safety the centre of
the pool. Suddenly, to the confusion
and amazement of his disciples, he dis-
appeared with a loud splash, as if some gigan-
tic crustacean had pulled him under. In
the general agitation which followed it was
believed he would have a narrow escape from
drowning, but the Prophet, who had protested
he could not swim, new struck out boldly for
land. Everyone was talking at once and
running about, which enabled Walter to edge
up and whisper in Awilda’s ear.

“ My worlk,” he gasped. * Remember your
promise, Awilda—your promise of yestendiay.”
IL

Boaz had many exeuses to thake fer his
lamentable failure, but did net offer te repeat
the experiment. He protested that seme ufi-
believer in the ranks of spectators had ill-
wished him, but the power te swim had been
miraculously granted, thereby saving a
consecrated life.

On returning to the farmhouse, M. Vanee
forbade his family to mention the distressing
circumstances of the morning. Eider Tueker
had promised a large eensignment of cattle t6
Awilda’s father on the day of the sealing.

When twilight fell, the girl crept to a secret
receptacle hidden in the bank where the
dandelions grew, under an old wagon-wheel,
rusted with age. There she found an expected
letter from Walter Harrison.
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“ My Own LitTLE SAINT ” (ran the words),
—" 1 knew well enough that sly dodger had
something up his sleeve, so, when darkness
fell last night, I stripped and swam every
inch of .the pool. I soon discovered some
invisible means of support just beneath the
muddy surface of the stagnant pool. At inter-
vals of a little less than a yard tripods of wood
were firmly fixed in the bottom, the tops of
which formed a safe foothold within two inches
of the surface. These tops were skilfully
coloured to match the turbid water, further
ensuring their invisibility. I surreptitiously
removed one of the tripods from the centre,
where the pool was deepest. I did not mean
Tucker to drown, and had a rope, hidden by
the shore, in case of emergency. I have
since discovered that he was known in his
youth as a most expert swimmer, before he
settled in these parts.

“ Mieet me to-might, if you can escape, at
the gate beyond the orchard. I shall be
waiting under the apple trees with a couple
of swift horses. We will gallop away like
the fastest ranchmen to the outside life of
the world. So far, you have only known it
by the distant whistle of an express train on
its way from New York to San Francisco.
Love and marriage, as we English know them,
await you far from the harems of Mormon
Elders. I shall watch all night on the chance of
your coming.— Yours for all time, WaLTER"

The family at the farm were wonderfully
silent that night, and retired early. No bolts
and bars modernized this rural homestead.
It would be the easiest possible matter to
steal out to the green orchard, and pass
under the fruit trees to the quiet lane where
Walter had proposed to wait. Awilda gave
no second thought to Elder Tucker; her
mind was made up—she would shake the
dust of Utah from her feet. She felt little
regret at leaving the parents who had brought
her up in so hard a faith, Her secret farewells
to the chickens and cows were the only tender
episodes of this home-leaving. To the hen-
roost and barn-yard she blew a kiss as she
crept out at midnight. It was strange to
feel this was good-bye for ever to the tame
old rooster who fed from her hand and the
downy balls of ftuff constituting his family.
Like a shadow she passed to the trysting-
place, where Walter caught her in his arms
and, kissing her passiopately, lifted her te
the saddle. A whift of strong salt air came
from the distant lake ; the warm, dreamy
night was full ef magie, and the lovers’
spirits were buoyant as the smooth surface
of the waters they would never view again.
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1 STRIPPED AND SWAM EVERY INCH OF THE POOR’™

Beyond, a world of enchantment awaited the
coming of this youthful pair. Hazy moun-
tains rose ghost-like over the visionary scene,
their secret fastnesses mysterious as the doors
of love. Awilda whispered that she felt as one
of the white gulls spreading their wings and

flying away, only she was leaving behind the
dark shadows of polygamy. With rapture
in their hearts as the shy light of dawn silted
through the silent trees, they passed to their
“ Holy of holiies,” far from the border-line
of danger.
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WM beeever possible, the cards reproduced belong to the period of the story attached.

THE ACE OF SPADES.
0 many the ace of spades and
! not another is head of the

pack, and in proof of this they
point out that it is upon the
ace of spades, as representing
the whole pack, that His
Majesty’s playing-card tax
is levied. The maker used to engrave a plate
for twenty aces of spades ; the
printimg was done by the Go-
vernment at Somerset House,
and one pound was paid by the
maker for every sheet of aces so
printed. The tax has now been

reduced to threepence. Spadille, l_,
as this card is called at ombre

and quadrille, still bears the maker’s name.
In the wonderful card-game described in
Pope’s “ Rape of the Lock,” when the
antagonists sit down

At embre singly te deeide their doem !

“ let spades be trumps,” she said, and trumps they
were

Spadiliio first, unconquerable lord !
Led off two captive trumps and swept the board.
But spadille, for all his conquests and all
his pride, will probably best be known as the
card of the Corsican Witch's cauldron, the
ace of spades being one of the ingredients,
together with two adders, twenty-four spiders,
seven toads, and a ewe lamb’s Tieart, of the
appetizing stew which Alexandre Dumas
imagined as assisting to foretell the wondrous
career of the infant Napoleon. By what is
probably a coincidence, the ace of spades
also figures as a chief card in the so-called
Napoleon’s Book of Fate.
THE KING OF SPADES.

With his bread sabre next, a ehief in years,

The hoary majesty of spades appears ;

Puts forth one manly leg. to sight revealed,

The rest his many-colowred robe concealed.

The rebel knave who dares his prince engage

Proves the just victim of his royal rage.

But in France at one time the “ hoary

majesty of spades " was represented by the

IL.

“ fretfull irritability * of Jean [
Jacgmes Rousseau, while in
America the same card threat-
ened to be “ Lafayette ™ for all
time to come. Indeed, the four
kings, like their flesh-and-blood |———
originals, seemed likely to lose
all prestige in the New World, and in
1848 Republican packs began to be manufac-
tured in New York, having neither kings nor
queens. The president of hearts was George
Washington ; of diamonds, John Adams ; of
clubs, Franklin ; and of spades, Lafayette.
In this pack one of the queens is Venus,
modestly concealing her charms; and the
others are respectively Fortune, Ceres, and
Minerva. This was only following the prin-
ciple of the French, who, at the time of the
Revolution, filled the places of the card-kings
by four philosophers—Moli¢re, La Fontaine,
Voltaire, and Rousseau ; and those of the
four queens by four virtues—Prudence,
Justice, Temperance, and Fortitude. Thus
in France the player would cry : “ Je joue le
grand philosophe de pique ! ” while in America
the lucky player would win a rubber by his
possession of the patriot of spades. Occa-
sionally, however, it may not be doubted,
habit got the better of him, and the king would
creep into his conversation almost as often as
the martyred king’'s head crept into the
Memorial of Mr. Dick.
THE QUEEN OF SPADES.
As for “ the Imperial consort
of the Crown of Spades,” the
’ “ Mimerva ” of the Republican
pack, she is famous as having
led to the conviction of the
murderer of Captain Roger
South in 1823. A pack of
cards with which he had been
playing with his victim, and known to
have been purchased by him, was found
in the pocket of South’s shooting - coat.
They were exhibited in evidence with the
bloody print of the murderer's thumb across
the face of the queen of spades. It com-
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pletely destroyed the prisoner's alibi, and,
although the Bertillon system was then un-
born, the bloody thumb-mark was accepted
as damning testimony, and the man was
hanged.

THE KNAVE OF SPADES.

The “rebel knave ” — he of
spades—will be eternally associ-
ated with one of the most dra-
matic incidents of the reign of
Elizabeth—the discovery of the
Throgmorton plot and the ex-
pulsiom of the Spanish
Ambassador. For a long time

the jack of spades was always popularly
associated with the conspiracy to place
Mary Queen of Seots on the ish threne,
* Throgmeorton,” says Froude, “ had a heuse
in London at Paul’'s Wharf, to whieh Re
teturned and beeafe the medlum threugh
whieh Mergan eemmunieated with the Queen
of Seets, and the Queen of Seots with Mendeza.
The seeret pelice observed Rim frequently
leaving the Spanish Ambassader's heuse.
He was Watched. Other suspieious eifeum-
stahees were neted, and an erder was issued
te seize his persen and search His reems:
When the eshstaBles entered he was i the
aet of eiphering a letter t8 Mar §EH§F£ ﬁ%
darted §B 4 stalrease, H€§EF8€¥' BF% he f&E
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THE TEN OF SPADES.

The ten of spades is “ Buffalo
Bill's card.” On one occasion
the celebrated Colonel Cody
(“BRufffalo Billl”) laid a wager
of a thousand dollars that he
would pierce every pip on the
ten of spades with a revolver-
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bullet at twelve yards. This feat he is
actually said to have accomplished!; the card
so pierced was put up for auction, and
sold to one of Buffalo Bill’s admirers for
a hundred and fifty dollars. It evemtzllly
found its way into a “ dime museum ” of
curiosities in Chicago.
THE NINE OF SPADES.
It was on the nine of spades
that the great Italian statesmmam,
Cavour, wrote, “ Ayez de respect
pour les petites cartes,” and gave
it back as a souvenir and a motto
to an Englishman from whom he
won ten thousand francs in an
evening, at a time when this card
was his highest trump. Cavour always spoke of
the nine of spades as his " lucky card.” We
are told that he was consumed by a passion
for whist. *“ It dominated his whole being,
and he eeuld not live unless It formed a part
of his dally feed. His skill in the game was
undeubted ; if he had a fault, he was tee
ventureus, perhaps—tee dashing.” Durlng
the §lttmg§ of tHe Pavis Cengress he never
missed a Right's atiendance at the joeekey
Cldb. His gtam%, Were enermeus ; they were
eomputed at mere than twenty theusand
peunds. Hew mueh of Ris geed luek was
due te the Rine of spades is net recerded.
THE EIGHT OF SPADES.

In July, 1866, Lord Lans-
downe, father of the present
peer, was enjoying a game of
whist in the drawing-room of
White’s Club, his partner being
Colonel Tayllour, Conservative
Party Whip. Spades were
trumps, and one was ealled for.
Lord Lansdowne began fumbling with his
eards, and at length, as If unable to follow
sult, played a eart, His parther sus-
pected a reveke, but at that Inastant the
eards fell ffam his lerdship’s hand to
the fleer, luekily face dewnwards. Colenel
Taylour pieked thef up. Leord Lansdewne
thanked him, nerveusly rearfanged them, and
resumed play. Again the eards fell ffet his

hand: 1 Tfeel very ill,” he WM;
‘Pave the gesdRess o SHMMeR Mme 3 &b
Witk  diffi Re was earded inte the

vehicle. O mmg 3 eard slipped oui
frem m;eeti R 19 the pavement, and
was 4p a friend: " AR,” Fiifd y
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dist EE% t was the eight st
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THE SEVEN OF SPADES.
The seven of
spades enjoys a
melancholy
celebrity as
being the only ’
known survivor
of the paek of
eards used by
the ill - fated
Marie Antel-
fiette, and given
by her t8 her
little sen the
Dauphin. They
were for a leng
time Ris enly
glaytmﬂgg bt |
hey were faken _

|
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THE SIX OF SPADES
Why is this card called “ Poor
Dick " ? Here is the story :—
There was once a club in St.
James’s Square called the Rox-
burgh, where high stakes were
the order of the day and night.
On one celebrated occasion,
we are told, a quartette of
players, Harvey Combe, " Tippew” Smith,
Ward (the member for London), and Sif
Johin Malcolm, sat down to play on Meonda
evening, and eontinued with scarce a brea
through two nights and a day, separating at
last at eleven o’elock on Wednesday merning.
They had only been playing twe heurs when
word was breught te Cembe that his partner
in business had just died, tidings whieh
eaused Hif se mueh emetion that he trumped
his parther's triek with the six ef spades.
“ Peor Dick” he said; as he drew the triek;
and gazed at the eard absently. His Iuek
new sudeenly turned, and he Began wmnmg
until ultimately e had weR frem SiF
Maleolm the almest iReredible sum of { H
theusand peupds. The ;FGEFQ%E%H IQ; BFB
aBIy IRdyeed nalluem tiens, and &t |
mBe argse and cried BHE
fBHFEH time FHANIAG I have
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of spades, and I feel nervous. Why should it
suggest Dick Reade ? ” “ Because you heard
of his death when you were playing it, per-
haps,” suggested his partner. ™ Zounds!”
cried Combe. “ When is Dick to be buried ? ™
“ At noon to-dwy,” said someone. He had
just time to dart out to a barber's and a
haberdasher's, and drive off in a hackney
coaeh to his partRer's funeral. Cembe after-
wards deelared that he saw the dead man's
face algtin@tlz in the eard. It is related ef
hifm that as he rese he deelared te Sir john
Maleelm, * I must ge new, but yeu shall Rave
your revenge te-merrew.” " Thank yeu”
was the reply ; " anether sitting ef tRiS sert
and 1 shall be fereed te return te 1ngia”
THE FIVE OF SPADES.
More than one whist enthu-
siast has literally died in harness
with the cards in his hands.
Such was the “ glorious fatee”
of the great Bath player,
Lookup, who expired at “ double
dummy ” ere he could play his
last card, which happened to be
the five of spddes. In this case, as in another
already related, the card was “ reverently ™
(or otherwise) buried with him.
THE FOUR OF SPADES.
“ Crockford’'s Last Cadi™
That was the inscription on a
four of spades that once re-
posed behind a small glass case
in what is now the Devonshire
Club. Yet Crockford was not a
card-player, although his patrons
reported that he occasionally
played halfpenny nap with the chef and
head-waiter ; but on the day that he retired
a pack of cards was found in his pocket.
He drew them out solemnly, saying, “ After
to-day I have done with these for ever.
Would you oblige me, gentlemen, by sitting
down with me at a rubber?"” The persons
addressed complied, and in some fiifty
minutes Crockford and his partner had won
fourteen pounds at a modest shilling a point.
Crockford threw the last card on the table.
It was a four of spades. As proprietor of the
chief gaming-club in the world, he had
amassed a million of money.
THE THREE OF SPADES.

“ There's no luck in the tray ™
is an old gambler’s motto, men-
tioned by most of the standard
writers on card-games, but there
is at least one instance on re-
cord where the tray or three
of clubs brought a bride to a

———
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Fitzgerald, one of the ancestors of the present
Duke of Leinster. He was in love with a
certain heiress and beauty of the house of
Ormonde, who, however, the story goes, was
by no means in love with him, at least not in
the beginning. The young lady, who was
being wooed by another suiter, professed to
be very superstitious, and resolved to leave
her matrimonial cheice to the eards, pfe-
mising that her decision weuld be fiall.
eertain ?lpsy of renewn, Blind Kate as §he
was ealled, whe was, netwithstanding, ne
blinder than many other felks, was summened,
and the yeung lady’s fertune publiely told,
After belng shuffled and serted In the wusual
fanner, the eards were then laid face dewn-
wards en the table, and the twe rivals were
asked By the enehantress t8 draw their
emblems, shew them te each other and te
ABHe Bea&e, and te return them te the table.
rald drew the three of spades and

ytiered an audible grean. His rival drew a;

lueky eard; the seven of hearts. They then
Fetired ana ms % f gy §nufﬁse the EEF s and
separated them nt §s A s&§ Hssma
9 QHGBHEIHIE . Ensmiéts
PFBfBHH silence ts gg wFaé 33 QE

mm § adow 8f Het Hushan fF8
LT il
ﬁﬁ% o m%%& E?i%% 5\%}% HaW §F ¥

i, e
in %?i;%%zﬁ* Ly
e o gggg §§ £ g W o

e I
re et o R ey carie
%r rg&l , € a#al
ES g Yady ot ir P2 ?ng NGt Of,
'Ar% i° adMa 8&? 2F iHSF%/
an : A% “#8{1 it 6&S’F d a

( a
% SFtJQgE’% QF%?"J HIZ%I

A
jisn F f IS ,
gamgo usl-n

?EXFé’P, EE%%E%’ gB&?g :
jagtesndad, °8f
&‘b&dé’é’e ﬁomwmnam ﬁ%ﬁstﬁé

rpa@ fo‘?félr)’]d'mﬁﬁ&BSaFRi
MYpRslst do esppeomase Anrd SEt‘i’é?'Fs“
g&r%ﬁmtqehgt)ﬁrst predllectlons to

be of unbounded felicity.
THE TWO OF SPADES.

All card - players know that
when turned up as the trump-
card the deuce of spades is to
be tapped for luck. “ There’s
luck,” saith the proverb, * under
a black deuce.” One possible
exception there is to this

THE STHRMNYD MABAXINE.

proverb: the player must in no ciroammstemces
touch the card with his elbow. Whence was
this superstition derived ?

THE ACE OF CLUBS.

If the Duke of Cummbeniznd
had only had the ace of clubs
on a memorable occasion at
the public rooms at Bath, he
was wont to say that he would
have been twenty thousand
pounds richer. " That card
cost me a fortune.” He was playing
whist with three of the wealthiest men
of the day, and was dealt such a splendid
hand that he unhesitatingly made a bet
of twenty theusand pounds on the game
The eards he held were king, knave, nlne, and
seven of trumps (elubs); ace and king of
diamends ; aee, king, gueen, ahd knave of
hearts; aee, king, and queen of spades.
His paftﬂef did net held a §mqle eard of any
value. Yot the Duke was easily beaten; he
did fet win ene triek. The Duke's ﬂght-
hand adversary held five small trumps, and
the SEBQF 8! ht eards iA his Rand éeﬂ§l§£%d
EHEH%I garts and spades. Te his left-

qB BHEHE there was dealt ace, gueen,
ESH an sigm 8? trumps; and H@@H Have,
teh, HIHG gight; seven, six, five, fouF i
lEBH % Buke led & small IFHHB
WhHIE E gﬁ anta dﬂiﬁ WeR aHd
Fetdied By a IR 8ams

“ What a ‘' Jeroboam ’ hand the Duke of
Cumberland must have held at Bath!”
exclaims the author of " English Whist.”
He explains that in the early part of the last
eentury, when fortune blessed any player
with eards of overwhelming strength, he was
said to be possessed of a “ ” hand.
The phrase is derlved through the " Jero-
beam ” of elaret at Oxford, a feasure of
fagnitude, frem the division of the tribes
when Jioboam obtained " ten of the tribes
of 1srael and his rival was left with enly twe.”

It was on an ace of clubs that Oliver
Goldsmith inscribed an I O U to Sir Joshua
Reynolds, the intimation being additiomally
expeessed by the three balls of Lombardy in
silnouette, which has already been made
familiar as a squiggle from another quarter
In the pages of this magazine.

THE KING OF CLUBS.

“ The King of Clubs " is fami-

liar as the title bestowed by

on the Club or the
Literary Club, but the card itself
is not without its special fame in
literature, for has it not been
sung by Pope in deathless verse ?




A PMOK OF CHARDS.*33

The club's black tyrant first her victimn died,
us of his haughty mlsn and barbarm pride;
a{ be! gggs Fegal circle en is head -
féégf §{§E8 L “E! §E§8§
& I u Bﬁsfr&h% Sﬁw ¥
Which FEHHH[T & that m
Were amu§mg ut §6M€W ﬁ% 'i%\ﬂ IBH§
qu@t@ y an erican caricaturist whe was
portraying for the benefit of his countrymen
the Coronation of King Edward VII.
THE QUEEN OF CLUBS.

“Black Bess®
is the common |
nickname  of
the queen of
clubs, although
in Lincolnshire,
we are told, the
card is known
as ‘““Queen
Bess.” One
reason  given
strikes us as
extremely un-
sow nd—*" be-
cause the
Virgin  Queen
was off a
swarthy com- . ]
plexion.” Now,
if we know anything of the Virgin Queen it is
that she was nothing of the kind. Another is
that this was Elizabeth’s favourite card, but
8o far we have been unable to come across
any satisfactory explanation of the epithet.
Perhaps some learned reader of THE STRAND
may be able to elucidate the history of this
card.

THE KNAVE OF CLUBS.
Of the knave of clubs—
. . mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens
o'erthrew,
And mowed down
armies in the

flightts of Joo,

there is both
comedy and
tragedy to be
written.

On the i3th
of July, 1?93,
Jean Paul
Marat, one of

\ the Iblood-
[ thirsty trium-
which

[ virate
‘ ruled France,
was seated in
a bath in his

house, surrounded by papers and various
reminders of the Reign of Terror, Amongst
these was a pack of Republican cards which
had recently appeared, the publisher of which
had dedicated them to Marat. One of these,
the knave of clubs, he had removed to use
as a book-mark. He was suffering from a
skin disease contracted in the sewers, which
made constant immersion in warm water
necessary. Suddenly the door opened to
admit a stranger. The stranger was Char-
lotte Corday, carrying concealed her fatal
dagger. After the assassination all the relics
of the tragedy were ecarefully guarded,
and are preserved to this day, including
Marat’s pen and the valet de baton, who
for some time afterwards gave the name
of Marat to his race in all parts of
Europe.

But long before Marat's day the knave
of clubs had a sinister reputation. George
Coleman, in his essay on “ Cursing and
Swearing,” suggests that in place of oaths
used at the card-table the gamester might
be permitted to swear by the knave off
clubs or the “ Curse of Scotland.” At the
game of loo Pam is the best card in the
pack, as the right bower is at euchre, and
when the holder of the ace plays it he always
says, “ Pam, be civil.” The holder of the
knave then plays another club if he has one,
and allows the ace to make the trick. On
one occasion, at a card-party, Lord Palmerston
was indulging in some rather violent abuse
in the hearing of the Baron de Bunsen, who
called out humorously, “ This is whist, not
loo, but—Pam, be eivil ! ” which sally, we
are told, the somewhat actimonious Foreign
Minister took in good part.

THE TEN OF CLUBS.

A ten of clubs
Paris as being
the first card

of curious pat-
ever played by |

temrm, here
reproduced, is
preserved  in

Le &rand ]

Mona e, =

Louis XIV. It % b -

is one of a pack f‘ ikl . .

especialily syﬁﬁaﬂﬁwmﬁﬁvawanqu

printed in his I sanpmiis Sa:?n;m

honour in 1647, ?‘Wﬂcﬂﬁanzfl apedfapu

when he was i Seauroup dr terres m Jtalts, )
Jowppiayfa o6 £ GiginGresy tnnt~,

but nine years
of age, and the
tradition is that



236 THE STERMNDD
when he cut the pack and turned up “ King
Pepim,” Cardinal Mazarin took this for an
omen. When, therefore, the game was
over, he drew the card from the pack and
preserved it. At his death it was given to
the King, and always found a place amongst
Royal mementoes until i389. It was framed
in a little gilt frame, and was lately in the
possession of the Comtesse d'Eu,

THE NINE OF CLUBS.

Upon the
back of a pic-
torial nine of
clubs long pre-
serwedl at
Strawberry Hill
the poet Gay
scribblled a
couplet  from
his “ Heggar’s
Opera,” added
his  signature,
and gave it to
a lady. Many

y ggpmel& lhave
g Sdone the same
thing  before
) And._ sinee: it
seemss a
favourite mode
of enshrining couplets and even stanzas for
preservation, although nowadays writing on
the backs of cards is a far more difficult
process than it apparently used to be with
our ancestors.

THE EIGHT OF CLUBS
The only card which is a relic

intact of the Spanish Armada
—perhaps the only card ever
to survive over three centuries
of immerston under the ocean—is

the eight of clubs. This card was

stated, a few years ago, to have

been found in a small water-tignt box or
casket embedded in the shores of Tobermory
Bay, together with several coins, a string of
beads, and some metal buttons. One cannot
but wonder at its history, especially when it
is stated that it probably represented a sum
of money—perhaps nine doubloons—which
its possessor had won from the loser at a game
of cards on board ship, it being the custom
to give a gauge—what we should call an 1Q U—
in this manner.

THE SEVEN OF CLUBS,

A German named Leuben laid a wager
that he would turn up a pack of cards in a

MRt ALAAL DA,
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certain order, Ixgginning with the seven of
clubs. Whether he was weak - minded or
only intoxicated at the
outset is not known, ‘
but he very shortly

became insane, and
was incarcerated in an
asylum with his pack
of cards. Hera for
tweRty yeans he
laboured to bring
abeut the cembination, |
devoting ten hours a
day te the task. Once,
in the seventh year,
Re had almest sue-
eeeded ; but net until
the four million twe
hundred and forthy-six
theusand and twenty-
fifth time did. complete |
sueeRss 6FowWm the
peer wreteh's efferts.

THE SIX OF

CLUBS,

A playing-cand collector in

New York has a six of clubs

which was shot out of a cannon

by a Federal gunner into the

rebel lines at Richmond. It

was not, however, the only

card dispatched in this violent

and uncenventional manner — an entire

pack was bound up in wire and cotton

wadding and seriously wounded a picket

on its arrival, * 1t struck a stone, and

the eards were, in full view of a squad

of men dining, broken into two heaps,

only the six of clubs uppermost. A cry

broke forth, “ Clubs are trumps !” the pack

was seized and dealt, and Johany Reb was

thanked for one of the most extraordinary

and unexpected games of euchre ever played
by soldiefs of civilkams.”

THE FIVE OF CLUBS.

The five of clubs is known
as “"Watsam's  Card,” but
considerations of chronology
preclude the idea that the name
has anything to do with the
confidant of the illustrious
Sherlock Holmes. Exactly how
it came to be bestowed is another of
the mysteries of card history, but the
eponymous hero is said to be one Watson
who, seventy or eighty years ago, won ten
thousand pounds at faro through his choice
of this card.
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THE FOUR OF CLUBS.

By the nickname of the
“ Devil's Bed-msst” the four
of clubs is universally known.

“It is an unlucky candl”
writes Mr. W. P. Courtney,
“and the dealer who furns

it up is always considered as

cut off from all chanee of winniAg the
game.” The four of elubs Is alse knewn
as “ Ned Stokes” and the fellowing
explanation of this name is furnished by
the Gentlemow's Magazine for 1798. A eer-
tain person, the Rev. Edward Stokes, of
Blaby, in Leicestershire, had four sons, two
of whom, he was in the habit of saying, he
had given to God and twe to the devil, by
which elegant expression he meant that twe
were clergymen and twe were altorneys.
One of the latter, Edward Stokes, 6f Melion
Mowbray, was a %ed whist - player, and
knewn thfeugheut the ceuntry as a desirable
partner in the game; but he had eoneeived
a rldleulous aversion to the four ef elubs,
whieh never failed to show [tself en the
appearance of that eard. HeRee it eame te be
knewn by the playful title of Ve Stokes”

On one occasion the four of clubs underwent
an extraordinary transformation, according to
a once popular legend. It concerns the law-
fulness of playing cards on the Sabbath, about
which a great deal of discussion has raged for
centuries. “ I have never played cards on
Sunday,” declared the narrator, “ sinece this
card "—drawiing a four of clubs from his

ocket—" well, T will tell you the story.” It
s probably the same story related by Robert
Southey and others.

A coterie of “ respectable persons " quitted
the opera-house late one Saturday night to
play faro at a Mrs. Sturt’s. The game pro-
ceeded for a short time, when a thunder-clap
and a slight shock of earthquake discon-
certed them. Still they played on, when all
at once a player, laying down a club, cried
out that it was the colour of blood, The
others looked and declared that it was so.
A heatt was played, and it was black. Under
such conditions play was impossible, and
Sunday plav, which had been visited with
such awful portents, was abandoned.

CARDS. *33

There is another legend noted in one of the
novels of Harrison Ainsworth, where the
clubs and hearts change colour, but the
crime involved in this case was far graver,
being no less than murder, to the perpetrator
of which everything black seemed crimson,
and vice versa.

THE THREE OF CLUBS.

For ever linked with the name of the
late James Payn is the three of clubs. Payn
always called it
his lucky card. |
Am amcient
card preserved
with writing on
the back is a —_—
three of clubs.
The pack of
which it formed
a part was pre- 1

I

sented by Lord
Dunblane to
the Prince of

on the eve of
BifT T
i2X Wb\ 110

the game was

Oramge, and
played by him |
crossing to Eng-

land in ttre

memorable year

of 1788, After

over the Prince returmed the pack to the
donor, with his autogragh on what Tom
Hood used playfully to call the * Old Dog
Teay.”

THE TWO OF CLUBS.

The only notable thing about
the deuce of clubs is that it
is always considered a sign of
five trumps in the dealer's
hand. Some few years ago an
attempt was made to shatter
this superstition, and a large

number of Reform Club players were
asked for their opinion, Strange to relate,
almost without exception they supported
it out of their own experience, although
not one could offer even a shadow of reason
for the fact, which is one of the oddest,
as well as the longest - lived, superstitions
on record.
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By C. B. REDEERN.

Illustrated by

=———»p= |HE gas-lamps were being
[ lighted in the Tottenham
Court Road one dull evening
towards the end of Novem-
ber, when an elderly woman
emerged from Goodge Street
and made her way up the
main thoroughfare. She walked at a good
pace with a determined tread, holding up her
skirt with both hands, and displaying service-
able, thick-soled boots of the kind known as
hygienic. There was no attempt at adorn-
ment in her person, and no one could by the
largest stretch of imagination have described
her as anything but English. She wore a
black cloth coat, straight and shapeless, and a
hard-brimnmed felt hat, under which her grey
hair was neatly brushed on either side of her
face.

She paused at a crowded part, looked to
right and left, and finally accomplished the
crossing of the road with a somewhat un-
dignified run. On the other side was a small
draper’s shop of the kind frequently found in
cheap and busy thoroughfares. In front of
this she took up her stand carefully, examining
the contents of a window, while a slight smile
played round the corners of her shrewd yet
kindly mouth. Guarding the entrance of this
emporium were the usual rolls of flannelette
towering to giddy heights, and marked with
prices in large figures from twopence-three-
farthings upwards. Tn the centre window
daintier articles of feminine apparel depended
from minute slips of gummed paper, and
behind this firmament of fixed stars shone the
sun of the system in the shape of a bust
attired in a silk blouse of surpassing beauty.

H A Hog

On its bosom was pinned a placard bearing

the following inscriptiom :—

Ir You bo Notr See Wimar You REQuUIRE,
INQUIRE WITHIN.

Having satisfied herself that this was the
kind of shop she was seeking, the lady walked
inside, and was greeted on the threshold by
the alert proprietor, who was evidently his
own shop-walker.

“ What can I do for you; madam ?* said
he, rubbing his hands.

“Do ye keep mercerjustus ?" imguired
the new customer.

Her voice was clear, rather loud, and had
a strong North Country accent. This,
together with her recent nervousness in
crossing the road, would have conveyed to
an observant person the fact that she was
not altogether at home in large towns.

“1 beg your pardon, madam ; what did
you say you required ? ™

“ Ah'm wantin' moenetjustus’

“ Ah, just so, madam ; pray be sested.
We are showing all the new season's goods.
Miss Simpson, forward.”

An anzemic young woman emerged from
the inner darkness.

“ Miadam requires skirt-adjusters. Wet
weather we are having for the time of year.™
The lady rose and took up her umbrella.

“ Ah doan't think ye caught the word
reetly. Ah said ' mercerjustus.” ™

“Of, 1 beg pardon, madam. Mismer-
justus ? [ regret that we are just sold out
of the article. May we——"

But the customer had already left the
premises.

At the next emporium a young shop-walker

m
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greeted the lady at the door, and politely Out of the recesses at the back eame a

asked her pleasure. stout, middle-aged fman with penduleus
She passed down the line of pale-faced cheeks and shifty eyes. His frock-eoat sagged

“ P YFE KEEP MERCERJUSTUS 2’ INQUIRED THE NEW CUSTGNAER

assistants until she reached the cash-desk. beneath the arms, his collar was of doubtful
Here she paused and looked round. freshness.

“ Ah should like to see your maaster. 1Is “Do ye keep mercerjustus ?” imquired

he within ? ™ the new-comer, fixing him meanwhile with a
“ Er—er—certainly, mnadtzm.’* searching gaze.
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For a moment the unexpected demand
nonplussed this gentleman. He quickly
recovered himself, however.

“ This way, madam, if you please’"

They walked in single fille, as with easy
dignity and swaying coat-tails this ponderous
being led the way into an inner apartment,
where, seen through the semi-gloom, radiant
figures of azure and palest pink tenderly gazed
at piles of snowy underlinen, bibs, and babies’
shoes.

“ Ounfitting, forwandl” Then, confiden-
tially, leaning towards his customer: *“ We
are doing a very special line im—salt™*hum—
tadies* underwear, positively only three-and-
eleven-three, run through with baby-ribbon.
Miss Tompkins, show our Meroverus corsets
to muadieom.”

“ Ah'm obleeged to ye,” glancing somewhat
contemptuously at the nearest Venus in pink
satin. “ Ah'll not trouble ye for stays; Ah
asked for memosmjustng”

“ My fault, madam ; I did not quite catch
the word. This way for the mercerized goods,
if you please

Again the customer left the establishment
with a curt * good day " to the proprietor,
who looked after her retreating figure in great
perplexity.

She had no better fortune in the half-dozen
and odd shops visited by her that day. She
professed herself content with any size, colour,
or texture in the article desjred ; she was
indifferemt, she asserted, as to the price.
Under these conditions her wants ought to
have been easily satisfied; but although
mercerjustus was apparently always in stock,
for some occult reason it was not forthcoming
at the moment. She was taken solemnly
from counter to counter. Upstairs and
downstairs, from millinery, costumes, furs,
and umbrellas, to those ulterior regions in
which fancy stationery, soaps, boot-blacking,
perambulators, and trunks find a lodging,
from mourning outfits and babies’ rattles to
haberdashery and handkerchiefs, her perse-
verance met with no reward.

It was disheartening work. During the
following week she might have been seen
pursuing her quest in outlying regions, even
penetrating so far as Hackney, Camberwell,
and Peckham. It was always the smaller
and possibly the less prosperous shops she
chose in which to seek the desired article,
though it might have been supposed that the
larger West-end establishments would have
offered a wider range of goods for sale ; but
these for some reason she did not visit. She
was often very weary, the endless pavements

being peculiarly trying to the coumtry-bred
woman, and her search having to be con-
ducted on foot. Once her sharp ears caught
the sound of a girl crying—a little, white-
faced shopgirl frightened by a harsh word
from the, manager. When at last he came
smiling towards his customer, she turned and
left the shop with a short “ Ah'll not trouble
ye'”

The day came, however, which was to see
the end of her search. The neighbourhood
of Wandsworth had been selected by her on
this occasion, and as the shadows began to
fall she came down the busy High Street, and
in due time passed before the establishmmemt
of ‘Alfred Goodacre, draper and haberdisiner.

Mr. Goodacre had been suffering all day
from a somewhat unusual depression of spirits.
He was naturally a cheerful little man, with
honest, pathetic brown eyes, reminding one
of a trustful but apologetic spaniel anxious
to wag its tail upon receiving the slightest
encouragement.

Mrr. Goodacre was beginning to realize that
the world was net, to continue the simile, the
kindly, good-natured human being he had
taken it for when, on that fine spring morning
a year and a half ago, he had alighted with his
newly-made wife at the door of the little shop
rented and stocked out of the legacy which
had enabled them to marry. He remembered
now with a pang their delight when, carefully
avoiding the house door, he had led his Annie
proudly through the shop, the long lines of
brown counters smelling of varnish, decked
on either side with triiji boxes in tiers in which
the stock, fresh and tempting, awaited their
twin souls, the tickets. He remembered as
if it were yesterday the dressing of the win-
dows, aided thereby by the two smart young
lady assistants who had been engaged to live
in and serve through for incredibly small
salaries. These salaries now, like St. Chris-
topher's load, seemed heavier and heavier as
each pay-day came round. The stock, from
which at first he could hardly take his eyes,
had remained so long on his hands that he
could hardly bear the sight of it when taking
down the shutters in the morning. The
hollow wooden legs which they had been per-
suaded to buy in a moment of delirious ex-
travagance, and which, clothed in the daintiest
of stockings, ribbed and striped, had given
such a tone to the window, now crushed him
underfoot, as it were, with their burden of
unsold goods.

The first year's turnover had been slender
and had left a margin on the wrong side;
but then no one expected to make a profit the
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first year, as sympathetic travellers, leaning
over the counter with hats pushed back and
rainbow-hued goods displayed, had not failed
to point out. The second year, they said,
was bound to pull things together. But the
second year, so far, had failed him also. The
summer had been an exceptionally bad one,
rain, continual rain and cloudy skies, alter-
nating with cold grey days, when muslins and
laces looked hopelessly out of place. Why,
everyone knew that the West-end was losing
thousands and thousands a day. Smart
ladies were buying furs—actually furs, and
the scent of naphtha instead of roses filled
the air.

Then Annie, the best little wife in the world,
who had taken over the cash-desk to save
him an additional “ young lady,” had been
ailing this last month or so with the approach
of the expected baby. The last of their
capital now in the bank would go in the
doctor's and nurse’s fees, and thefi—but it
would not bear thinking of ; the shop must
be made to pay.

Alfred had just taken his wife a cup of tea
and kissed her as she sat by the fire packing
away the muslin blouses and cotton goods
left over from the ill-fated summer stock.
The shop-bell had rung as he sat on the arm
of her chair, and, pulling down his cuffs and
smoothing his somewhat shabby frock-coat,
Alfred hastily ran downstairs and entered
the shop.

Seated at the counter, while the young lady
assistants plied her unsuccessfully with the
contents of various baskets, sat a rather stern-
featured customer. Her face looked weary,
but the glance she darted at him as he entered
was remarkably piercing. The events of the
bygone week had evidently not had a soothing
effect upon her nerves, for it was in a voice
of unaccustomed sharpness that she pro-
pounded to the astonished Alfred the usual
question :—

“ Yoong mon, do ye keep mercerjustus ? ™

Alfred hesitated. He tried to think over
his stock, for a customer was a customer, and
must not be sent lightly away.

“ Ah'll be obleeged if ye'll tell me quidklly,
for Ah've had a long tramp and am sorely
needin’ a cup of t&w.”

“1 beg your pardon, madam, but I'm
afraid I'm not able to supply you with the
article you require. f don't know what it is ! ™'

“ Ah!" The lady rose, but this time there
was a smile on her rugged face. “ Well, sir,
you know your own stock best, but Ah'm
thinkim* all the same that ye've got the thing

Ah’'m lookin’ for.”
Vol. slii~3t,
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The assistants listened with growing aston-
ishment as the customer opened a small black
bag and, with clumsy, cotton-clad fingers,
fumbled inside.

* This is where Ah'm lodigim’, Mir. Goodizcre,
and Ah'll be glad if you'll give me a call to-
morrow afternoon. Ah've a little matter of
business to talk over wi’ you, so you'll be sure
and come ? *

Alfred took the card and bowed his strange
visitor out of the shop door, watching till her
stalwart figure had passed out of sight round
the corner of the road.

What could it possibly mean ? There was
subdued excitement among the staff for the
remainder of the day, their imaginations
running riot between female detectives and
large fortunes unexpectedly begueathed.

When he related the strange interview to
his wife that evening she was greatly inte-
rested and fired with curiosity.

“ Some traveller advertising new .
said the cautious Alfred. “ They're up to all
sorts of tricks in these diays.”

“ But you'll go, won't you P—you'll go to
please me. I'm just dying to know what it is
all about. Promise me, Alfred.”

So Alfred went.

He was shown into a small lodging-house
sitting-room in a street off the Euston Road.
He had asked for Mws. Wigmore, and that
lady did not keep him waiting long.

She looked much pleasanter than the day
before when, weary and footsore, she had sat
in his little shop. He judged her to be a
woman of about fifty, largely but sparely
built. He noticed that she wore a widow's
collar and cuffs.

“Sit ye down, Mr. Goodacre, and we'll
just have a cup of lay together. Ye'll be
wonderin’, no doubt, what Ah've asked ye to
coom for, and Ah'll soon let ye know.”

They drank their tea in silence, his hostess
pressing large slices of home-made cake upon
him.

“ Ah've brought me own cakes oop wi' me,
Mr. Goodacre, for Ah can't abide the town
stuff ; might as well eat bran, bv ma wav of
thimkim™.""

When the last crumb had been cleared
away by the little London servant under the
lodger's sharp eye, Mirs. Wigmore drew a chair
up to the fire, and bade her visitor do likewise.
He was beginning to feel wonderfully at home
with the old woman.

The story she unfolded look some time in
the telling. She came, as she said, from a
country town, "“oop North i' Yerkshimne™
There her married life had been spent, and

"y
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there, until a year ago, she had lived with her
only son. Mr. Wigmore had died recemtly,
leaving her a comfortable fortune, and,
together with her son, she had determined
to start a drapery business on a large scale.
She had chosen this particular business

because in the years before her marriage she
had seen her father, a draper in a small
country village, fail disastrously through
being, as she termed it, “ main and honest,
but not pushin’ enough.” It had been her
dream for years, and as soon as possible after
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the money had come to her the site had been
taken and the large building set in progress.
Then suddenly, that very spring, after an
illness of three days, her son had been taken
from her. It had been a fearful blow, but
with splendid courage the old woman had
detwmmined to go on with the scheme.

“ He would ha’ wished it, ye see. He just
thought same as me about thmgs ‘ Mother,’
he'd say, ‘ we'll ha' no shams in oor business.
Prines shall be marked plain, and none o’
your eleven-thiee tacked on to shillings and
such-like. If folks ask for silk let 'em have
it, and net cotton wi' a silk finish ; if they
ask for flannel to pit foun’ their necks,
rayibe winters, let 'em have it and net cotton
fluff.” Aye, he'd talk by the heur as how
thiere should be no sweatin’ and Ao hoembug.
The wenches in the shop should have fair
waages, and should learn te § eak thelr
honest minds te eustemers. WHhy, they‘ll
tell you anything te sell the §tuﬂ‘, AR’ve ne
% ipnce wi' the nensense that geoes 6R.

®l\, as AR say, we had It all made up fer
the business e eppen at New YeaFr, when he
gets the pneumenia, as they eall it, and all
was ever In three days.” Here she turned
her head, and a tear glinted in the firelight.

There was silence for a few minutes.

" S0, ye see, it's like this. If Ah was to
goo on wi’ the business, Ah must have a
yoong mon to manage it, same as my Harry
would ha’ done. Ah had to look for an honest
draper—Mercerjustus, as ma son used to ca’
it; he was a fine Latin scholar, was Harry.
Well, Ah wasn’t gooin' to advertise, so round
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Ah gooes to all the small shops as Ah could
see, and in Ah gooes and asks for what Ah
wanted. Ah wanted a mercerjustus, and so
Ah jest asks for one. See? Ah knew the
moment Ah set eyes on moast of 'em they
would not do ; not one in ten looked me in
the faace to begin wi'. But when Ah saw you,
Ah says to mysell,* That's the feller for me !’
You looked worried, but honest-like. Yoong
mon, will ye ecoom and manage ma business
for me oop i’ Yamhahice ? ”

She held out a large and capable hand,
which Alfred grasped. He was too much
overcome to speak. Coming at such a time,
the offer meant financial salvation to him,
and probably wealth.

In a few words he poured forth his whole
story to this kindly, honest old woman, show-
ing how the disasters had come upon him
since his marriage through sheer bad luck
and want of capital. He drew a picture of
Annie, her sweet patience when the bad
times came, their unfailing love for one
another.

Mrs. Wigmore listened in silence, and as
he rose to take his leave she placed her hand
on his shoulder.

“ There, there, lad. Things will a’ coom
reet, ye'll see. Goo home to your wife now
and bring her to see me soon ; Ah'll lay she’s
wonderin’ what's coom of ye.”

And thus were laid the foundations of the
great and successful firm of Wigmore and
Goodacre, mercers and general outfitters,
branches of which have since sprung up in all
parts of Yorkshire



Duaes it Pay to
Back Horses?

THE OPINIONS OE
EXPERTS.

[Tihe experts wihose opinions have been asked on this
subject have beem chosenm as represemtative of the
various classes wihose experience carries weight—the
mathematiciam, the owmer of horses, the trainer, the
jockey, the professional backer, the bookmaker, and
the racing journallist. Thhese opinions are most varied
and interesting, and it wiilll be noticed that they all
agree on one point, namely, that the ordinary backer
is the support of the ring, and is, therefore, more

or less of a “ mug’")

SIR HIRAM MAXIM (Mathematical Expert).

T depends altogether upon the
standpoint from which it is
viewed. There must of neces-
sity be more than one party
to a bet. The bookie bets
that a horse will not win and
makes money by it, and the
common or garden gambler bets that the
horse will win and loses money by it. Many
bookmakers have become immensely rich
by betting, and this is proof that money can
be made by betting, providing that the busi-
ness is conducted in a skilful manner. It is
impossible for anyone to make money on a
bet unless someone else loses it. Betting
does not increase the amount of wealth in the
country, but rather diminishes it. The book-
makers of England must make several millions
a year out of their business, and every penny
of this is won from the unthinking public,
who are quite satisfied to play at a losing
game, providing that they have the remote
chance of winning more than their stake. If
it were possible to discover a system that
would beat the bookmakers, then the book-
makers would very soon alter their rules of
the game so as to meet the new state of
affairs.
THE EARL OF CLARENDON.

1 DO not suppose that from any point of
view betting pays. It can hardly be supposed
that either the auri sacra fames, or the deter-
mination of either the one or the other of the
“ contracting parlies ' to get a little the best
of the bargain, can be of any benefit to

character, while I have never heard of any
backer of horses, at any rate, ever having
amassed wealth. Although it may be for a
short time his speculations have been suc-
cessful, yet in the long run his losses out-
balance his gains. Indeed, if they did not
do so, how would the betting ring exist ?

Mr. DANNY MAHER (the Famous Jockey).

Since jockeys are not allowed to bet, it is
difficult for me to express an opinion. As a
mere looker-on, so far as betting is comcerned,
I see no reason why betting should not pay.
In a country like this, where racing is strictly
and fairly carried out and where everything
possible is done to ensure the best horse
winning, to win at betting becomes a matter
of judgment. But to be able to judge the
comparative merits of various horses in a
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given race, at given weights, is not always
easy, for the reason that horses, like human
beings, do not run with a machine-like even-
ness. Horses have their good and bad days.
Ewery racing season many examples occur,
especially among young horses, of animals
that beat eaeh other under apparefitly even
conditions, one winning ene day and belng
beaten by anether, perhaps the very next
week, whieh was ™ dewn the eeurse " befere.
This may be aeeeunted fer either By the
“med” of a herse 6F the wmprovement
frem training—different herses Qving
at different rates aeeerding te the training
and aeeording te their temperament—or even
By the meed 6r esnditien of the geeisey-. Ferf
jeekeys have their gesd and bBad days {68,
and dfe seldem right at the tep of their fBrm
every time. 1t is these varations that lend
Hheerainty 8 Betting and _gws the Bosk:
maker RIS thanee; IR MY SpIRIGH:

The Views of a Professional Backer.

Sreakmwe from the point of view, purely
and simply, of the punter—that is to say,
the general run of punters—it must be obvious
that betting does not pay. Otherwise the
supply of bookmakers would speedily run
short ! If I were asked to answer the ques-
tion “ Cam betting pay ? I should give a
very different answer. Betting is a business
on the punter’s side just as much as it is on
the layer’s side. It requires experience, dis-
crimination, self-control, and keen observa-
tion. Almost anyone who is prepared to treat
betting on horses as a business, and devotes
as much time and thought to it as is devoted
to achieving success in any other profession,
can make money. However hard they work,
men sometimes fail in business. It is so with
the professional backers. They are not infal-
lible. But most of them make a living, and
many of them make a good income.

The crowd that throngs the racecourse is,
for the most part, out for a day’s sport, with
the exciting prospect of “ making a bitt"—uwith
luck. They bet on every race without any
knowledge or previous observation to guide
them, or follow the advice of a tipster who
is forced to give selections whether he knows
anything or not, simply because the public
demand it of him. To win for any length
of time, when betting in this indiscriminate
way, is impossible. Men often have a run of
luck, it is true. I have known a man win
week after week for six weeks on end, although
he hardly knew a horse from a mule, and was
guided simply by his own “ fancy.” The last
state of such a man is always worse than the
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first. Money won so easily is easily spemt,
and when the tide turns, as turn it must, wild
plunges to recover lead to loss, and sometimes
to ruin. Human nature is what puts money
in the bookmakers’ pockets. The punter
cannot wait to bet on some horse which has
an obviously good chance, or about which he
really has information. The moment the
horses assemble for a race a wild desire to
gamble comes over him. He cannot bear to
see them run unless he has something on.
The result is that by the time the race arrives
in which the horse he came to back is engaged
he has nothing left.

The man who makes punting pay is he with
an iron control over himself. He is content
to wait for days, and often for weeks, without
a bet at all, although all that time he is attend-
ing meetings and keeping his eyes open for
likely winners in the future. Then, when his
chance comes, he has not frittered away his
money, but is able to put itdown. If the
ordinary punter put on all the money in one
race that he fritters away in six he would
stand to win a goodly sum at no greater risk.
It is hard enough to find one winner, let alone
half-a-dozen !

“OAPTAIN COE," of the “Star.”

THE greatest charm about betting on horse-
racing lies in the bed-rock fact that it is pos-
sible to win on every race if you manage to
pick the right one. I remember well the case
of one racecourse tout who, some years ago,
went right through the card on a certain day
and ran ten shillings into three hundred and
fifty pounds ! On another day I gave every
winner at York and Salisbury but one, and
the loser was, unfortunately, the * nap.”
Scores of little punters had the “nap ™ in
doubles, trebles, and accumulators, not one
of which synchronized, to the great joy of the
bookies.

Backing, as carried on by professional
punters, pays well; indeed, the late R. H.
Fry once told me the professional backer
had a better chance than the bookies,
and I may add that during my experience
I have only known one big professional backer
who disappeared. He lost eighteen thousand
pounds at one Epsom meeting, and had the
money to pay with ; but he preferred to retire
into private life to paying up, and 1 believe
he purchased an annuity with his capital,

I do not bet myselff; but once when I ran
horses I put five pounds on one of them at
the instigation of one of the biggest legal
luminants of that day, who witnessed the
trial. My horse was beaten in the race by
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a head, but, as it was a selling event, I got a
share of a big surplus.

I feel it right to add, in conclusion, that 1
am not qualified to properly answer the
question.

Mr. D. M. GANT (the Well-Known Starting-
Price Boalkmaker).

AT the present time it would be difficult
to say which of the two—the layer or the
backer—has the advantage. Telephones and
telegrams, together with the extraordinary
competition among newspapers in the purvey-
ance of racing information, have rendered
bookmaking profits a matter of slight per-
centage, and if the bookmaker is to keep
going it must be on the strength of almost
unlimited resources and a huge connection.

It has certainly paid me, but the profits I
have made from starting-price bookmaking
cannot be termed extravagant considering
the amount of capital that has from time to
time been requisitioned to develop the busi-
ness—and maintain it—on a sound footing.
I am confidemt that if 1 had speculated a
similar amount in judiciously advertising
such articles as soap, pickles, or mustard I
should have received a far better return for
my money, and,as I am fortunate enough to
possess very considerable interests now in
certain well-known commercial undertakings,
1 am not speaking without experience.

Some twenty years ago 1 expended a very
large amount of money in advertising certain
bookmaking innovations which were then
quite original, but have since become almost
general. The “ No limit, no commission ”
system of betting was among these. 1 com-
menced to pay the full starting-price, no
matter at what odds the horse started,
although most bookmakers had at that time
a limit of ten to one on small races, and they
deducted anything from two and a half to
five per cent, from clients’ winnings. This
fove resulted to me in an enormous increase
of business, but it must not be thought that

a large clientele necessarily means big profits.
You may hear and read of people who back
horses in a sublime spirit of indifferemce as
to whether they win or lose—just for the
sport of the thing, in fact—and if any amount
of advertising could secure for the boakmaker
a large number of these as clients his fortune
would be assured. As far as my experience
goes, however, such people do not exist !

Speaking from the starting-price book-
maker's point of view I must point out that
this is a very different thing to betting on the
course, where a book can be made on each
race to ensure a profit, and commissions can
be refused if there is too much money for a
particular horse. The starting-price book-
maker is in quite a different position. He
must accept bets right up to the time of the
start in perfect ignorance as to the state of
the market, or whether any horse or horses
are being backed at the last moment. He is.
therefore, prevented from covering himself
against loss. I have myself been through
periods of great stress and strain through
the victory of certain horses which, while
popular with the “ stay-at-lerme™ punter,
have been little supported on the course, and
have consequently started at a long price.
These and similar trials can only be supported
by having a large enough cash balance avail-
able to meet all contingencies, and it is only
under these conditions and by careful atten-
tion to business that starting-price book-
making can be made to pay.

Mr. JAMES H. SMITH (““Wigllant,” of the
% Sportsmam "},

THE question is one 1 should be chary af
treating from a journalistic point of view.
“ Does betting pay ?* It depends on the
speculator and his ability to beat the market.
In a word, as in everything else, clevanmness
prevails, but to anyone not thoroughly au fimit
with racing in all its intricacies on the one
hand and the various and rapid changes in dhe
market, my direct advice would be " Dasit!”
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Collonel W. HALL WALKER, M.P.

Yow ask me for my opinion, “ Does betting
pay ?* I presume you mean, does it pay
that pentimn of the public who back horses ?

The bookmakers’ profits 1 know nothing
of beywmd that I share the almost universal
opinion that they do win, and that largely,
as the odds are so much in their favour. As
regards the backers of horses, probably a small
propontimn do win money regularly; but these
are preffissional backers, who go to the meet-
ings regularly and work in a businesslike way.
Apart from the before - mentioned, I have
no doult that the vast majority of backers
of horses lose money at the game ; but the
same can be said about the participators in
every other kind of amusement or sport, as
none of these can be cartied on without cost.

I have previously publicly expressed my
approwval of the pari-mutuel system of betting,
as giving the ordinary backer a much fairer
chance than he at present enjoys, and at the
same time securing substantial financial aid
to the horse supply of this country.

Mir. ROBERT S. SIEVIER (whose famous
mare, Sceptre, was such a popular idol).

You have put before me a proposition,
“ Does betting pay ?* The obvious answer
is, “ Yes—it pays the boolkmaeker.” There
are also many backers who make it pay, but
it §s clear that several must lose, or book-
makers would not exist. One might say,

“ Does speculation on the Stock Exchange
pay ?” But against this there is a very
large amount annually to be set aside for the
stockbrokers and jobbers. To my mind,
betting is the fairest mode of speculation,
and certainly the most honourable. One's
liabilities are described as debts of honour,
and this arises from the fact that bets are
made by word of mouth, without witnesses,
and no documents are signed by either party.
Yet there are fewer disputes brought before
Tattersall’s Committee, which is the tribunal
for hearing such cases, than there are perhaps
in connection with any other transactions
where money passes. The man who loses
by backing horses is invariably the one who
goes after his money. Temperament is the
qualification that is required, with a fair
quantuen of philosophy thrown in. The
majority of men fail to blend the two, and are
too eager to regain their losses when they are
out of touch with Dame Fortune. I am
ready to admit that temptation to liquidate
a lost bet by winning another is great, but
the man who bets should be prepared to lose
and pay instead of speculating with only hope
for a foundation.

Mr. LEOPOLD DE ROTHSCHILD.

I CAN only say that 1 should be very sorry
to encourage anyone to bet with a view to
making money. Nay, more, 1 would dis-
courage everyone from betting in any way,
except as a pastime.



to be out of sorts. His move-
ments were even slower than
usual, and, when he sat, the
soap-box seemed to be unable
to give satisfaction. His face
bore an expression of deep
melancholy, but a smouldering gleam in his
eye betokened feelings deeply moved.

“PRéyyaatting I don't hold with,” he burst
out, with sudden ferocity. “ Never did. 1
don't say I ain’t been to a theayter once or
twice in my life, but I always come away with
the idea that anybody could act if they liked
to try. It's a kid's game, a silly kid's game,
dressing up and pretending to be somebody
else.”

He cut offia piece of tobacco and, stowing
it in his left cheek, sat chewing, with his lack-
lustre eyes fixed on the wharves across the

—-_—-__I_—- HE night-watchman appeared

river.
in mid-stream, who nearly fell ovetboard in
his efforts to attract his attention, he ignored.

I might ha' known it, too, he said, after

The offensive antics of a lighterman

a long silence. If I'd only stopped to think,
instead o’ being in such a hurry to do good
to others, I should ha’ been all right, and the
pack o’ monkey-faced swabs on the Lizzie and
Awnie wot calls themselves sailormen would
ave had to 'ave got semething else to laugh
about. They've told it in every pub for 'aff
a mile reund, and Jast Right, when 1 went into
the Town of Margate to get a drink; three ehaps
elimbed aver the partitien e 'ave a 1ook at me;

It all began with young Ted Sawyer, the
mate o’ the Vizzie and Amnie. He calls him-
self a mate, but if it wasnt for 'aving the
skipper for a brother-in-law ’e'd be called
something else, very quick. Two or three
times we've ‘ad words over one thing and

Copyright, 1911, by W. W. Jacabs.
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another, and the last time I called ’im some-
thing that I can see now was a mistake. It
was one o' these ’ere clever things that a man
don't forget, let alone a lop-sided monkey
like ‘"im.

That was when they was up time afore
last, and when they made fast ’ere last week
I could see as he 'adn’t forgotten it. For one
thing he pretended not to see me, and, arter
I ’ad told him wot I'd do to him if ’e ran into
me agin, he said ‘e thought I was a sack ¢’
potatoes taking a airing on a pair of legs wot
somebedy ’ad threwed away, Nasty tongue
'e’s got; not clever, but nasty.

Arter that I took no notice of 'im, and, o'
course, that annoyed 'im more than anything.
All I could do I done, and ’e was ringing the
gate-bell that night from five minutes to
twelve till ha’-past afore I heard it. Many
a night-watchman gets a name for going to
sleep when ’e’s only getting a bit of ’is own
back.

We stood there talking for over ‘arf an hour
arter I 'ad let ’im in. Leastways, he did.
And whenever I see as he was getting tired
I just said, “ WS A" and ’e’'d start agin as
fresh as ever. He tumbled to it at last, and
went aboard shaking ’is little fist at me and
telling me wot he'd do to me if it wasn’t for
the lef.

I kept by the gate as soon as I came on
dooty next evening, just to give 'im a little
smile as 'e went out. There is nothing more
aggravating than a smile when it is properly
done; but there was no signs o' my lord, and,
arter practising it on a carman by mistake,
I ’ad to go inside for a bit and wait till he "ad
gorn,

The coast was clear by the time I went
back, and I 'ad just stepped outside with my
back up agin the gate-post to ’ave -a pipe,
when I see a boy coming along with a bag.
Good-looking ‘lad of about fifteen ‘e was,
nicely dressed in a serge suit, and he no sooner
gets up to me than ‘e puts down the bag and
looks tip at me with a timid sort o’ little smile.

“Good evening, cap'n,” he ses.

He wasn't the fust that 'ad made that
mistake; older people than 'im have done it.

“Caod evening, my lad,” I ses.

“] s’pose,” he ses, in a trembling voice,
“ I suppose you ain't looking out for a cabin-
boy, sir??*

“Cabin-boy?"” I ses. “No, I aimt™*

“I've run away from ‘ome to go to sem
he ses, “and I'm afraid of being pursued.
Can I come inside ?*

Afore I could say “No” he 'ad come, bag

and all, and afore I could say anything else
Val, xii~32.
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he ’ad nipped into the office and stood there
with his 'and on his chest, panting.

“] know I can trust you,” he ses ; “I can
see it by your face.”

“Wot ‘ave you run away from 'ome for?”
I ses. “Have they been ill-treating of you ?”

“Ill-treating me 2" he ses, with a laugh.
“Not much. Why, I expect my father is
running about all over the place offering
rewards for me. He wouldn't lose me for a
thousand pounds.”

I pricked up my ears at thatt; I don't
deny it. Amnybody would. Besides, I knew
it would be doing 'im a kindness to hand 'im
back to ’is father. And then I did a bit o’
thinking to see ‘ow it was to be done.

“Sit down,™ I ses, putting three or four
ledgers on the floor behind one of the desks.
“Sit down, and let's talk it over.”

We talked away for ever so long, but, do
all I would, I couldn’t persuade 'im. His 'ead
was stuffed full of coral islands and smugglers
and pirates and foreign ports. He said ‘e
wanted to see the world, and flying-fish.

“] love the blue billers,” he ses; “the
heaving blue billers is wot I want.”

I tried to explain to ’im who would be doing
the heaving, but ’e wouldn't listen to me.
He sat on them ledgers like a little wooden
image, looking up at me and shaking his ‘ead,
and when I told 'im of storms and shipwrecks
he just smacked ’is lips and his blue eyes
shone with joy. Arter a time I saw-it was no
good trying to persuade ’im, and I pretended
to give way.

“1 think I can get you a ship with a friend
o' mine,” I ses; “thut, mind, I'vegotto relieve
your pore father’s mind—I must let 'im know
wot’'s become of you.”

“ Not before I've sailed," he ses, veryquick.

“Ceetimgly not,” I ses. “HBut you must
give me ’is name and address, and, arter the
Blive Shark—thatt’s the name of your ship—
is clear of the land, I'll send 'im a letter with
no name to it, saying where you 'ave gorm.”

He didn't seem to like it at fust, and said ‘e
would write ‘imself, but arter I 'ad pointed
out that ‘e might forget and that I was respon-
sible, ’e gave way and told me that ’is father
was named Mt Watson, and he kept a big
draper’s shep In the Commereial Road,

We talked a bit arter that, just to stop ‘is
suspicions, and then I told 'im to stay where
‘e was on the floor, out of sight of the window,
while I went to see my friend the captin.

I stood outside for a moment trying to
make up my mind wot to do. O’ course, I ‘ad
no business, strictly speaking, to leave the
wharf, but, on the other ’and, there was a
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father's "eart to relieve. I edged along bit
by bit while I was thinking, and then, arter
looking back once or twice to make sure that
the boy wasn't watching me, I set off for the
Commercial Road as hard as I could go.

I'm not so young as I was. It was a warm
evening, and I 'adn’t got even a bus fare on
me. I ’ad to walk all the way, and, by the
time I got there, I was 'arf melted. It was
a tidy-sized shop, with three or four nice-
looking gals behind the counter, and things
like babies’ high chairs for the customers to
sit on—long in the leg and ridikerlously small
in the seat. I went up to ane of the gals and
told ‘er I wanted to see Mr. Watson.

“@m private business,” I ses.
important."

She looked at me for a moment, and then
she went away and fetched a tall, bald-headed
man with grey side-whiskers and & large nose.

“Wot d'you want? hle ses, coming up
6 me.

* 1 want a word mthyoumpnmte;"lses.

“‘This is private enough for me," he ses.
w Say wot you 'ave to say, and be quick about
it

I drawed myself up a bit and looked at

“Wery

him. “PPitaps you ain't missed 'im yet,”
I ses.

“ Missed 'im?" he ses, with a growl.
“NMtemed whoo?™

“Your—son. Your blue-eyed som,” 1 ses,
looking 'im straight in the eye.

“ Look here!" he ses, spluttering. “You
be off. 'Ow dare you come here with your
games? Wot d'ye mean by it?™

“ 1 mean,” I ses, getting a bit out o' temper,
“ that ycur boy has run away togoto sea,
and I've come to take you to ‘im.’

He seemed so upset that I thought 'e was
going to 'ave a fit at fust, and it seemed only

natural, too. Then I see that the best-looking
gal and another was ‘aving a fit, although
trying 'ard not to.

* If you don't get out o' my shop.“ he ses
at last, “IIMl ‘ave you locked up”

“Very gosd!” I ses, in a quiet way.
“Very goodl; but, mark my words, if he's
drownded youll never forgive yourself as
long as you live for letting your temper get
the better of you—you'lt never know a good
night's rest agin. Besides, wot about ‘is
mather ?2”

One o’ them silly gals went off agin iust
like a damp firework, and Mr. Watson, arter
nearly choking ‘imself with temper, shoved
me out o’ the way and marched out o' the
shop. I didn't know wot to make of 'im at
fust, and then one o' the gals told me that 'e
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was a bachelor and ’adn’t got no son,and that
somebody ’ad been taking advantage of what
she called my innercence to pull my leg.

“You toddle off ’ome,” she ses, *hefore
Mr. Watson comes back."

“Tt's a shame to let 'im come out aloms "
ses one O’ the other gals. “Wiiere do you
live, gran'pa ? ”

I see then that I ’ad been done, and I was
just walking out o' the shop, pretending to
be deaf, when Mr. Watson come back with a
silly young policeman wot asked me wot I
meant by it. He told me to get off ‘ome
quick, and actooally put his 'and on my
shoulder, but it 'ud take more than a thing
like that to push me, and, arter trying his
'ardest, he could only rock me a bit.

I went at last because I wanted to see that
boy agin, and the young policeman fullered
me quite a long way, shaking his silly 'ead
at me and telling me to be careful.

I got a ride part o’ the way from Com-
mercial Road to Aldgate by getting on the
wrong bus, but it wasn't much good, and 1
was quite tired by the time I got back to the
wharf. I waited outside for a minute or two
to get my wind back agin, and then I went
in—boiling.

You might ha’ knocked me down with a
feather, as the saying is, and I just stood
inside the office speechless. The boy 'ad
disappeared, and sitting on the floor where
I 'ad Jeft 'im was a very nice-looking gal of
about eighteen, with short ‘air and a white
blouse.

“Cood evening, sir,” she ses, jumping up
and giving me a pretty little frightened look.
“Im so sorry that my brother has been
deceiving you. He's a bad, wicked, ungrate-
ful boy. The idea of telling you that Mr.
Watson was ’‘is fativar! Have you been
there? 1 do ’ope you're not tired.*

“\Wtene is he?” I ses.

He's gorn,” she ses, Adheking her 'ead.
“T begged and prayed of *im to stop, but ‘e
wouldn't. He said 'e thought you might be
offended with 'im. ‘Giwve my love to old
Roley-Poley, and tell 'im I don't trust ‘im,’
he ses.”

She stood there looking so scared that I
didn’t know wot to say. By and by she took
out ’er little pocket-ankercher and began to
cry.

“ Oh, get 'im back,” she ses. " Don't let
it be said I follered 'im 'ere all the way for
nothing. Have another try. For my sake !”

“’Ow can I get 'im back when I don't know
where he's gom ?” I ses,

“ He—he’s gorn to ‘is godfather,” she ses,
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dalbihiimg her eyes. “I promised 'im not to
tell anybody ; but I don't know wot to do
for the best.”

“ Well, p'raps ‘is godfather will ’old on to
'im,” T ses.

“ He won't tell ’im anything about going
to sea,” she ses, shaking her little ’ead.
“ He's just gorn to try and bo-bo-borrow
some money to go away with.”

She bust out sobbing, and it was all I could
do to get the godfather's address out of ’er.
When I think of the trouble I took to get it
I come over quite faint. At last she told me,
between ’er sobs, that’is name was Mr.
Kididiesn, and that he lived at 27, Bridge
Stieet.

“ He's one o’ the kindest-'earted and most

us men that ever lived,” she se&s;
“ that's why my brother Harry ’as gone
to 'im. And you needn't mind taking
anything e likes to give you ; he's rolling
in money.”

I took it a bit easier going to Bridge Street,
but the evening seemed ’otter than ever, and
by the time I got to the 'ouse I was pretty
near done up. A nice, tidy-looking woman
epened the door, but she was a’most stone-
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deaf, and I 'ad to shout the name pretty near
a dozen times afore she ’eard it.

“ He don't live 'ere,” she ses.

“'As he moved?” I ses. “Or wot?”

She shisok her ‘ead, and, arter telling meto
wait, went in and fetehed her "usband.

“ Never ’eard of him,” he ses, “and we've
been ’ere seventeen years. Are you sure it
was twenty-seven ?

“Seuittadin,” 1 ses.

“Well, he don't live ’ere,” he ses.
not try thirty-seven and forty-seven?”

I tried ’em: thirty-seven was empty, and
a pasty-faced chap at forty-seven nearly made
‘imself ill over the name of “Kiddem.” It
'adn’t struck me before, but it's a hard matter
to deeeive me, and all in a flash it come over
me that I 'ad been dene agin, and that the
gal was as bad as 'er brother.

I was so done up 1 could ’ardly crawl back,
and my 'ead wasall ina maze. Three or four
times I stopped and tried to think, but
couldn't, but at last I got back and dragged
myself into the office.

As | 'arf expected, it was empty. There
was no sign of eiitiner the gal or the boy : and
I dropped into a chair and tried to think wot

“ Why
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it all meant. Then, 'appening to look out of
the winder, I see somebody running up and
down the jetty.

I couldn’t see plain owing to the things in
the way, but as soon as I got outside and saw
who it was I nearly dropped. It was the boy,
and he was running up and down wringing
his ’ands and crying like a wild thing, and,
instead o' running away as soon as ’e saw me,
he rushed right up to me and threw 'is grubby
little paws round my neck.

“Save her!” 'e ses. “Save 'er !
%w]y b d

* Look 'ere,” I ses

“ She fell overboand),” he ses,dancing about.
“Oh, my pore sister] Quick! Quick! 1
can't swim?”

Help |
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He ran to the side and pointed at the watier,
which was just about at 'arf-tide. Then ’e
caught 'old of me agin.

“ Make ’aste,” he ses, giving me a siowe
behind. “JJump in. Wot are you wailfin’
for?"

I stood there for a moment 'arf dazsd,
looking down at the water. Then I pulled
down a life-belt from the wall ‘ere and threw
it in, and, arter another moment’s thought,
ran back to the Vizzie and Mamie, wot was in
the inside berth, and gave them a hail. TI've
always 'ad a good voice, and in a flash the
skipper and Ted Sawyer came tumbling up
out of the cabin and the 'ands out of the
fo'c'sle.

“Gal overboard !” I ses, shouting.
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The skipper just asked where, and then 'im
and the mate and a couple of 'ands tumbled
into their boat and pulled under the jetty
for all they was worth. Me and the boy ran
back and stood with the others, watching.

“ Point out the exact spot,” ses the skipper.

The boy flointed, and the skipper stood up
in the boat and felt round with a boat-hook.
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wouldn't 'ave been drownded. Wot was she
doing on the wharf? ™

“Skylarkin', I s'pose,” ses the mmate,
“It's a wonder there ain't more drownded.
* Wot can you expect when the watchman is
sitting in a pub all the evemigg?"

The ook said [ ought to be 'ung, and a
young ordinary seamam wot wa? standing

“ SHE CAME ALONG TOWARDS ME WITH 'KR ARMS HELD CLOSE TO 'ER SIDES”

“‘fiwice 'e said he thought 'e touched some-
thing, but it turned out as 'e was mistaken,
His face got longer and longer and 'e shook
his 'ead, and said he was afraid it was no
good.
“ Don't stand cryin' ‘'ere,” he ses to the
boy, kindly. “Jpem, run round for the
Thames police, and get them and the drags.
Take the boy with you. It'll occupy 'is
mind.”

He ad another go with the boat-hook arter
they ad gone ; then 'e gave it up, and sat
in the boat waiting.

“TFialll be a bad job for you, watchmemn,*
he ses, shaking his ’ead. “ Where was you
when it "gReeedd?””

“ He's been missing all the evenimg;” ses
the cook, wot was standing beside me. “If
he'd been doing 'is dooty, the pore gal

beside “im said he would sooner I was boiled.
I believe they ’ad words about it, but I wias
feeling too upset to take much notice,

“ Looking miserable won't brimg’er back
to life agin,” ses the skipper, looking up at
nie and shaking his 'ead. “ You'd better go
down to my cabin and get yourself a drop o’
whisky ; there's a bottle on the table. Yeou'll
want all your wits about you when the poliee
come. And wotever you do dont say
nothing to criminate yourselt™

“Watlll do the criminating for ’'im all
right," ses the cook.

“If I was the pore gal I'd haunt “im,”
ses the ordinary seaman ; “every night of 'is
life I'd stand afore 'im dripping with water
and maoaning™

“ P'r aps she will," ses the cook ; “llet’s
'ope so, at any rate.”
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I didn't answer ’em ; 1 was too dead-beat.
Besides which, I've got a’orror of ghosts,
and the idea of being on the wharf alone of a
night arter such a thing was a'most t0o mueh
forme. I went on board the Lizzie and Annie,
and down in the cabin I found a bettle ¢’
whisky, as the skipper 'ad sald. 1 sat down
on the locker and 'ad a glass, and then I sat
werrylng and wenderlng wet was to be the
end ef it all.

The whisky warmed me up a bit, and I 'ad
just taken up the bottle to 'elp myself agin
when I 'eard a faint sort o' sound in the
skipper's state-room. I put the bottle down
and listened, but everything seemed deathly
still. I took it up agin, and 'ad just poured
out a drop o’ whisky when I distinctly ’eard
a hissing noise and then a little moan.

For a moment I sat turned to stone. Then
I put the bottle down quiet, and ‘ad just got
up to go when the door of the state-room
opened, and I saw the drownded gal, with
‘er little face and hair all wet and dripping,
standing before me.

Ted Sawyer 'as been telling everybody
that I came up the companiom-way like a
fog-horn that ‘ad lost its ma; I wonder how
he'd 'ave come up if he'd 'ad the evening I
had ’ad ?

They were all on the jetty as I got there
and tumbled into the skipper's arms, and all
asking at once wot was the matter. When 1
got my breath back a bit and told ’em, they
laughed. All except the cook, and ‘e said it
was only wot I might expect. Then, like
a man in a dream, 1 see the gal come out of
the companion and walk slowly to the side.
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“Look !” Ises. *“Look! Thore shris.'"

“Wadire dreaming,” ses the skippsr;
“ttherre’s nothing there.”

They all said the same, even when the gal
stepped on to the side and climbed on to the
wharf. She came along towards me with ‘er
arms held close to ’er sides, and making the
most ’orrible faces at me, and it took five of
‘e all their time to 'old me. The wharf and
everything seemed to me to spin round and
round. Then she eame straight up te me
and patted me on the eheek.

“Awre old gentleman,” she ses.
shame it is, Ted "

They let go o’ me then, and stamped up and
down the jetty laughing fit to kill themselves.
If they ’ad only known wot a exhibition they
was making of themselves, and ’ow I pitied
them, they wouldn't ha' done it. And by
and by Ted wiped his eyes and put his arm
round the gal's waist and ses :—

“This is my intended, Miss Florrie Price,”
he ses. “Aiimt she a little wonder? Wot
d’ye think of 'er?™

“IINl keep my own opinion,” I ses. I
ain't got anything to say against gals, but
if I only lay my ’ands on that young brothef
of "ess——"

They went off agin then, worse than ever:
and at last the cook came and put ’is skinfy
arm round my neck and started spluttering
in my ear. I shoved 'im off hard, because I
see it all them; and I should ha’ seen it afere
only I dida’t 'ave time to think. 1 den'‘t
bear 16 malice, and all I can say is that 1
don't wish 'er any harder punishment than
to be marrled to Ted Sawyer.

“Wot a
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BY a self-denying ordinance
MINISTERIAL His Majesty’s Ministers, whilst
SACRIFICES. generously making provision
of £406 a year by way of
salary for their fellow-members, do not share
in this twentieth-century demand on the
public purse. They already have their
salaries, in several cases inadequate to the
magnitude of their public service and the
sacrifice of pecuniary gain open to them in
fivate practice. My, Gladstone's official
neeme never exceeded £3.900 a year, and was
intermitted by recurrent periods of Oppesi-
tieR. Needless te say, he never availed
himself of the pensien which lightens the let
ef seme other statesmen
when temperarily ef per-
manently eut of effise:
Had he ebeyed his earlier
impulse and seught &
eareer in the Church, he
would m@wtaBlg have
Feached the Primacy. with
It ssmfeﬂaBlE £12000 3
¥,%a;_. FQH g followed
a8l 88E§{% s aRd de-
Yote I3t Ei} Om-
gree, tnere W Hﬁi Ve
8eH A Feasopable NIt 8
13 1NEOME: He wWas &8R-
Rt WItHh What, §£FS§8
VeF tHE vear Bf ACtive
%8%%%; WA 4 Mere Bik
ahte.

The late Sir William Har-
court provided an example
even more striking of the
pecuniary sacrifice men
are willing to make for
the chances and changes
of political life. When,
in 1868, he entered Parlia-
ment as member for the
Git? of Oxferd, he neces-
sar Iz rellnguished practiee
at the Parllamentary Bar,
whieh breught him in an
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increasing income that had already reached
the nice rotundity of £12.000 a year. He
enjoyed considerable spells of offiicg, but he
never recaptured the average of lost gains.

With exceptional equanimity

LAW the Attorney-Gemeral and the
orfFicers  Solicitor-General may regard
OF THE  the Quarterly Pay Sheet of the
crown. House of Commons with lofty

indifference. Whilst the Prime
Minister's salary stands at £5.000 a year, the
Attorney-General draws £7,000, and Mr.
Solicitor-General £1.000 a year less. But
that is not all. By a Treasury Minute dated

l[ WEST INnES:
SUGARS
Comon

GLADSTONE FOLLOWED THE FAMILY FOOTSTEPS AND
DEVOTED HIMSELF TO COMMERCE,
REASONABLE LIMIT TO HIS NINQOONE

THERE WOULD HAVE BEEN NO
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July §th, 188§, it is set forth that this salary
is to cover all work of whatever nature done
by them as Law Officers for any department
of Government, “ except contentious busi-
ness.” To the learned gentlemen concerned,
more blessed than Mesopotamia is the phrase
“ contentious business” The Minute sets
forth that the term applies to (a) eases in
whieh the head of a Goverament Department
directs a Law Officer to be instructed ; (b)
eases in whieR the Selieiter te the Treasury
of the selieiter of a Gevernment Department
thlﬁl@ it desirable that a Law Officer sheuld

?eaf; () eases eeneerning prolengation ot
? efts in the Privy CeuRell &3 ) inferma-

igAs eA the Crewn §l€§ and éU§ Bms €a3es ;

1) eases in the Revenue Paper ; and (/) eases
iH €H6 Ceurt of Appeal; Heuse Qf Lerds, and
Brivy Couneil.

If time and money were matters of moment
in Downing Street it would seem that savings
would be scored if, instead of setting forth
particulars of what constitutes “ contentious
business,” it were stated what services ren-
dered by the Attorney-General and the
Selicitor-General do not come within that
eategory.

As matters are arranged, the fixed salaries

SIR WILLIAM IIARCOURT RKGARDING; MIMSKLK AS HE MIOUNT BHAVE BIEEN lE
11IE HAI) NOT BEEN LUREL ErROM ThHEE 8M"
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of the Law Officers are mere substrata upon
which are built up incomes that must shock
John Burns, who is understood still to retain
belief in his famous axiom that a wage of
£500 a year should satisfy any man. Sir
Edward Clarke in one year, by means of what
may perhaps not disrespectfully be called
pickings, increased his statutory salary by
something more tham fifty per cent. As for
the Attorney-General, if he does net draw
£20060 a year he beglas te think there is,
after all, semething ih the assertion abeut
the esuntf g@lﬁ% te the degs. In the
year 1383—§ {r Charles Ru%%@ll reeelved
payment fer serviees as Atterney - General
ameunting te £13008. This affluense was,
hewever, e new experience for the great
adveeate. A friend whe, after his death, had
aeeess {8 his fee-Besk gives me seme iier-

gsting partieulars. Taking silk iR 11853
ﬁu&% ll iNEBME ef %QQ & YRaF $pe iy
{reBled. Fvom 1882 18 4%% it avera ee
%%%%Q g yeaF. 1R 188 @ wh @H F@- ginte
T FREY~ %ﬂ%Fal he lthm EH@ ace Sff
IWSV/ BAAS earned s far
s
VEaF SH {hg M‘&FSE ?} 8%‘1? {fF RS SF{
Finlay, in addi-

tion to his salary
as AMttorney-
General, received
in fees £12,921
7s. §d., making a
total of £19,921
7s. §d. His col-
leaguee, Sir
Edward  Carson,
Selieiter - General,
drew a tetal In-
éeme at Ei 068
18s. "hese
eaa § mmga and
penee shew hew.
if the Law Officers
gf the Crewn 166k
aiter them, the
gunds will take
are 8 them:-
SEIVES:

To the four-
hundinst-a - yearer
seated below the
gangway on either
side of the House
these  payments
seem to soar be-
yond the dreams
of avarice: But
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in most cases the accept-
ance of the position of Law
Officer to the Crown actu-
ally involves a loss of
income.
It certainly
THE did so in the
WOOLSACK, case of the
present dis-
tinguished holder of the
office. For this reason there
was some doubt at the Har
whether there was prospect
of Sir Rufus lsaacs’ rich
pastureland being, so to
speak, parted out in small
allotments among his pro-
fessional brethren on his
accepting office. Whem, dis-
regarding the consequences
as Lord Milner would, with
greater emphasis, say, he
took that step, it was ex-
plained that he was meved
by ambitiion te sueceed to
the Woelsack. There Is a eofmen impressien
that in the case of a vacanecy 6 that ancient
settee the Attorney-General has by right the
refusal of the appeintment. Thefe is, hew-
ever. 1o sueh provisien, elther iR custom ofF
in statute. Sir Rufus Isaaes may in due course
of affairs reach the haven 6f forensie desire ;
but it will net be by right ef heritage as
Atterney-General. As a matter of fast, the
Attorney-General of to-day has ne lieA upen
any judiclal effice. Up e reeent date, &n a
vaeahey oeceurring 1A the Chiefship ef the
Commen Pleas he had the refusal. The effice
being abelished, the; Atterney-Grieral is left
all forlorn. geing back te Ris old work at the
liar, as did Sir Rebert Finlay and Sir Edward
(arsen when their party crossed the floer of
the Heuse.
The report of the Kitchen

FkkDIsG  Committee of the House of
THE Commons for the current Scs-
HUNGRY. sion is not out at the present

time of writing. 1 hear from
an authoritative source that it is not likely
to lift the gloom that, from a fimancial point
of view, lies low over the enterprise of feeding
the House of Commons. Without special
knowledge of the circumstances the Man in
the Street, from whom few secrets are hid,
would think the Committee had the softest
job known in the business of catering. They
trade rent free, pay no rates, have coal and
gas gratuitously supplied, with generous
allowance for breakages. They have a

Vet i =333,
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monopoly of custom, and the extent of their
dealings appears from the fact that in a recent
Session they served a total of 128,677
meals. These included 25,764 luncheons,
37.697% dinners, and 113 suppers (which last
item indicates wholesome abstention from
all-night sittings), 61,376 teas, and 3.72%
peckings served at the bar. ‘liheir owtlay,
being net cost of provisions, cigars, wines,
and other drinkables, was £i3202 4s. lod.
In the turnover they took a trifle over
£18.@00. including £414 table money.

This is good enough, but the scale is turned
by the item of wages and salaries, which,
together with miscellaneous expenses, briug
the debtor side of the balance-sheet up to
£1%7.584 whilst the earnings are £16,092.
This looks like beggary, an undignified posi-
tion averted by a subsidy of £2.000 a year,
voted out of the pocket of the taxpayer.

Last Session the concern was run at a loss
of £56 a week. 1t was in various ways an
unfortunate season. The stars in their
courses fought against Sisera, represented on
the Kitchen Committee by its Chairman.
Colonel Mtark Lockwood. The so-called
summer was more than usually atrocious,
leading to the almost absolute discontinuance
of Tea on the Terrace, a fruitful source of
revenue. ‘Then there was an outbreak of
the Suffragettes, leading, as mentioned in
another column, to the restriction of the
attendance ol ladies not only at tea-time but
during the luncheon and dinner hours.
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An even more potent incidence

THE LIQUOR in diminution of revenues of

BIET. the Kitchen Committee is
the modern tendency, whose
growth is alternately deplored and extolled
by the Chancellor of the Exchequer, towards
diminutson in the consumption of wine
and spirits, Inheriting and maintaining
the proud tradition of predecessors, the
Kitwhen Committee have a wine-ccllar of
which a host may well be proud. What
they lament is the increasing lack of custom.
Time was when the champagne bill of a
Session was a dozen times larger than it is
to-day. In other words, where a few years
ago favourite brands were ordered for the
dinner-table by the dozens, a single boitle
now serves. Concurrently a change has taken
place in the matter of the fashion of dining.
Time was when the British legislator, in
addition to staying himself with flagens,
ordered a succession of meat courses. Members
of the present House are, from the peint of
view of the Committee, too apt to centent
themselves with the shilliﬁF luneheon of
dinner, the institution of whieh Is the pride
of the Chairman’s deelining years.

The outlook is at the moment black. It
would be interesting to see what would
happen supposing the business were trans-
ferred to the direction of one of our catering
firms who, ufisuccoured by subsidy, paying
rent, taxes, and other items, satisfy their
customers and pay their shareholders divi-
dends at rates exceeding twenty per cent.

During the predominance of

TEA GNl THE a Unionist majority under the
TERRACE. Premiership of Mr. Arthur
Balfour, Tea on the Terrace

came to be one of the principal features of the
London season. On a fine afternoon, with
the westering sun glittering on the river and
shining on the ancient fabric of I’ambeth
Palace, there was no livelier spectacle in
London than the throng of brave men and
fair women who peopled the Terrace of the
House of Commons. The function was
privily encouraged by the astute Mimisterial
Whip, who found in it a useful ally in the
task of " keeping a House.” With an over-
whelming majority, a certainty of triumphing
in the Division Lobby, there grew in Miinis-
terial ranks a tendency to dangerous kxity
of attendance. Members came down for
questions and remained to hear any important
speech promised. Alse they might be
depended upon for divisions following full-
dress debate. Bt it is in the idle hours of a

sitting that danger lurks for the master of
Parliamentary legions. It is a snap dimimion
that occasionally places him in entizarasssing
position. Tea on the Terrace proved a
bulwark against regrettable incidents of thuat
character. Members tempted by desire for
a lounge at their club or a drive through the
Park, where they would find kith and kin,
made discovery that for some hours of a
summer afternoon their own Terrace was the
hub of the social universe. They acaadinply
stayed to enjoy its attractions, and, inci-
dentally, remained within sound of the
division bell.

When dibetdle followed on the Gemeral
Election of 1966 there came to Westminster
a large contingent unfamiliar with what the
French call “a five o'clock.” Oddly enawgh,
the accomplishment of the doom of the once
popular function was delayed by the action
of the Labour members. They had heard
and read much of Tea on the Terrace. Now,
among other privileges pertaining to their
new estate, they might share its joys. Or
did the initiative come from their wives ?
However it be, during the earliest summer
of the first Parliament of King Edward VII.
the Labour members and their wives, the
latter bringing neighbours dressed all in their
best, like Sally on Sundays in our Alley,
made up little parties at tables set 1n the
best pesitions on the Terrace, drank tea,
ate buttered buns, and, in due seasen, teved
with strawberries and cream.

Even this patronage did not suffice to save
a fading fashien. Last Session the end was
hastened by continuance of deplorable
weather. The Terrace is net a desirable
place when the east wind blews, and is im-

ossible when seuth er west brings rain.

uch were the prevalent weather regulations
of last Session. Whiles there was a fog:

Another influence conducive
NO SUFFRA- to the decline and fall of Tea
GETTES. on the Terrace are the condi-

tions pertaining to the admnis-
sion of ladies to the precincts of Parliament.
Since the Suffragettes took to denoumciing
mankind from the stone benches in the
Central Hall, chaining themselves to the
grille in the Ladies’ Gallery, and making
dashes on to the floor of the House past
the paralyzed Serjeant-at-Arms, effieciual
measures have been taken to defeat their
strategy. Entrance to the Lobbies from Old
Palace Yard is achieved only after rumming
the gauntlet of sentinelled police at the outer
door., Save when personally conducted by
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a member, progress is stopped at the farther
limit of the corridor leading to the Cemtral
Lobby. The innocent suffer with the guilty.
The wives and daughters of members and
specially-invited guests are treated on a com-
mon footing. All may not be Suffragettes
with designs on the peace of Parliament.
But all are women, and as such must suffer.

Inconvenience is felt even

LADIES IN more acutely in respect of
QUARANTINE, dining at the House than of
taking Tea on the Terrace.

Ladiies bidden to the feast are kept in custody
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conducted by their host to the Inner Lobby,
where they might catch glimpses of statesmen
of world-wide renown. Thence they were led
to the feast by private ways trodden by
members, leading by a staircase to the Terrace.
They, in fact, walked about as if the imevitable
had arrived and they were actually members
of Parliament. In these degenerate days,
having escaped from guarantine in the corri-
der, they are igneminiously smuggled on to
the level of the Terrace by a special
stalrease.

This was constructed a few years ago (at
the expense of the nation) in order to meet

“THERE THEY SAT—' LIKE TIGERS IN A CAGE '—GIARING AT THE GAY THRONMG.

in the corridor until their host—" Sought
Out ” he may be named, borrowing the proud
appellation bestowed upon ancient Jerusalem
by the Prophet Isaiah—is hunted up. The
hapless man is probably in one of the remotely-
situated private dining-rooms, whither he
has escorted earlier arrivals. It is necessary
for him to hurry back to the corridor, rescue
the new-comer, and, having escorted her to
the dining-room, rush back on receipt of
news that other of his guests have arrived.
Before the scare the custom was for ladies
inviitgitl either to tea or to dinner to assemble
in the Central Hall, whence they were

the objection of crusty members who com-
plained that their hurried passage up the old
staircase on their way to save the State in
the Division Lobby was obstructed by ladies
passing up and down. The class of members
responsible for this fresh indignity may be
recognized on the Terrace by their seclusion
within a space labelled " For Members Oxilky,”
marked out to the left of the old doorway
Elv'mg access to the Terrace. During the
eyda_ of Tea on the Terrace there they eat
=" Like tlgers in a eage,” as a well-known
lady visiter once described them—glaring
at the gay threng seated or walking, ever
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chattering and laughing, adown the long
length of the river-girdled promenade.

Among the votes which appear
QUEEN ELizA- in the Civil Service Estimates
BETH AS A Is a modest one on account of
. MATRIMONIAL the Historical MWemusernipts
acenT.  Commission. This is an unpaid
body of gentlemen including
among their
number the
Master of the
Rolls, the Earl of
Rosebery, and
Lord Morley of
Blackburn, Their
mission is to
ascertain  what
unpublished
manuscripts cal-
culated to thiayw
light upon sub-
jects connected
with the Givil,
Ecclesiastical, or
Scientific history
of the country
are to be found
in the collections
of private per-
sons of in publie l
institutionss.
Every Session
voluries are pre-
sented to Paflla-
fent eentaining
coples or extraets
from this trea-
sire treve, The
first publieation
teek place f@f% _ _
sé@afs age. 1n the meantime eppertunity has
gen provided, at a trifling eest te the pur-
ehasef, of aequiring a library of rieh and fare
beeks. The pity ef it is the enterprise is
so little knewn that the eireulation of the
preeieus velumes falls far belew their value.
Hatfield House has proved a mine of wealth
to the Commissioners. No fewer than twelve
portly volumes have been gleaned in its
archives. In the last, just issued from the
press, 1 find a delightful story set forth in a
correspondence between Queen Elizabeth
and the Eraperor of Russia, not at that time
known as the Czar. It appears that His
Majesty, baving so many children he did not
know what to do, resolved to invoke the
assistance of the Virgin Queen to secure a
wife for one of his sons. Elizabeth accepted

w00 QUEEN BESS RUNS A LITTLE AGENCY OF HEK
OWN."

the commission with a zest for matrimomial
matters not unfamiliar with elderly maidiens.

“ After overlooking the estate and quliities
of all those noble families fiit to be engrafted
into your Majesty's stock,” she writes, under
date October §th, 1662, * we have found out
a young lady, being a pure maiden nobly
descended by father and mother, adornied
with graces and extraordinary gifts of nature,
of convenient
years, between
elewvem and
twelve, of whom
we are resolved to
makeyou anoffer,
that if God in-
cline the bhearts
of the young
eouple to like one
another dhe
mutual bends of
friendship may so
be knet close to-
gether.” She pur-
poses to “samd a
special Ambassa-

or in order te
deal freely in all
things necessary
In an affair of dhis
importance.” As
Russia is net
aceessible by sea
befere May, the
een, fearful of
the enterprise
falling threugh,
beseeches the
Emperor to ““ be
pleased to sus-
_ pend frem em-
braeing any ether eeurse until yeu have
heard What eur Ambassador ean say.”

Unfortunately the story ends where, in
this fascinating fashion, it begins. Beyond
a letter addressed to the British Agent at
Meosocovy enclosing the letter for the Emperor,
the story, like that of Cambuscan Bold, is
left half told. It appears from this second
communication, written by Sir Robert Cecil,
that a ship being unexpectedly discovered
bound for Russia, and the envoy not being
ready, it was determined to present the
Queen’s letter through the resident English
Minister.

*“ For the contents of the same,” writes
the diplomatic Sir Robert, “ if you be required
you may pretend to be ignorant, or otherwise
use it at your best disaretion.”



in Cacraftt, Gonaeliian

By AUSTIN PHILIPS.
Ilhistrated by J. Duiden.

LL civil servants,” says
somebody or other, " are
poets "—uwhich, in its way,
is probably less untrue than
many apothegms. But there
are exceptions to this and
to every other truism.
Cacroft helped to prove it.

If ever there was a contented bureaucrat
it was Cacroft ; if ever a man revelled in the
narrawmess of his limitations it was he, With
him figures replaced the Muses, ledgers the
temples where the Muses homed. The Post
Office Savings Bank was a high Olympus in
which he was privileged, Gamymedislikes, 'to
serve, with a hope of his own ultimate
apotheosis among the tin deities of that
official heaven.

Many civil servants are called efficient, but
few are chosen for promotion out of theii
proper turn. They lack the beautiful self-
effacement, the splendid abandonment of self-
respect with which Cacroft was endowed. I
he could lick the boots of a superior he did it
con amare, and as efficiemdly as he did the rest
of his work. He could draw the attention of a
principal clerk to a rival's rare miscasting
with an air of regret that was, quite positively,
genius. “ Wouid you mind looking at this,
if you please, sir ? ” he would ask, silkily, as
it he mistrusted his own calculation and
desired the confirmation of a master-mind
before feeling assured that he had really
detected in a mistake someene whe ranked
a rung or two above him on the ladder of
promotion.

And, though his colleagues hated and
despised him for the sycophant that he was,
they feared him, nevertheless, and spoke

guardedly in his hearing, and hedged them-
selves with precautionary expedients when he
followed them on a duty or shared with them
the keeping of a ledger.

But all this happened before Cacroft col-
lided with the fag-end of Mr. Wells's comet
and the great change came.

It began when he went on sick leave,
suffering from neurasthenia, as the doctor
called it in his certificate, though several of
us could have better diagnosed the ailment.
When a man tries to do the work of two, and,
at the same time, eseays to oust ten, he is apt
to pay pretty dearly for his little pleasures.
So Cacroft had three months at home—and his
wife had our sympathy.

One day, when he was grumbling about
his ill-luck and how he was going to lose the
fruits of ten years’ plodding—he might have
added tale-bearing—the doctor turned on him
and talked straight.

“ Look here, Mir. Cacrafit,” he said, ** the
office is getting along very well without you.
and if you want to get back your nerves you
had better give up worrying. Only a fool
puts all his eggs in one basket. You must get
yourself a hobby. Take to gardening or golf
of some outdoor game. You'll never get
better if you denitd.”

He looked at Mirs. Cacroft, who was in the
room at the time. She was a sad-eyed woman,
with handsome features and black hair that
was beginning to turn grey. She had been
intelligent once, but Cacroft had killed her
individuality by dint of nagging and domestic
meanness. The way in which he audited
the household accounts would have smashed
a weaker vessel altogether.

* Now, Mws. Caordft" said the doftwy,
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cheerfullly, “ something must be done. 1 rely
on you. Take your husband out and buy

him a spade and a trowel and a few packets
of seed. He'll be his own bright self in a
fortnight if only he begins to garden a bit™

The faintest suspicion of an ironical smile
flickered on Mrs. Cacreft's face, the least hint
of a sense of humour not wholly dead. Garden
implements and packets of seed cost money ;
and she couldn’t picture her husband working
in the garden with his coat off. His smug
little mind would revolt at the very idea. So
she glanced at the doctor in her melancholy
way and shook her head.

“I'm afraid 1 sha'n’t be able to persuade
him, Dr. Wallis,” she said. “ But 1 only
wish I couldi™

The hopelessness of her tone carried con-
viction with it. The doctor looked hard at
her, then at Cacroft. His eyes travelled
backwards and forwards from one to the
other, as if he sought to read the history of
their vie intime, to diagnose it, and to cure.
Mueh acquaintance with domestic tragedies
had sharpened his psychological instinct.

Suddenly his glance rested upon Cacroft
with a happy inspiration, and his hand slapped
merrily on his thigh. He had found the
medicine he wanted. It was the man's vanity
to which he must appeal.

He took the astounded Cacroft by the arm
and led him to the big glags in the door of his
wife’s wardrobe.

“ Look herec!!” he said, and pointed at the
mirror. “ Look at yourself in the glass.
You've the face of a Coquelin. You'd have
made your fortune as a commstin*

Cacroft stared into the glass, and saw
himself in a new light. There were curious,
comic wrinkles on his forehead, amusing
crow’s-feet under and about his eyes, strange
lines furrowed his cheeks and framed his
mouth. A grotesque dimple in his loosely-
fleshed chin crowned all. It was, quite
simply, the face of a Shakespearean clown.

And the doctor, watching him, saw half-a-
dozen emotions come and go in rapid succes-
sion—incredulity and belief, disgust and
pleasure, then resentment, and, fimally, a
vanity which stayed and grew.

So, while the fish nibbled and waxed greedty,
he struck and hooked.

“ You're the very man the Upper Tooting
Mohawks want! ” he cried, and tapped Cacroft
encouragingly on the shoulder. * Give me a
sheet of paper at once.”

Mrs. Cacroft motioned him to a gimcrack
bureau in the corner of the room. He took
out his fountain-pen and began to write.
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Cacroft stared unceasingly into the glass,
glanced furtively round to see if he were
unobserved, and began to grimace and pos-
ture, hand upon hip.

“ There,” said the doctor, fastening up the
envelope. “ Take this to M. Sharplev, the
solicitor in the High Street. And when you
play Touchstone at the Town Hall remember
who it was that helped you to become
famous.”

He shook hands with Mrs. Cacroft and
nodded to her gratified but bewildered
husband,

“I'll let myself out,” he said, and ran
downstairs three steps at a time.

Mirs. Cacroft followed him as far as the
landing. When the front door banged she
came back into the bedroom. Her husband
was strutting up and down the room, pulling
faces at himself in the glass. He turned
round and looked at her proudiy.

“dGive me my overcoat, Mary, dear/’ he
said, in a new voice which she had never
known.

And in hopeless wonderment she did as he
asked. When she had helped him on with
it he picked up the letter.

*“ 1 sha'n’t be back till tes,” he told her as
he went out. “I1 am going up West to see
about some elocution lessoms

What the doctor, who was president of the
Upper Tooting Mokhawks, said to their
secretary never came out. Perhaps it was
dearth of adequate performers, possibly it was
real, if limited, merit in Cacroft, or, more
likely, his comedian’s face that fought for
him. Anyway, for all his inexperience, they
gave him a part in their next production—the
clown’s part in " A Winter's Tale.” And
because his heart was in the work he did it
really well—though all the time he felt that
it was a lover's part that he should play. For
his vanity grew u! y.

He came back to the office long before the
performance took place, came back well, and
careless, in every sense of the word. Where
he had formerly criticized he was himself
found fault with ; he no longer carried tales
to the chiefs; official work with him had
become second to play-acting. And he talked
—how he talked—till the office was sick of it.

His great idea was to get Sturman to come
to what he called “ the show “—Sturman,
who from ten to five posted dull deposits and
withdrawals in the ledgers, and at night did
dramatic criticisms for no less a paper than the
Monritor itself.

Before the great change Cacroft's one idea
had been to score off Sturman, who was just



EDWIY CACROFT, COMEDIMN. 129

“ vor'm HAVE MADE YOUR NOKIUINK AS A OOMAEHBAN*

his senior, and posted ledgers as well as he
wrote his criticisms—wihich is saying a good
deal. He had stopped at nothing ; for, apart
trom mere othcial rivalry, he hated Sturman

with an intenseness equalled only by Stur-
man*s contempt for him. There was some-
thing at the back of il ; cither Sturman had
been in love with M#s. Cacroft before her
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marriage, or she had been in love with Stur-
man before she met Cacroft. But now it was
all differemt. Cacroft courted and fawned
upon the other, as formerly he had courted
and fawned upon every little tin god in the
department.

He felt that if only he could get the great
critic to Upper Tooting his career would be
assured ; he would be able to leave the Post
Office and to go in wholly for acting. Lack
of self-confidence was not one of Cacroft’s
vices.

But Sturman refused to be cajoled ; and
when the Upper Tooting Mohawks' per-
formance of “ A Winter's Tale ” took place
it was not graced by the presence of the
Momitor's dramatic critic.

Cacroft got into the papers all the same,
for the South London Semtised and the Wends-
worth Avgus published long reports, in which
his name figured prominently. And for a
full week cuttings from their columns were
being handed solemnly round the branch.
“ It would have been impossible to better
Mr. Edwin Cacroft’s performance as the
clown,” said the Semtvael ; though the rising
eomedian extracted almost as mueh gratifiea-
tlen frem the Asgds, whieh observed that
“ M. Edwin Cacroft Fave a finished study of
the elewn, and it weuld be dlfficullt te imagine
the part Betier done”

Offiicizllly Cacroft went from bad to wanses;
his work was shocking, and reprimands were
frequent. Yet he seemed to care little.
Acting was all he thought of. The Molawks
were doing “ As You Like It next. He
was cast for Touchstone, though at heart, 1
believe, he had expected to be offered Orlando.

And this time Sturman, though umimvited,
was moved by sheer curiosity to go and see
him. I went too, and we sat together at the
back of the Town Hall.

For amateurs, the thing was quite decemtly
done. Ewen Sturman conceded that. And,
as an amateur, Cacroft was quite good, with-
out displaying the faintest hint of creative
ability. He was just Cacroft—the real
Cacroft that we had never seen. But he got
a good reception, and Sturman shook his head.

“ There'll be no holding the little beast
to-morrow ! he said. “ I shouldn't wonder
if he doesn’t lose his balance altogetitner.”

Sturman was right. Next morning Cacroft
swaggered into the office in tweeds and began
to brag as he had never bragged before.

“II'm going to chuck the Post Office ! ” he
told us presently. “ It can go to the deuce
for me. I've done with it. I've got a better
job.”
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Sturman looked at him gravely. Every-
body else grinned. It was only a bit of
Cacroft’s bluff, we thought.

But Cacroft got pen and foolscap and wrote
out his resignation there and then, handing
it round for us to see.

“ My holidays begin to-dtay,” he said.
“ And when 1 go off duty at half-past one "
—it was a Saturday—' I'm going to stick
this in the chief's box, and I'm not coming
back any more. I've got a shop with a tip-
top company, and start touring on .
We leave Paddington to-morrow for
Pershore.”

We all did our work badly that morning ;
the incident was altogether too devastating
to resist. And when half-past one came,
and the chief had gone, we gathered round
to see Cacroft put in the letter of resignation.

He swaggered theatrically down the room
and flung the buff envelope into the tin bax.

“ There ! ™ he said, throwing out his clhest.
“ That's a good job done. Now I can get
something like a decent living. GoodHbye,
you fellows ! ™

And without saying another word he went
out.

We lingered a little, discussing it, but the
sun shone too brightly for us to bother much
about Cacroft. Only Sturman and I stayed.
We were going on leave, too, for in the Savings
Bank we take our holidays in sections, a
dozen of us at a time.

“ What do you think of it?"” 1 asked.
“ You ought to know, if anyone dioes’*

Sturman shook his head.

“ He hasn't a ghost of a chamog)' he
answered.

I picked up my bag and began to walk to
the door.

“ 1t's rough on his wife,” said 1.

“ Rough ?* echoed Sturman, between his
teeth. “ He's a downright little besstt!

“ Can't we—— P 1 began, putting down
my .
Then I looked at the clock. I had twenty
minutes in which to catch my train. I caught
up my bag again and ran. After all, it was
Cacroft’s own look-out.

My leave lasted three weeks, and when 1
had been away a fortnight I got a wire from
Sturman.

“Can you join me at Netherwich to-
night ? ” it said ; and, because I liked Stur-
man, and was rather proud to be friendly
with him, I wired baek to say * Certiinily,”
and caught the first train. He met me at
the statien, put my bag inte a eab, and told
the man te drive te his hetel.
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“ We'll walk up if you don’t mindl,” he said. once, though 1 haven't gone there at all in
And on the way he told me most things. recent years because he’s such an impossible
What he didn’t explain then he confided to person—and I found her in no end of a state,
me at dinner afterwards. She told me the whole story from beginning

|

“ When you'd gone,” he said, as we sat at to end. It seems that in the lkast six momths
a little table by ourselves, “ 1 went to see —ever since he got mixed up with amateur

Nirs. Cacroft—] used to know her pretty well theatricals—Cacroft has been spending all
Vol. ilii. --34
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his savings, and what little money she had of
h2r own, in running after fifith-rate actors
that no decent member of the profession
would be seen dead in a ditech with. And
now he’s left her witheut any @xplanatleﬁ,
except that he’'s got what he ealls a * shep,’
and is earning ten peunds a week. She hash't
seen a penny of it, and the ehildren are pretty
w3l witheut a sefe te any ene of their bests.
She’s witheut a farthing, and likely te be, as
far as 1 ean see !”

“ But what about his salary ?* 1 asked.
“ Isn’'t he sending her some of the ten pounds
a week 7™

Sturman flicked viciously at a crumb, and
his smile was not pleasant to see.

“That's why I'm here,” he said, slowdly.
“ | came down to make him behave-less like

blackguard. But, as I thought from the
first, the thing's a fraud. They’re a lot of
amateurs like Cacroft, got together by a
rascal who ealls himself Stuart-Fulten.
They've all put meney inte' the shew, and
he's belted this afterheen. 1 saw hlm ge
myself.”

“ But the performance—— ? ™ 1 broke m.

“ Man alive, there’ll be no performance !
No pay, no play, and they'll all be too sick
at heart to act. Besides, they’'ve played for
three nights to empty benches, and there
aren’t enough people in the town to make a
full house, even for one night !

“ Then where’s Cacroft now ? ™"

“ Cacroft,” said Sturman, “ is probably in
the hall holding an utterly useless indignation

meeting.” He looked at his wateh and then
E@t up. " We'd better go aeress and see”
] wggtﬂ en. “The hall is enly Just

He led the way out of the coffee-room, and
1 followed him to the door of the hotel. 1t
was raining heavily.

Across the road, at the side-entrance of
the hall, a group of men and women were
clamouring vainly at a locked door. A little
distance away a number of boys gibed and
jeered. A big man—apparently the care-
taker—pushed past us.

“ 1t's no good knocking at that door,” he
said, loudly. *“ I've orders not to let anyone
in till the hire is paid. So if you haven't got
the shekels you may as well clear ! ”

The boys in the roadway punctuated his
speech with cat-calls. A man detached him-
self from the disconsolate group and slouched
dejectedly towards us.

Sturman touched him lightly on the arm.
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“ Halloa. Cacroft!” he said. * Wihat's
up ?

The man staggered back and threw up his
head so that the rays of the one feeble lamp
before the hall lighted his face. It was hag-
gard and white and all the conceit was gone.
He looked just hopeless and humngry.

“Sturman !'” he cried. Then, with a
touch of his old foolishness, he asked wonder-
ingly : “ Has the Momiffor sent you to do a
criticism ? ™

I laughed out loud; 1 couldm’t help it.
But Sturman’s face was cold and stern.

“ Stuart-Fulton has bolted.,” he said.
suppose you know that ?

Cacroft’s lips twitched and he all but broke
down.

“ He—he's got fiifity pounds of mine,”" he
gasped. “It's all [ had. And I've chucked
the service and sent in my resij »

“ You should have thought of that beﬁmm
said Sturman, umsympathetically.

“ It jsn't me—it's my wifie.,* cried Cacroft.
“ And the kiddies. 1 can never face them
again.”

He was openly crying now.

“ That's better,” said Sturman, grimlly.

He put his hand in his coat pocket and drew
out an envelope.

“It's all right,” he went on. * Hiere's
your letter of resignation. It didn't go
forwardl.”

Cacroft tore open the envelope and pulled
out the sheet of foolscap. Then he began
to laugh hysterically.

“ What does it mean ? " he stammered.

Sturman looked at him fikeetlly. Cacroft's
eyes fell.

“ It means that 1 wasn't going to let you
make an infernal ass of yourself ; and that
after you had gone 1 t&ok your letter of
resignation and kept it back. So that when
your leave is up you can go to the office as
if nothing had ever happened. But I hope
it will be a lesson to you. As it is, you've
nearly killed your wife—to say nothing of
half-starving your children ! ”

With an effort Cacroft met Sturman’s eyes.
His face was full of envy, hatred, and malice.
But the strain was gone and he was almost
himself again—his mean, despicable little self.

“1 suppose I shall have to go back to the
offices’” he said, feebly. “ But it means
giving up my career.”

“ Your career!" said Sturman, con-
temptuously ; and, catching my arm. he
turned on his heel.

iw]
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By G. M. ALEXANDER.
Ilhistiated by E. A. Morrow.

WON'T stay here to-night.
Ah-fo has got hold of opium
again, and here are you and
I, Mauricette, two defence-

less women, alone in the

station.”

“Wveell, what amewetodor?”

“ Run up a couple of horses and ride ove
to the Farquharsons. It is only forty miles.
I couldn’t face the night here without Smith,
and with Ah-fo incapable, after those appall-
ing murders in the distriet.”

My sister's voice rose to an almost hys-
terical pitch ; nervous at the best of times,
she had certainly an excuse for terror now.
Two hours earlier the post-boy had brought
us news of another wanton, cold-blooded
murder in the district—the second within a
fortnight. This time the victim was a per-
sonal friend, a pretty little bride whom we
had visited the week before. It was hardly
wonderful that Mary should verge on hys-
terles. We were alone on the statiefi, she
and 1, exeept for an old decreplt gin and Ah-
fe, the Chinese eook, at present, and fer at
least twenty-feur heurs t6 eerme, hepelessly
druik with epium. We were ferty miles
frem help ef any sert, and less than ferty
frem the seene of the latest murder.

To do my brother-in-law justice, this state
of affairs was not his fault. He had left the
most reliable man on the run—Bert Smith—
to look after us during the week's mustering,
and Bert Smith had disappeared. Since his
departure to the men’'s hut the previous
evening no one had seen him ; his mare was
gone from the horse paddock, his work re-
mained undene, his feed wntouehed.

“1 can’t make it out,” said Mary, for the
thirtieth time. “ Smith has been with us
two years, and nothing like this has ever
occurred before; he is so trustworthy.
Something must have happened to him.”

I'he same idea was in my mind, but
in a worse form. 1 avoided looking at
Ntary.

She fidgeted about the veranda for a
moment or two, and then stopped suddenly,
as rigid as a setting dog.

“ What—what's that sound, Mauricette ? '
she whispered.

“ A parrot screechnimg,” said 1, boldly, with
my heart in my mouth.

Mary gasped.

“1 know what has happened to Smmitdh*
she said, turning a grey face to me “ He's
been murdered ! Wasn't he going up to
Concord Paddock this morning ? *

“ YeS..’.

“ They are there—the murderers, 1 mean—
hiding.”

“ Nonsense ! 1 cried in a loud voice, for
this was what I thought myself.

Mary sat down in a chair and began to cry
quietly. I made no effort to comfort her,
but stared out through the quivering heat
haze at the corrugated iron roof of the store
and the blue belt of gum trees behind it. A
gum tree.is full of sinister suggestion, even
with the red-het sunlight of Queensland
shimmering on its flat, motionless grey leaves.

Mary’s rather theatrical hypothesis seemed
really the only one to account for Smith’'s
disappearance. He was an excellent bush-
man, so that any theory of his having lost
his way in Concord might be dismissed. If
he had met with an accident the chances were
his horse would have come back. The most
likely explanation—narely, that he had, in
baek-block parlance, “ gone on the burst "—
was untenable, for his sebrlety had earned
him the niekname of ™ The Never-never ” ;
besides whieh he possessed ne meney. No;
the mere 1 theught ef it the more plain it
apPéaE%G that semething very unusual had
betallen sur medel hand.

“ Could you run up two horses ? ¥ asked
my sister presently, drying her eyes.

“ Of course,” said I, with a confidence 1
did not feel, for I was very new to the bush
in those days.

“ All right. I’ll help you to saddle them
when they are run up. I must wake babv
and dress him, and write a line to tell Dermot
where we have gome.”

Mary rose as she spoke, and called old
Susan, the black woman, who sat huddled
in the shade ot the store.
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“Do be quick, Maurigette,” she added,
nervously.

I hauled my saddle off the floor of the
veranda, took a stock-whip, which I had no
idea of using, and trailed off to the horse-yard.
The only animal in it was a big, bad-tempered
chestnut stallion called Riot, son of a well-
kmown Australian steeplechaser and an im-
posted mare. I had never seen him used to
run up the others, and eouldn’t think how he
had got there. I was alse aware that, like
the stock=whi?, he might preve mere of a
handful than 1 bargaifed for.

Riot, however, allowed me to catch and
saddle him without demur, and my misgivings
vamished. I let down the slip-rails, scrambled
on to his back, and headed for the horse-
paddock, kicking him along as carelessly as
if he had been an old sheoting pony. He
moved gingerly, twitehing his ears and giving
his tail an oceaslonal sullen fliek. 1In the
cireumstances, it was foefe than ldietle of
e to attempt t6 eraek the steek-whip.

Exactly what happened next I cannot tell.
I fancy the lash got under his tail. At all
events, he squealed, flung a sudden buck,
and shook his head viciously. The bridle
came off and clattered against his chest,
and then, before I at all realized the situation,
he was away like a greyhound. He laid him-
self out to go as if he had been runRing In the
D@fbg=l@i% dpa@t the herse-paddoek and the
branding-yard, shaved a greup of pines whieh
brushed fy skirt, and bufst straight threugh
the wire fenee .below the garden, reeting up
the pests and earrying the whele thing elean
away. Onee eut en the dry-Bufnt plain
Beyend, his paee Beeame terrifie: 1 had ne
tire te think where I was geing ef what the
end weuld Be. 1 esuld enly tighten my knees
desperately on the pemmels; ahd gasp against
the rush of aif, with & BIUF of daneing eBl6urs
Befere m %_@?a and the thunder sf His AyiAg
hesfs drdmming in My ears:

On and on he charged, head down and ears
back, swerving wildly now and again. I was
utterly out of breath when a silver line glinting
in the haze ahead told me that we had reached
the fence of Coneord Paddoek, whieh lay twe
miles frem the station. Riet, at the last
fiefent, fese to the wire llke a tewerlng
pheasant.

Ten yards or so farther on he cannoned into
a she-oak, which caught my stirrup-foot and
sent me over on the off-side. Of course, my
skirt hitched up in the horned pommels of
my venerable saddle, and for the next five
minutes I swung above the flying ground In
abeut the meost uncomfortable peositien
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known. The sudden apparition of a buzzard
stopped Riot with a plunge which wrenched
me free. It is almost unnecessary to add that
I failed to catch him again, though in my
ignorance of bush-lore I followed him cheer-
fully, while he trotted ahead of me, after the
maddening fashion of a loose horse, straight
inte the heart of Concord. There he sud-
denly broke into a gallop and left me.

Concord was the last fenced paddock on
that side of the run, ten miles square, of
mallee-scrub and she-oak, but it took me an
hour to realize that I was bushed, and even
then in my profound folly I viewed the matter
with indifference, thinking that to strike the
fence or the main trail would be only a matter
of time. It was not until long after sunset,
when, exhausted and parched, I passed the
same gum for the fourth time, that I aban-
dened myself to despair. All the tragic tales
of that land of tragedies came back to me as I
lay en the het greund, weeping unrestrainedly.

Presently an eerie light began to glow
among the mallee and long, glittering shafts
of moonlight pierced the dusky undergrowth,
making patches of brilliance in which one
could see every infinitesimal twig.

I got up and started to wander about again
in an aimless fashion, investigating every
shining atom I saw, in the hope that it might
be a drop of moisture, though, of course, 1
knew perfectly well that such a thing was
physically impossible. And then—all of a
sudden—I heard a murmur of voices.

At first I took it for imagination, or the
outcome of hours of intent listemimg; but
before long I realized that there really were
people talking within twenty yards of me.
Mary's fears recurred to my mind just in
time to prevent me shouting. I crept nearer,
with due precaution against noise, peering
to right and left as I went.

The speakers were three men. Ismelt their
tobacco before I saw them, and I half-recog-
nized a voice. They were sitting together in
a little sandy clearing under a group of dead
gums, with their horses knee-haltered within
reaeh. In the white moonlight every detail
of the seene showed as elearly as at high noon.

“ Them two women and the babby, no
more,” was the first sentence I heard.

“ And the Chinkie,” said number two.

“ The Chinkie don't count. He's blind to
the world ; we’ll have no trouble with hum,”
answered the voice which had puzzled me a
minute earlier. I recognized it now as Bert
Smith’s, and it increased my bewilderment.
Why, in the name of common sense, should
our guardian, our model hand, be hobnobbing
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in Concord with two unpleasant-looking
sundowners, or ticket-of-leave men, or what-
ever the creatures were, at this hour of the
night ?

I squeezed into a black niche between the
gum-stems, relying on their inky shadows to
hide me from the group, who sat almost
within hands’ touch.

Two of them were villainous-looking scoun-
drels, bearded to the eyes, dirty, and ragged.
“The Never-never " appeared ramarkably
out of place between them, with his precise
and churchwardenly air and his clean pink
shirt, but as he seemed quite at home 1
abandoned my first hasty conclusion that he
was their prisoner.

“ Guess he'll be blinder to it before we've
done with him!"” growled number one.
There was a general laugh.

“ S'about time we made a move, eh ? ™
said number two, knocking the ashes out of
his pipe against his boot. “ What direction
is Loongar 2 ™

He garnished his speech with singular oaths,
which I omit.

“ Straight ahead,” drawled Smith.

“ Hope it pays better than Edinboro' did !
grunted number one, who had a hoarse voice
and red hair. “ Look 'ere!™

He pulled out of his pocket a handful
of glittering things and flung them con-
temptuously on the sand, where, like Excali-
bur, they * made lightnings in the splendour
of the moom.” I had no difficulity in identi-
fying them as the poor little bride's jewellery
—wedding presents which she had displayed
gleefully to Miary and me when we had visited
their station, Edinboro’, a week earlier.
They were all there—a diamond ring, two
brooches, an old topaz necklace. I felt as if
a cold hand had seized my heart and squeezed
it as I peered down at them.

* Your boss's missus has more than them,
ain't she ? " asked the red-haired man, jerking
his thumb at Smith, who, nodding, recapitu-
lated all Miary's possessions. “ There's forty
quid in the safe, too,” he fimished.

The trio then proceeded conjointly to dis-
cuss the late murders, their handiwork, and
went on from that to a detailed account of
how they meant to treat Mary and me before
they “ finished ” us. Ah-fo was to be
strangled and flung into the water-hole near
the house, in order that suspicion might fall
on him, as it had fallen on the Edinboro'
Chinaman, who was locally supposed to have
killed his mistress. They grew merry over
their pleasant programme and produced a
tin billy to toast its success.

I in the meantime had been trying desper-
ately to conceive some way of escape for Miary
and myself, but it is hard to think when one
is sick with horror and exhausted and thiirsty.
Moreover, so strong is habit, 1 could net
realize that our model “ hand,” my brether-
in-law’s chief prop, the invaluable, ever-
reliable “ Never-never,” was a blesditirsty
fuffien. All kinds ef sllly ideas drumimed in
fy head, mixed up with the tag-end ef a
nursery rhyme. whieh 1 kept repeating and
repeating as if it were a eharm. One thing,
hewever, 1 knew—namely, that if 1 was t8
get baek te the heuse I st keep seme wits
abeut me.

Smith had said the station lay “ straight
ahead,” pointing as he did so along the black
bar of shadow cast by the gums. I calculated
that this shadow must run almost west, for
the moon was right behind the trees and still
fairly low in the eastern sky.

Wild thoughts of stealing one of their horses
occurred to me, but the thing was so obviously
impossible that I abandoned the idea, and,
choosing a moment when they were noisily
disputing some point, crept off through the
mallee.

I skirted the little hollow until 1 was
exactly opposite the dead gums which had
sheltered me five minutes earlier.

“ We'll start in half an hour,” said Smith,
as I took my last glance at them, sprawling
on the whitened sand. “ That'll give ’em
time to put the babby to bed.” Some
witticisma which I could not hear followed
the remark. Their laughter echoed behind
me when I turned.

By keeping my back resolutely to the moon
and following my own shadow, I at last struck
the fence, which proved to be a bare quarter-
mile from the clearing. To me, frantic with
terror, the scrub with its intense brooding
stillness and its eerie shadows seemed the
haunt of all things evil. 1 felt as one feels in
a nightmare, panic-stricken, impeotent, the
sport of some maligh power that may at any
fement everwhelm ene.

It was a momentary relief to stand clear
of mallee and see, two miles off, the dim group
of station buildings, their corrugated iron
roofs gleaming like water. A light in one
window, and the golden speck of a lantern
out by the garden fence, told me of Miary's
anxious vigil. I guessed the poor soul must
be appalled at my absence. Well, I should
certainly not comfort her much when I did
arrive !

I started to cross the inner paddock at a
run, panting, stumbling, looking over my
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shoulder now and again, with dust choking
me at each breath and a heart thumping like
a steamemgine. Bad as Concord had been,
this endless grey plain stretching away to a
far-off shadowy goal now seemed worse, for
with all my efforts the distance never appeared
to diminish.

I was still nearly four hundred yards from
the house when the jangle of taut wires came

distinct to them in that cold, merciless
light.

A second later one of them shouted. 1
looked no more after that, but rushed blindly
for the garden fence. Before I reached it the
thud of hoofs grew loud behind me, and but
for the wires 1 should certainly have been
caught. As it was, they had to stop to strap
them down.

¢ ¢ MURDERERS }—THE GARDEN FENQ@E!’ | GASPED. INGOHARENGTLY

faintly to me through the still night. In-
stinctively I looked round. They were lead-
ing their horses out over the strapped-down
fence. I could see their faces and the
white stockings of Bert Smith’s mare quite
plainly, and I knew that I must be equally

Mary came running on to the veranda with
the baby in her arms.

“ Maumicettte,” she cried, “ what happened
toyou 2™

“ Murderers '—the garden fence ! | gasped,
incoheremtly.
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Mary stared at me wide-eyed, clutching the
baby. For about a second we stood facing
one another in the lamp-light. I was fighting
desperately to regain breath, with a feeling
as though a ton weight were on my head and
chest, and mg' inability to speak seemed all
part of the nightmare.

From the other side of the house came a
clatter of hoofs.

“ Hide ! I croaked at last.

“ There's nowhere !” whispered My,
looking about her like a trapped animal.

“ Blow the lamp out, then ! She obeyed.

“ It's the only one lit,” she whispered.

I took her sleeve and led her through the
sitting-room to the passage, which was in
pitch darkness. There we stopped.

Feet came stamping into the veranda.
Someone knocked over a chair and cursed
lustily.

“ Take babv ! ” moaned my sister, suddemly.
“1 feel faimt.

1 think I had not really despaired until
then, though escape seemed quite impossible.
Mary tottered against me, and in the hot
darkness I could hear her giving little short
sighs, a sure sign, as I knew of old, that she
was nearly “ offl.”

Mechanically, I took the baby and put him
on the fltoor. As I did so I touched the edge of
a big rough press in which blankets were kept.

“ Needs must when the devil drives.” 1
groped for the door and got it open just as
Mary slithered into a heap at my feet. She
was a little person and light, but even so I had
the utmost difficullty in rolling her on to the
bottom shelf, which was level with the floor.

Fortunately, Smith and his friends, who
were engaged in acrimonious dispute on the
veranda as to where 1 had gone, made so much
noise that it occupied their whole attention.

I piled at least twenty folded blankets on
my unfortunate sister, until, as far as I could
judge by the fecl, the shelf seemed a level,
solid mass of them. There was little chance
of the press being searched, for Smith knew
where we kept our few valuables. Then,
having pulled off my shoes and stockings, 1

leked up Deriet junior and erept. bare-
oeted down the passage, meaning to play
a game of hide-and-seek with eur weuld-be
assassins. The latter wasted little time In
argument. Having cursed eaeh ether freely
and breken the lamp. they made for Mary's
bedroom, giving vent te the mest herrible
jokes. They had a eandle apiece, whieh they
thrust inte each cerner they passed, in
eBvigus search for me.

Now, Loongar, like most bush houses, is

not a place of nooks or unnecessary recesses.
A long, straight passage divided the two
living rooms from the bedrooms, and at boih
ends of it a door opened into the veranda,
which ran round three sides of the house. 1
had retreated as far as the western doofr, and
when the three eandles came in at the epﬁosite
end and vanished inte Mary's reem 1 slipped
eut en te the veranda, reflecting that, as they
had already examined it thereughly, ne plaee
was less likely te be searehed. Dewd |
ereuched behind a big ehair that steed in ene
esrrier, with BaBy in my arms. AS a fule; he
slept like an old fman and was as hard te relise.
Buf, even $8, he inereased the danger ef dis-
esvery a huhdredfeld; and every mevement
S‘jsm.s, little Bedy sent a thrill ef terrer threugh

Apparently they did not at once realize
that Mar): was not in her room. When they
did, an outburst of oaths announced the fact.
After it there was silence—the hardest thing
of all to bear—tense, breathless silence. I
sat looking out along the white veranda flloor,
patterned with shadow-leaves from the native
creepers on the trellis-work above, and
shivering.

Sounds of riotous progress through the
other rooms now arose, coupled with more
loud details of how we should be treated when
they found us. Presently Smith came stump-
ing out from the sitting-room.

“ Why, one of the poor fools has gone !I"
he cried. * There's a side-saddle missing ! ™

“ Stow that rot!” said a voice from the
house ; “ we saw a gal run up here !

“The gin, most liked by *

The other speaker condemned the gin to
eternal perdition.

“ Reeves had better settle her—and the
Chinkie too,” drawled Smith, carelesslv ;
“ hanged if I will !™

“ Reeves don’t ask no better,” chuckled
the red-haired man, appearing in the sitting-
room doorway. He produced a bowie-knife
and squinted at it like an idol.

The noise of his departing footsteps was
masked by * words * betwezn his brothers-
in-arms about the safe-key, which neither
could find.

A minute later, from somewhere in the
kitchen regions, there arose a sound of stifled
cries and heavy-running feet, and then a long-
drawn ghastly shriek that made me cold and
sick. The veranda seemed to sway before
my eyes. I envied Mary at that moment.
1 even envied Ah-fo, in his opium paradise,
all unconscious of the horrors of his impending
passage to another world.
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Reeves came back after a time, breathing
heavily and leaving dark finger-marks on the
white veranda wall. He walked straight
towards my covert, preceded by a gigantic
shadow which slid along the moonlit floor.
I watched him as a bird watches a smake,
too paralyzed to move, had movement been
of use. To this day I am persuaded that he
heard my heart thumping, so directly did he
head for the big chair. A second later he
knelt heavily in the seat, and his awful face
peered at me over the back,

“ By gum, “ere's one of "em !*' he announced

with oaths.
Vol. xliii—35.

HE ANNOUNCED» WITH OATHS,

“ One o' what ?" called Smith.

“ One of the galls”

“ Gal be hanged ! The safe-key is what we
want ! came the irate answer. “ Seems
to me we'll have to smash the infernal
thing.”

“Come out o' that, my beauty!" said
Reeves, leering abominably at me, and stretch-
ing a wet, hairy hand round the side of the
chair,

I laid Dermot junior down very quietly,
confident that his small presence had passed
unnoticed in the thick shadow.

Horror of that groping, red-stained hand
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filled all my thoughts as I emerged unsteadily
into the white glare.

“ Where's the missus, eh?" drawled
Smith, strolling up to investigate the find.

“ Gone to the Farquharsoms,” said I, in a
hoarse, weak voice.

* Where's the key of the safe ? ™

“ In her podiett™

Smith looked me all over from head to foot
as if he were going to eat me.

“ Tie her to the post, Reeves,” he grunted ;
“ we'll collar the swag first and have our fun
with the filly afterwardis

Reeves appeared disappointed by this ver-
dict. He announced regretfully that he had
broken the bowie-knife—otherwise—

“Hang the bowieknife!” said Smith,
fiercely. “ Rope her up tight!” and he
added a few plain facts about his imtentions
with regard to “ the filly ” when the business
of the safe should be disposed of which made
me wish fervently that the bowie-knife was
still whole.

Reeves, muttering curses, proceeded to
“ rope * me to one of the veranda posts with
a coil of whip-cord—and nothing in the whole
nightmare business was as bad as the feel of
those hot, sticky fingers reeking with blood,

The task completed, he shambled off to join
in the assault on the safe in the sitting-room.
It was a small and very strong safe, mounted
on four wooden legs, and I guessed that they
would find the task of opening it both tedious
and difficult.

This, to judge by sounds, soon proved to
be the case. Ewery implement in the place
was requisitioned before long, to say nothing
of large quantities of whisky. I followed
each detail of their vehement progress through
the after-dinner phases described by Ourran—
communicative, argumentative, altogethery,
drunk !

With the third stage they had arrived at
the conclusion that they must take the safe
down and blow the lock open with dynamite.
By this time all were ready to command and
none to obey. I was therefore not surprised
when an outbreak of hot words was followed
by an earth-shaking crash and a horrjble
scream.

In a minute Smith came out into the
veranda pushing Reeves, who was shedding
maudlin tears.

“ He's dead, 1 tell you, you fool " said
Smith—" dead as a door-nail. The infernal
safe’s on his chest, and his skull's split. Go
over to the store and fetch some tow.”

“ G—g—go yoursdlf! * stuttered Reeves.

They argued the matter for a few seconds,
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and in the end Reeves went, tacking acrass
the yard like a derelict yacht. Amythimg
uglier than the look on Smith’s face as he
stood waiting for him in the moonlight I
have seldom seen. His back was turned to
me, but I saw him fumbling with somoetifinng,
and presently a sharp “ click " enilj

me as to what it was. Then he withdrew
a little into the shadow, watching the store
intently.

Before long Reeves reappeared, making a
devious course for the house. His right arm
was tight down his side. Evidently the same
idea had occurred to them both.

He came slowly to the edge of the verandia,
breathing heavily. Smith, in the shadow,
stiffened like a setting dog. Directly the
other man's foot touched the boards, his hand
flew up and the sharp report of a pistol-shot
echoed through the night.

Reeves staggered back nearly a dozen paces
before he fell, but he made no sound. He
crashed down heavily on the sand at last, and
his pistol flew out of his hand and lay gleaming
in the moonlight.

Smith went over to him delibenately,
kicked him twice, and then knelt to turn his'
pockets out.

While he was appropriating the spoils of
the Edinboro’ raid a sudden sound of hoofs
echoed from the other stde of the house.

Smith straightened himself hastily, and,
after listening for a second, made a dart for
his mare, who stood hitched to a convenient
post. He flung himself into the saddle with-
out glancing round. If he had, he would have
seen Riot, accompanied by two brumby
admirers, come cantering down past the
branding-yard towards the house. As it was
he lay flat on his mare's neck and went off at
a hard gallop for the nearest scrub.

Just at this moment Mary's white face
peered miserably out at the western door of
the veranda.

“ Run and pick uwp that pistol 1" 1 cried,
wriggling ineffectueslly against my bonds.
“1t's loaded. Fire it after him !’"

To her credit be it said Mary obeyed
without delay or question, and Riot and his
friends went hammering away in the track
of the fugitive, who laid spurs to his mare
and bolted, never looking back.

Neither Mtary nor I awaited further eventu-
alities. She cut me loose in frantic haste, and
retrieved Dermot, now howling lustily.
Without changing saddles, we took the two
horses hitched to the branding-yard rails and
rode helter-skelter for the Farquharsons'
station.
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Puczks and Solutioms.

s1.—A NEW
COUNTER
PUZZLE.

HERE is a mew
puzzle with moving
counters, or coins,
that at first glance
looks as if it must
be absurdly simple.
But it will be found
quite a little per-
| plexity. Copy the
l simple diagram, en-
larged, on a sheet
of paplee; then
plaee twe white
eounters on  the
peints 1 and 2; and
twe red ewunteis oh § and 18: The puzzle s €6
make the red and white ehange plaees. You May
Meve the eewnteis one at a time IR any SFdeF
gau like, aleng the lines frem peint to peifit, with
he only restrietion that a red and a white counter
may never stand at ones OH the same §H&i€m
liné. Thws the first meve ean only Be ffom / 8F 2
t8 3, of from § or 18 t8 7.

sz— A VENEER
PUZZILE. ¥
HrOM a square
sheet of paper or
cardboard, divided
intosmalller squares,
7 by 7, as in the
diagram, cut out the
eight pieces in the
mannet indicated.
The shaded parts
are thrown away.
A eabinet maker
had te fit tegether
these eight pieees
of veneet te form a small square table-tep, 6 bv 6,
and he stupidly eut that pleee Ne. 8 inte three parts.
MNew weuld yeu fofi the square witheut eutting
any ene of the pieees?

§3—THE HONEST DAIRYMAN.

AN honest dairyman in preparing his milk for public
consumption employed a can marked B, containing
milk, and a can marked A, containing water. From
can A he oured enough to double the contents of can
B. Then he poured from can B into can A enough to
double its contents. Then he finally poured from ean
A into ean B until their eontents were exactly equal.
After these operations he would send the ean A to
London, and the puzzle is te diseover what are the
relative propeftions of milk and water that he provides
for the Londomers’ breakfast-tables. Do they get
equal prepertiens af milk and water—or twe paris of
milk afd ahe of water—or what ? It {3 aR interestin
questien, theugh, euriously ensugh, we are net ¢sl
how fiueh milk 8 water e puts 1nt6 the twe eans at
the start 8f fifs operatisns.

By Henry E. Dudeney.

Sohitions to Last Month's Puzzles.

47.—A PUZZLE FOR MOQTQRISTS.

THE routes taken by the eight drivers are shown in
the illustration, where the dotted line roads are omitted
to make the paths clearer to the eye.

I
]

]

48 —THE FOUR DIGITS,

THE little jest in this puzzie lies in the fact that
there is one quite simple solution that is general for
not only any digit, but any number we may choese to
select. Thus, four 7% may be made to express 100 in
this way; . x.} = 100. Any number divided by
the same number preceded by a decimal peint equals
16. Thus, 7 divided by seven-tenths equais 70 divided
by 7. Substitute any number you like for 7 and the
result will always be the same.

49.—A PUZZLE WITH PAWNS,

SIXTEEN pawns in all may be placed so that mno
three shall be in a straight line in any possible direc-
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tion, as in the diagram. The words * possible
direction,” of course, include directions other than
those taken by a rook or a bishop. We regard the
pawns as mere points on an unchequered plane.

so.—A DEAL IN APPLES.

I was finst offered sixteen apples for my shilling,
which would be at the rate of ninepence a dozen.
The two extra apples gave me eighteen for a shilling,
which is at the rate of eightpence a dozen, or one
penny u dozen less than the first price asked.
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CHAPTER
JUSTICE.

HE great discovery was Char-
lotte’s. When they got home
and found that the uncle had
gone to Tonbridge for the day
everyone felt that something
niustbedone, and Rupert began
to write out the telegram to his
godfather. It was quite a nice telegram,
very long, and explaining everything perfectly,
but Mrs. Wilmington unexpectedly refused to
lend more than ninepence, so it could not be
sent. Caroline sat rocking herself to and
fro, with ber fingers in her ears to shut out
Charles’s comments and adviee, and tried
in vain to think of some way of using a spell
to help the mineral woman.

“It's no use, you know,” Charles said,
* Jooking up the spells in the books until we
know how we're going to use it.” And
Caroline had to agree that this was so.

XII.
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*“You see,” Charlotte
joined in, “ we mustn’t
give the wicked cousin
anything to eat to make
him good, and most likely
we couldn't get at him
to make him eat it, even
if we were allowed- What
a pity we can't get at the
lord with a foreign educa-
tion, weak from a child.”

She sprang up. “Let's go to the Castle,
and if he’s not there we'll get another take-
your-lunch-with-you-cheese-amd-ozldee willl-dip
day'and go to London and see him there.”

“You don't know where the Castle is*
Ruypert objected.

“Wass, I do,” said Caroline. “$o themr!
William said the day of the Rupent humtd
He said, ‘I hoped the boy'd got into the
Castle grounds. Milord’'s men ’ud have
sent Poad about his business pretty sharp if
he'd gone trespassing there.’ So it can't be
far off.”

“IIN tell you what,” said Charlotte. “¥ou
know uncle said, the day after we'd been
Raosicurians, would we like the carriage to
go and see Mr. Penfold, only we didn't
because we knew he'd gone to Camterbory !
Now if we could only persuade William that
going to see Lord Andor is the same thing
as going to see Mr. Penfold, and that to-day
is the same as the other day, well, then . .

STORY
FOR
CHILDRAN
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People think so much more of you if you go
in a carriage”

“And what will you do when you get
thenee?” Rujpert asked, doubtfully.

“ Why, give him a bunch of magic flowers
and tell him about the mineral woman.”

“You'll look very silly,” Rupert told her,
“diviwing up to a lord's house with your
twopenny-halfpenny flowers, when he’s got
acres of glass most likely.”

“1 don’t care if he’s got miles of glass and
vineries and pineries and every modetn incon-
venience. He hasn't got flowers that grow
as true and straight as the ones in the
wonderful garden. Thomas told me nobody
had in all the countryside. And they're
magic flowers, ours are. Oh, Rujpest, I wish
you wouldn't be so grown up.”

“I'm not,” said Rupert; “iit's you that's
silly.”

You're always being different from what
we'd made up our minds you were,” said
Charlotte, hotly. * There, now it's out. We
were sorry for you at fiisst. And then we
liked yow; you were so adveaturous and

id. And then you catch a cold and
go all filatr. Why do you do it?”

“ Non er wisons @wous” said Rupert,
and Charles hung on his words. “YWom can't
be always the same. It would be dull.
Besides, I got such a beastly cold. And I'd
had the advenmture. Ycu don't want to go
on having one dinner after another all day.
You want a change. I'm being sensible,
that's all. I dare say I shall be silly again
some day,” he added, consolingly. * A chap
has to be silly or not marescris—that means
‘off his own bat,” Charles.”

“Yes,” said Charles, * I'll remember.”

“ Well, look here. Tll go and ftry it on
with William if you like,” said Charlotite;
“but he likes Caroline best, because of what
she did on the Rupert hunt day.”

“You do rub it in, don’t you?" said
Rupert. “I wish sometimes you haduit
helped me that day.”

There was a silence. Then Charlotte said,
“Wow go, Caro. And, Charles, whatever
happens, you must wash your hands. Go on,
like a sensible, and do it now, so as not to
waste time.”

Charles went, when Charlotte assured him
that if he didn't they would go without him.
The moment the door closed behind the
others she turned to Rupert.

“Now, look here,” she saidl; "I know
what's the matter with you. You've got the
black dog on your back. I don't know what
dog it is or why. But you have. You
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haven’t been a bit nice to-dizy; you didn't
play up when you were Rupert of the Rhine.
And you think you're letting yourself down
by playing with us. You didn't think that
the first day when we saved you. Some-
thing's got into you. Oh, I do believe you'’re
bewitched.  Rujpert, do you think you're
bewitched ? Because if ycu are we know
how to unbewitch you.”

“Wauilre a very silly little girl,” was all
Rupert found to say.

“Not a bit of it,” said Charlotte, brightly.
“ You only say that because you haven't got
any sisters of your own, so, of course, you
don't know. We’ve ‘been as nice to you as
ever we could be, and you're getting nastier
and nastier. If you like to be nice, be nice.
If you don't, I shall know it's not your fault,
but because you're bewitched, and I shall
pity, but not despise you. So now Yyou
know.”

Rupert was twisting and untwisting the
fringed tassel of a sofa-cushion and looking at
the floor.

“So you hate me now, | suppose?” he
said.

“No, I don't. But I hate the black dog.
I thought you were splendid at ffisst. And
even now [ think you're splendid inside,
really. Only something’s happened. It is
like bewitchment, I do think. Couldn’t you
do anything to stop it? I'd help you—really
I would. I say; I'm sorry if I've scratched
too hard.”

“Woow don’t understamd,” swiid Rupert, with
what was plainly an effort. “Sonetimmes I'm
like this. 1 feel as if 1 was someone else
I can't explain. Now you can laugh if you
like. I only thought I'd tell you. Don't tell
the others. It's perfectly beastly. I suppose
I coroddl help it if 1 knew the way. Only
I don't.”

“Suppose you had a bath?” suggested
Charlotte. “ Aunt Emmefine says when
children feel naughty you should always
wash their faces ; and if it's true of children
it must be true of bigger people,” she added,
hastily, answering Ruypert’s frown, * because
your face is made of the same sort of stuff,
however old you are.”

“ That was part of it,” said Rupert, *“ when
I saw the river to-day. Can you swim? 1
can. And I promised my father I’d never go
into the water to swim unless there was some
man there, and——— My father's in India,
you know,” he said, unnecessarily, “ It was
he taught me to swim.” He walked to the
window and looked out. “I thought I was
going back to India with him, Amd then
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the doctors said some rotten rigmarole, and
my father went without me, and I was all
right again three months after, and I might
as well have gone with him, only it was too
late ; and then things began to happen that
1 never thought could. And nothing will
ever be right again.’

“Ieowk here,” said Charlotte, “alzm’t come
with us this afterncon. You go down to
Mr. Penfold’s. He's the clergyman. He
said the other day he'd teach Charles to
swim, so I know he can. If you go directly
hell take you down to the river, and you can
drown dull care in the Medway.”

* Do you think he'd mind #*

“Niind? He'd love it,” said Charlotte.
“Jist go and say, ‘ Tihe three C.’s said I could
swim, and I can tom’™

“You're mot a bad sort,” said Rupert,
thumping her on the back as he went out,
but keeping his face carefully turned away.
*1 think I willl™

Charlotte and Charles met in the doorway,
and the meeting was rather violent, for both
were in a hurry, Charlotte to find out what
William had said and Charles to tell her.
I am sorry to say that he had not been
washing his hands, as indeed their colour
plainly confessed, but helping William in the
toilet of the horse, for Caroline had succeeded
in persuading William that (o-day was, for all
practical purposes, the same as the other day,
the more readily, perhaps, because Mrs.
Wilmington had come out and said that she
didn't think it was at all. And Caro had
said she thought perhaps they'd better ali
wash and not just Charles. William said
that he would drive them to Lord Andor’s
lodge gates, because he had to go down to
the station to meet the master anyhow, and
it was on the way, or next door to, but they'd
have to walk back.

“And we've forgotten to decide what
flowers to get, and Caro says bring up the
books so that she can look at them while
you're washing your hands. Because William
says he must start in a quarter of an hour.”

Thus Charles ended breathlessly, adding,
“ Where's Rupert ?™

“He’s not coming with us. Get down
‘Pope 1V.” and Ill get *The Language of’™
And carrying the books, she went up the
wide shallow stairs, three at once.

There was but little time to make a careful
selection of the flowers most likely to in-
fluence a youthful peer.

“To gather the flowers will be but the
work of a moment,” said Caroline. * You
two go in the carriage and I'll tell William to
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drive out by the deserted lodge and pick me
up at the garden gate.”

Unfortunately the flowers were not easy to
find. The gardener had to be consulted, and
thus the gathering of Lord Andor's presenta
tion bouquet was the work of about a quarter
of an hour, so that William was waiting and
very cross indeed when Caroline came run-
ning out of the garden with the flowers, a
mere bundle, and no bouquet, as Charles
told her, in her held-up skirt.

“No time now to drop people at lodge
gates,” he said. “IIll set you down at the
turning, and even that 1 didn't ought to do
by rights, being late as it is, and I shall have
to fan the horse along something cruel to get
to the station in time as it is.”

So the splendour of driving up to the
Castle in the carriage was denied them ; they
could not even drive to the lodge. And all
they got, after all Caroline’s careful diplomatic
treatment of William, was, as she said, “ just
a bit of a lift.”

“It saves time, though,” said she, * and
time’s everything when you've got to be home
by half-past six. I do hope Lord Andor’s
in, don't you ?”

“] don't know,” said Charles. * ] think
it would be more noble if we had to sacrifice
ourselves and go to London to see him. We
should have to break open our money-boxes.
I've always wanted to do that. 1 do wish
Rupert had been here. He could have made
up something to say in Latin, and then Lord
Andor would have had to pay at¥erntion.”

“ He'll have to in English,” said Caroline,
quietly, “if he's there. Oh, I do hope he is.
The mineral woman is most likely crying all
this time. She only stopped for a minute,
I'm certain, to sort the bottles because of the
men coming for them with the cart at three.
Won't it be glorious going- and telling her
that it’s all right and she needn’t go?”

“HRut suppose it all isa't and she sweatl’”
said Charles, gloomily,

* The spells have never fziled us yet,” szid
Caroline.

“1 believe it's something to do with tive
garden and our being the ancestors of Damie
lileanour,” said Charlotte. “@f course it’ll
be all right, Charles.”

“ Rupert didn’t think so."

“ Rupert doesn’t know as much as we dio,
when it isn't Latin,” said Charlotte. “ We're
going to teach Rupert a lot by and by. You
see if we don't. All right, William, we're
getting out as fast as we can, aren't we?” for
the carriage had stopped and a voice from
the box was urging them to look slippy.
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Tihe carriage rolled away, leaving them at
the commer with the big bouquet which
Caroline had hastily arranged as they drove
along.

“1f we see him, you'll let me tell him,
won'’t you ?” she said ; “because the mineral
womam told about it to me.” And the others
agreed, though Charles pointed out that the
mineral woman only told her because she
happened to be there.

So far all had gone well with the project of
calling on Lord Andor, to tell him about
his unfortunate tenant and the week-
ending admirers of her cottage. But
at Lord Andor's lodge gate a check
occurred.

As the long gate clicked itself
into place after they had passed
through it an elderly person in
a black cap with violet ribbons
put her head out of the
lodge window and said

“ No, you dianittr*

“Yes, we do,” said
Charlotte, unguard-
edly.

“No village child-
ren allowed in,” said
the black and violet

cap.
“We aren't,” said
Charles. And then

the cap disappeared,
only to reappear a
moment later at the
lodge door on the
head of a very angry
old lady with a very
sharp, long nose, who
might have been Mrs.
Wilsmington's grand-
mother.

“Out you go, the
way you came,” she
said ; “thats the
order. What do you
vant, anyhow ? »

“ We've got a bouquet for Lord Andor,”
said Caroline, showing it.

“ Keep it till the fifteenth,” said the woman
—a silly thing to say, for no bouquet will
keep a fortnight. # No village people admitted
tll the gala and f6t# when his lordship comes
of age. You can come then. Out you go.
I've no patience,” she added. And it was
quite plain that she had not.

They had to go back. I wish I could con-
ceal from you that Charles put out his tongue
at her as he passed. It is a dreadful thing
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to have to relate, and my only comfort is
that Caroline and Charlotte did not do it.
Charlotte made a face, but Caroline behaved
beautifully.

When they were out in the road agaln,
Caroline said, almost *betweem her set
teeth,” as heroes do in moments of érisls,
“You know that broken paling we passed ?”
The others instantly understoed. They went
back, found the broken paling, and slipped
through. It was Caroline’s dress that was
really badly torn. Charlotte’s was enly

OUT YOU GO, THE WAY YOU CAMK,
SHE SAID; ‘THIBI'S THE @RH&K ™

gathers which you can tuck into your waist-
band, and it only makes a lump and the
skirt rather uneven lengths, and it was not
the fence but a nail that tore Charles's
stocking so badly.

The shrubbery in which they found them
selves was very thorny and umdergrowthy,
and nearer to the lodge than they would
have chosen. They could see its while walls
quite plainly every now and then, and they
feared that it, or the managing director of it,
might be able to see them. But it makesall
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the difference whether you are looking for a
thing or not, doesn't it? And certainly the
last thing the cap woman expected was that
anyone should dare to defy her.

So, undiscovered and unsuspected, the
children crept through the undergrowth. The
thorns and briars scratched at the blue
muslins, no longer, anyhow, in their first
freshness, and Charlotte’s white hat was
snatched from her head by a stout chestnut
stump. The bouquet, never the handsomest
of its kind, was not improved by its travels.
But misfortunes such as these occur to all
tropical explorers, and they pressed on.
They were all very warm and rather dirty
when they emerged from the undergrowth
into the smooth, spacious park and, beyond
a belt of quiet trees, saw the pale, grey towers
of the Castle rise against the sky. They
looked back. The lodge was not to be seen.

“ So thets all right,” said Caroline. “ Now
we must walk fast, and yet not look as if we
were hurrying. 1 think it does that best if
you take very long steps. I wish we knew
where the front-door was. It would be awful
if we went to the back one by mistake and got
turned back by Lord Andor's mynmidons.”

“] expect his back-door is grander than
our front,” said Charlotte, “* so we sha'n't
really know till the mmym-winetiss-its-mames
have gone for us.”

“If we'd had time to disguise ourselves
like grown-ups—Char, for goodness’ sake
tear that strip offiyour hat; it looks like a
petticoat’s tape that’'s coming down,” said
Caroline—" they’d have thought we'd come
to call, with cards, and then they'd have had
to show us in, unless he wasn't at home.”

“Hle must be at home,” said Clhmmils 1\
tearing a long streamer from the wretched
hat, which now looked less like a hat than a
fading flower that has been sat on ; * it would
be too much if he wasn’t”

They passed through the trees and on to a
very yellow gravelled drive, hot and gritty to
the foot and distressing to the eye. Follow-
ing this, they came suddenly round a corner
on the Castle. It was much bigger than
they expected, and there seemed to be no
doubt which was the front entrance. Two
tall, grey towers held a big arched gateway
between them, and the drive led straight in
to this. There seemed to be no door-bell
and no knocker, nor, as far as they could
see, any doof.

“L feel like Jack the Giant-Killer,” said
Charles, “@mly there isn't a trumpet to
blow.”

His voice, though he spoke almost in a

whisper, sounded loud and hollow under the
echoing arch of the gateway.

Beyond its cool depths was sunshine, with
grass and pink geraniums overflowing from
stone vases. A fountain in the middle leapt
and sank and plashed in a stone basin.

Thhere was a door at the other side of the
courtyard—am arched door with steps leading
up to it. On the steps stood a footman.

“ He's exactly like the one in ¢ Aliog)™ said
Caroline; “coourage and dispatch.”

The footman looked curiously at the three
children — hot, dusty, and untidy — who
advanced through the trim parterre. His
glance dwelt more especially on the battered
bouquet, on Charlotte’s unspeakable hat, and
the riven stocking of Charles.

“If you please,” said Caroline, her heart
beating heavily, “ we want to see Lord Andor.”

% Slordship’s not at heum,” said the foot-
man, looking down upon them.

“When will he be badk?” Charlotte
asked ; while Caroline suddenly wished that
they had at least brought their gloves.

“Earit say'm sheur,” said the footman,
doing something to his teeth with a pim; and
his tone was wondrous like Mrs. Wilmington's.

“We want very much to see him,” said
Charles. “ You see, we've brought him a
bouquett”

“1 see you 'ave—have,” said the footman,
more like Mrs. Wilmington than ever.
“Would you like to leave it? It'll be a
surprise for his lordship when he comes in.”
And the footman tittered.

“He s here, then,” said Caroline. “I
mean, he's not in London ?*

“ His lordship is net in London,” said the
footman. “Amy other questions? Always
happy to say me catechism, 'm sure.”

The children turned to go. They felt the
need of a private consultation.

“Amy particular neem ?” said the footman,
and tittered again. “ 'Slordship’ll be dying to
know who it was called.” And once more he
tittered.

Charlotte turned suddenly and swiftly.

“ You need not trouble about our mames,”
she said ; “and I don't believe Lord Andor
knows how you behave when he’s not there.
He doesn't know jj##, that is.”

“ No offence, miss,” said the footman, very
quickly.

“ Wie accept your apology,” said Charlotte,
“and we shall wait tll Lord Andor
comes in.”

“But, I say, look here, you know.” The
footman came down one step in his earnest-
ness. “ You can't wait here, you know.”
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“@h, yes, we can,” said Caroline, sitting
down on the second step. The others also
sat down. It was Charles who said, “So
there ! ” and Caroline had to nudge him and
say “Hush!”

“ We never called before at a house where
they didn't ask you in and give you a chair
to sit on. But if this is that kind of house,”
said Charlotte, grandly, “iit does not matter,
It is a fine day, luckily.”

“Look here” said the footman behind
them, now thoroughly uneasy, “tthis won't do,
you know. Tihere’s company expected I
cam’t have a lot of ragged children sitting on
the steps like the first of May.”

“I'm sorry,” said Charlotte, without turn-
ing her head, “ but if you haven’t any rooms
fit to ask us into, I'm afraid you'll have to
have us sitting here.”

The three sat staring at the bright garden
and the dancing fountain.

* ook here,” said the foot-
mam, weakly blustering, “ this
is cheek. That’s what this is.
But you go now. Do you
hear? Or must I make you?”

*“ We hear,” said Caroline,
speaking as calmly as
one can speak when
one is almost choking
with mingled rage, dis-
appointment, fear, and
uncertainty.

“ And 1 defy you to
lay a finger on your
master's visitors,” said
Charlotte. “ How do
you know who we are?

We haven't given you
our names.”

The footman must
have felt a sudden doubt. He hesitated a
moment, and then, muttering something
about seeing Mr. Checkles, he retired, leaving
the children in possession of the fifikdd. And
there they sat, in a row, on Lord Andor's
steps, with the bouquet laid carefully 6ii the
step above them.

It was very silent there in the grey-walled
courtyard.

“1 say,” whispered Charles. * Let's go.
We've got the better of him, anyhow. Let's
do a bunk before he comes back with some-
one we can't get the better of—thousands of
stately butlers, perhaps.”

“ Never,” said Charlotte, whose hands were
cold and trembling with excitement. But
Caroline said :(—

“1 wish Mr. Checkles might turn out to be
Vol. xliii—38.
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LOOK HERE,” SAID THE FOOTMAN BEHIND THEM, ‘THHIS WON'T

DO, YOU Kwow.’’?

a gentleman, the everyday kind that we know,
landls’ servants seem more common than
other people'’s, and I expect the lord’s some-
thing like them. They say like master like
man.”

As if in answer to Caroline’s wish, a door
in the wall opened, showing a glimpse of
more garden beyond, and a jolly-faced youth
came towards them. He was a very big
young man, and his clothes, which were of
dust-coloured Hareis tweed, were very loose.
He looked like a sixth-form boy, and Charles
at once felt that here was a man and a
brother. So he got up and went towards the
new-comer with the simple greeting :—

* Hallea !”

“ Halloa !” said the sixth-form boy, with a
friendly and cheerful grin.
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“ 1 say,"” said Charles, confidentially, as he
nd the big boy met on the grass, * there
't really any reason why we shouldn’t wait
ere if we want to?”

“None in the world,” said the big boy,
if you're sure that what you're waiting for is
kely to come and that this is the best place
Pwaittféorittind’”

“ We're waiting for Lord Andor,” said
‘aroline, who had picked up the bouquet
nd advanced with it. “ I'm so glad you've
ome, because we don't understand English
fen - servants. In India they bebave
ifferently when you call.”

% What have the servants here done?” the
outh asked, frowning, with his hands in his
ockets.

% Oh, nothing,” said Charles, in a hurry ;
at least, I mean we accepted his apologies,
D we can't smezk.

“1 wouldn't call it sneaking4 to tell you,”
aid Caroline, confidingly, “ because, of
ourse, you'd promise on your honour not to
tll Lord Andor. We dont want to get
ther people’s servants into trouble when
‘e've accepted their apologies. But the
suotman was rather . . .”

At this moment the footman himself
ppeared at the top of the steps with an
Iderly whiskered man in black, whom the
hildren rightly judged to be the butler. The
wo had come hastily out of the door, but
then they saw the children-and their com-
anion the footman stopped as if—as Chatles
aid later—he had been turned to stone, and
nly the butler advanced when the youth in
e Harris tweed said, rather shortly, # Come
ere, Checkless!” Checkles came quickly
nough, and when he was quite close he
stonished the three C."s much more than he
Aill astonish yeu by saying, ® Yes, m'lod ! ”

“Tea on the terrace at once,” said the
{arris-tweeded one, # and tell them not to be
1l day about it

Checkles went, and the footman too.
Utmrllotte always believed that the last glance
e cast at her was not one of defiance, but of
etition.

“So you're him," Charles was snying.
How jalljy!”

But to Caroline it seemed that there was
o time to waste in personalities, however
attering. Lord Andor's tea was imminent,
fe was most likely in a hurry for his tea ; it
&6 past most people’s tea-time already. So
he suddenly held out the flowers and said,
Here's a bouquet. We made it for you.
Vill you please take it?”

“ That's awfully good of you, you know,”
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said hord Andor; “thanks no end !® He
took the bouquet and smelt it, plunging his
nose into the midst of the columbine, roses,
cornflowers, lemon verbena, wistaria, gladiola,
and straw.

%It's not a very nice one, I'm afraid,” said
Caroline, “but you cam choose the nicest
flowers when you have to look them out in
two books at once. It means, ‘Welcome,
fair stranger. Amn unexpected meeting. We
are anxious and trembling. Confidence—no,
we left that out because we hadn't any. And
Agreement, because we hope you will.”

% How awfully interesting! It iwas kind of
you,” said Lord Andor, and before he could
say any more Charlotte hastened to say :—

% You see, it's not just an ordinary nosegay,
please, and don't thank us, please, because it
wasn't to please you, but to serve our own
ends, though, of course, if we'd known how
nice you are, and if we'd thought you'd care
about one, we would have in a minute.”

%1 see,” said Lord Amdor, quite as if he
really had seen.

“I'm sure you don't,” said Caroline;
#don't be polite, please. Say if you don't
understand. What we want is justice. It's
one of your tenants that had the cottage in
your father's time before you, and they're
turning her out because there are some week-
endy people think the cottage is so pretty,
with the flowers she planted and the arbour
her father made and the roses that came
from her mother's brother in Cambridgeshire.
And she said you dida't know. And we
decided you ought to know. So we made
you the nosegay and we came. And we
ought to go, and here's her name and address
on a bit of paper, and I'm sorry it's only
pencil. And you wil¥ see justice done, won't
yow?”

# It's very kind of you,” said Lord Andor,
slowly, to take such interest in my tenants.”

% There " said Charlotte. “Of course, we
were afraid you'd say that. But we didn't
mean to shove our oar in. We just went in
for ginger-beer, and Caro found her cryiimg;
and there's a hornbeam arbour, ever so old,
and a few shillings a week can't make any
difference to you, with a lovely castle like
this to live in. Amd the motto on the tombs
of your ancestors is ¢ Fiat Justitia.’ And it’s
only bare justice we want: and we saw the
tomb on Sunday in church, with the sons
and daughters in ruffs.”

%Stop!” said Lord Andor. “1 am only
a poor, weak chap. I need my tea. Come
and have some too, and I'll try to make out
what it’s all about.”
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“THreanks awfully,” said the three C.'s,
speaking all together. And -Caroline added,
“We mustn’t be long over tea, please,
because we’ve got to get home by half-past
six, and it must be nearly that now.”

“You shall get back at half-past six all
right,” said Lord Andor, and led the way—a
huge figure in the dust-coloured clothes—
through the little door by which they had
come, on to a pleasant stone terrace with
roses growing all over and in and out and
round about its fat old balustrades.

“Here's tea,” he said. And there it was,
set on a fair-sized table with a white cloth—
a tea worth waiting for. Honey and jam and
all sorts of cakes, and peaches and straw-
berries. The footman was hovering about,
but Charles was the only one who seemed to
see him. It was bliss to Charles to see this
proud enemy humbly bearing an urn and
lighting a spirit-lamp to make the tea of
those whom he had tried to drive from even
the lowly hospitality of Lofd Andor’s door-
step.

“ Come on,” said the big, sixth-form-looking
boy who was Lord Andor; “you must be
starved. Cake first (and bread and butter
afterwards, if you insist upon it).is the rule
here. Milk and sugar?”

They all drank tea much too strong for
them, out of respect to their host, who had
forgotten that when he was a little boy milk
was what one had at tea-time.

And slowly, by careful questioning, and by
making a sudden rule that no one was to say
more than thirty-seven words without stopping,
Lord Andor got at the whole story in a form
which he could understand.

“1 see” e would spy, and “ ¥ sse” and
then ask another question.

And at last, when tea was really over, to
the last gladly-accepted peach and the last
sadly-unaccepted strawberry, he stood up and
said :—

“If you don't mind my saying so, I think
you are regular little bricks to have taken
all this trouble. And I am really and truly
very much obliged. Because I do mean to
be just and right to my tenants, only it'’s very
difficult to know about things if nobody tells
you. And you've helped me a lot, and I
thank you very much.”

“Trhem you will[?” said Charlotte, breath-
lessly.

“ Not let her be turned out of her cottage,
she means?” Caroline explained.

“She means the mineral woman,” said
Charles.

“ Of course 1 won't,” said Lord Andimr;
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“] mean, of course, I will. I mean it's all
right. And I'll drive you home, and if you’re
a minute or two late, I'll make it all right
with uncle.”

The motor was waiting outside the great
arch that is held between the two great towers
of Andor Castle. It was a dream of a car,
and there was room for the three C.s in the
front beside the driver, who was Lord Andor
himself.

The footman was there, and the proudest
moment of the day, for Charles, was that in
which Lord Andor gave the petition-bouquet
into that footman's care, and told him to see
that it was put in water, “ Carefully, mind ;
and tell them to put it on the dinner-table
to-night.”

The footman said, “Wes, m'lord,” as though
he had never seen the bouquet before.
Charlotte’s proudest moment was when the
woman at the lodge gate had to curtsy when
the motor passed out.

Rupert was waiting for them at their own
lodge gate, and when he saw the motor his
eyes grew quite round like pennies. Yet,
even after that, Rupert only said :—

“Iit's chance, I tell you. It's just acci-
dental. Co—what’s its mame—incidence.
It would all have happened just the same if
you hadn’t taken that hideous old mixed
assorted haystack with you.”

“[iill disagresdiléc?”
brightly.

“ Oh, been all the same, would it?" said
Charles. “ That's all you know.”

“It's nat all 1 know,” said Rupert *“ As
it happens, I know heaps of things that you
don't, and I could find out more if I wanted
to. So there!!”

“ Oh, Rupert, don’t be cross,” said Caro-
line, “jjust when we're all so happy. I do
wish you'd been there, especially at tea-time.”

“I'm not cross,” said Rupert. “As it
happens, I was feeling extra jolly until you
came home.”

“@h, don'tA” szid Caroline. * Do lets
call it Pax. We haven'’t told you half the
little interesting things that happened yet.
And if you can't believe in the magic, it's
your misfortune. We know you can’t help
it We know you don’t unbelieve on pur-
pose. We know we're right, and you think
you know you are.”

“It's the other way round,” said Rupert,
still deep in gloom.

“ 1 kmeer it iis winen you timink iitt; and wiemn
we think it it's the other way,” said Caroline.
% Oh, Pax! Pax! Pax!*

“ All right,” said Rupert. “I had a goed

said Charlotte,
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swim. Your Mr. Penfold’s not hall a bad
sort. He taught me a new side-stroke.” But
it was plain that Rupert's inside self still felt
cloudy and far from comfortable.

Next day the three C.’s and Rupert, in the
middle of Irish stew,
were surprised by
the sudden rustling
entrance of Mrs.
Wilmington.

“A person wishes
to see you,” she said
to Carolime; ‘‘quite
a poor person. I
asked her to wait till

TifE. FOOTMAN SAII), ‘WES%, M'LORD,” AS THOUGI IIK HAD NEVER SEEN

THE BOUQUET BEFMIRE.

dinner was completed, but she says that she
hopes you will see her now, as she ought to
commence going home almost at once.”

“OF course,” said Carolime; “itt must be
the mineral woman.”

“ She seemed to me,” said Mrs. Wilming-
ton, *“ to have an animal face.”

But Caroline was already in the hall, and
the figure that rose politely from the oak chair
was plainly—though disguised in her Sunday
clothes—that of the mineral woman.

THE STRAND MMEAXIME.

“@th, miss!” she said.  “@th, mussy™
She took hold of both Caroline’s hands and
shook them; but that was notenough. Caroline
found herself kissed on both cheeks, and then
suddenly hugged, and “@h, miss!” the
mineral woman said: **ORh, miss!” And

then she felt for her handkerchief in a

black bag she carried and blew her nose

loudly.

Mrs. Wilmington had gone through the
hall very slowly indeed, but even she
could not go slowly enough not to be
gone by the time the mineral woman had,
for the time being, finished with her nose.
And as Mrs. Wilmington went through
the baize door she heard again :—

“Oh, miss '™

Mrs. Wilmington
came back five
minutes later, and
this time she
heardi:—

“And its all
right, miss ; and
two bright new five-
pound notes ‘io
buy more rose

| trees with,’ and a
letter in his own
write of tand
thanking us for
making the place
so pretty, and I'm
to be tenant for
life, miss. And
it's all your doing,
bless your kind
heartt., So® 1
came to tell you.
I never thought 1
should feel like
I do about
any strange little
gell. It was all your doing, miss, my
dear.”

Which was a very mysterious and exciting
thing to be overheard by any housekeeper
who was not in the secret. And a very heart-
warming and pleasant thing to be listened to
by a little girl who was.

“You see,” said Caroline, when she
had told the others of the mineral
woman's happiness, ‘“the magic always
wor b1

(To be aortitnused))
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fWe shall be glad to receive Comtributicrns to this section, and to pay for such as are accepted.]

STRANGE €USTOM OF SOME STRANGE
PETS.
HAVE had these two little wood-chucks ever since
they had their eyes open, and when they were too
young to eat food of any kind I had to feed them from
a bottle like a baby. Some jreaple do not believe that
wood-chucks—aor ground-hogs, to give them the name
by which they are better known—come out to see their
shadow on Candlemas Day. They are inclined to
scoff at the idea, but my experience with these animals
has proved it to be true. They went to sleep during
the latter part of October, since when ] have watched
them very closely to see if they woke up, but never
found them awake. 1 took them out of the nest and
they apprared to be dead, except for a slight movement
of their heads and the beating of their hearts. On
February 2nd I went to loek at thew in the afternoon,
and found them awake, playing in their cage and very
happy. They stayed out for three days and ate a
comsiderable quantity of feed, and they then went back
to sleep and have slept ever slinee.=Mr. E. B. Cleminger,
oAl Mifa., U.S.A.

A SAFE OFEER.

HE erection of the Pilot Knob Hotel at Yuma,

Arizona, was prompted
by the opening of the Yuma
Irrigation Project, one of the
big irrigation plans started by
ex - President Rouosewvelt, under
which thousands of acres of desert
land are made to * blossom as
the rose.” The place, as the small
sign states, is 3,127 miles west of
Broadway, New York — a mere
nothing in this country of mag-
nificent distances. The legend,
“ Free Board Every Day the
Sun Doesn’t Shine,” is an up-
to-date variety of the * Pay
To-day, Credit To - merrow
signs that occasionally appear
in England, and in Arizena
the landlerd is taking no ehanees
on his effer. It may be added
that 6,000 aeres are to be rade

irrigable under this Yuma project.—Mr. Allan Dunn,
2,004, Hyde Street, San Francisco, California.

FIRE-SCREENS IN FARTHINGS.

“IRIIE fire-sozeen here shown is compesed of 206
farthings (King Edward VIil.), which were
dipped bright and lacquered, the centre coin being a
penny silver-plated. The design is mounted on a
copper-gauze background, which is bronzed and partly
rubbed off to give an antique finish ; while the frame
is made of wrought-iron and finished dull black. Over-
all dimensions are : Height, 2ft. ioin.; width, 2fft.;
the panel being 2ft. by i8in.—Mr. Thes. B. Baker,
6, Upper Baker Street, Lloyd Square, London, W.C.
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ANOTHER “SONE OF A SHIRT.”?
A¥ HERE are few famous shirts in the world, but one

of the mumber forms the subject of the aooom-
panying photograph. Look at it! It only measures
eight by eight inches, and when folded up does not even
fill the tiny box seen in the photograph, in which it is
always kept. But a mere famous shirt it would be hard
to fitwdl. It is a christening shirt, and two and a half
centuries have passed since it was made in Flanders of
the best lace and linen then obtainable, to the order of
an English admiral. It repeses in its tiny box at sunny
Worthing, in the home of the inventor of a well-known
deg-biseuit. Some thousand children had been
ehristened in the wee garment even several years ago.
Think of it ! A theusand ehildren and more have worn
it at their baptism, and ameng the numbes have been
several whe Rave grewn up te be fameus as seldiers;
sdllers, authers, travellers, and sehelars. Se It Is Aot
te be WBB@%F@@! at that the little shirt has eeme te be
loaked Hpen as a “ lueky " shirt and a talisman against
all ill. Mathers send fef it fram distant 1ands, t8 which
fate has fﬁli%ﬁ them, Believing that if their ehildren are
ehristened iR it QBBG fBHHH% will smile upen them ali
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with the exception of one room—ithe room in which
the shirt was put away. On three ocoasions it has been
found in the Dead-Letter Department of the General
Post Office, and been lost in the streets of provincial
towns on no fewer than twenty-ome occasions.—Mr.

. C. Bristow-Noble, Rookwood, Warnham, Horsham,
ussex.

“SARAIl PICKFORD . .. BACHELOUR.™

FI~MHIES very curious epitaph may be seen on a grave-
stone in Prestbury Churchyard. The iinscription
reads : * Ailso Sarah Pickford, sister to the above-said
ames Pickford, was here interred August 17, Anno
m. 1705. And died a Bachelour in the 48 veare
of her age.” It will be noticed that the letter * f " is
frequently used instead of the letter *s.” I think this
is the only gravestone which tells of a woman dying a
* bachelour.”—Mr. Thomas Cooper, Chapel House,
Prestbury, Macclesfield, Cheshire.

A LEAF WITH AN APPETITE.

AM sending you three photographs, taken at inter-
vals of about forty minutes, of a sundew leaf
(Bhessexa roltudifofejia), near to which I had suspended
a tiny fragment of meat, using a hair attached to a
needle. The photographs show clearly how the leaf
bent over and captured the meat. The puzzle is:
How did the leaf know that the meat was within ijts
reach ? One is driven to the condclusion that plants
are more “ sensible ” than is generally sed.—Mr.
Alfred II. Bastin, Wiansley, Upper Redlands Read,
Reading.
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A CHAIR WITH A HISKORY,

NN inscription cut on the stone which forms the
i seat of this fine old chair testifies to its having
been made entirely from wood and stone taken in 1832
from the foundation of old London Bridge, after having
remained there for six hundred and fifty-six years.
The inscription reads : "1 am part of the first stone
that was put down for the foundation of Old Lenden
Bridge in June 1176 by a priest named Peter, who was
Viear of Colehurch in London, and 1 remained there
undisturbed safe on the same Oak piles this ehair is
made frem, till the Reverend William John Jolllffe
Curate of Celmar Hampshire teek me up In July 832
when elearing away the Old Brldge after New Lenden
Bridge was eempleted.” It will be netieed that
medels of several 8f Lendens Bridpes have been in-
epFperated in the desiph ef the ehair, whieh is the
BF%?&'}[)& of the WQﬁ%'l\i“Nl Company of Fishmesngers:

=M¢t. T. Sturdee, 157, Malpas Read, Brockléy.

WHAT 18 THE EXBLANATION?

GET a silver dessert-spoon and put it at right angles

in front of you on a table. Next get a geld
ring, a wedding-ring preferred, and to it tie a piees of
thread about fifteen inches long. Twist the other end
of the cotton round your forefinger twe or three times
and bring it over the peint of the thumb, with the nail
down, Rest your elbow on the table and suspend the
ting about an eighth of an inch above the centre of the
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handle of the spoon, keeping the hand as steady as
possible. If you are a man the ring will oscillate up
and down the spoon. Next put your free hand on the
table and ask a woman to lay her hand on yours.
Watch the ring carefully, and you will notice that it
will gradually eease te swing aleng the speen, but will
commence to swing aeress it. If a wemamn helds the
thread it is vike vevs. 1 have knewn of enly ene ease
in whieh the experiment has falled. Can this Ie
Exﬂgi@ﬂi@l ?=M?. W'. GF@EHE; lvybﬁﬂh .W@ﬁléﬂt@Wﬁ;
8. COrk.

e

lIONV MANY PAGES ARE THERE ?

IEESE six volumes all contain an equal mumber

of pages. The sutn of the numbers on the first

and last pages of the whole six volumes is g,222. How

many pages are there in each volume ?—Mr. Harold M.

Haskell, 67, Appleton Street, Manchester, New Hamp-
shire, U.S.A.

A WASH'S LARDER.

“IRIE photograph | send you shows a white linen hat

lying uj)side down on the grass with white gloves
filling the crown. Arranged on the gloves and under-
side of the brim are between fifty and sixty spiders,
which were taken from the nest of a mason wasp. The
wasps build strange little nests of two or three rooms,
made of tiny piecces of clay carried in and fiitted together
by the insect herself. In each * room " she lays an
egg, which she packs carefully round with spiders,
brought in one at a time and stung into imsemsitbilityy—
they seem almost like drugged <npiiders. When the
room is packed closely it is tightly sealed up with more
clay-amd left. The spiders neither wake again nor
die ; but when the egg is hatched there is living, but
unresisting, food for the grub of the wasp to start feed-
ing oW straightaway. The spiders in the phetograph
were found in a * three-reomed " fest, net mo¥e than
three inehes long, built in a eraek between two boards
at the side of an old beat landing. We had fastened
our Beat and were lunehing ameng the beautiful bush
and ferns for whieh the west eeast of the Seuth Island
ot New Zealand is fameows.='WiRs M. Hiteheeek, eare of
Natienal Bank of New Zealand, 17, Meefgate Street,
L%%ﬂ; E.€.
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HAYMAKING IN THE $SNOW.

N the high Alpine valleys in summer-
time haymaking forms the most im-
jportant part of the farmer’s work. Indeed,
there is little else to do, as the soil is so
rocky and the climate so treacherous that
even the hardiest of plants cannot be grown
successfully.  Grass, however, grows very
rapidly in the Alps, and as many as three
crdps of hay are often made in one season.
The first erop is usually eut towards the
middle of July, when the hill-slopes may be
seen eevered with men, wemen, and ehildren, all eut-
ting dewn the grass with seythes. The grass is never
allewed te dry en the preund as in England, but s
always built up inte little eeeks, te prateet it against
the effeets ef the weather. Snew i3 Aever absent i
the Alps, and semetimes iR the midst ef summer the
valleys and Rills are eevered with a deep manue of
$NOW. Our phod depicts the hay, Bullt up ints
eoeks, eevered With snew 6 a depth 8f six inefies !
The snew melts; hawever, iR the curse of 4 few days;
and the prass i seldom the Worse foF this SECHFFente:
SHALES N RGN ok Aot A It
Budiey Stewart; %’, 93”?8? %8?18', SW.

NATI'RE'S WINI)OW-GLASS.

fIIHE Chinese go to the all-generous Mother Nature

1 for the window-panes used in their lhomes.
These window-pames come from the ocean, and are
marine shells known as the Chinese window-shell
(P. plarernda Lirmi). This shell is transparent, resem-
bling mineral mica. The laminated structure of the
shell permits of its separation into thin sheets. The
Chinese have for ages past used these shells in lieu of
glass. The transfermation from shell te window-pane
invelves a slimple proeess. Mf. Chinaman merely seaks
the shells, whieh leesens the thin lamiiae that éompese
them, and his " glass " is ready te be plaeed in his

THE STRNID MVEAXINE.

window - panes. ~— Mr. €larence Pietzsch,
2,344, Second Avenue, New York.

LOCKED ANTLERS,
“TPIIIIS is a unique photograph of *llocked
antlers,” the horns being albsolutely
peefict and unbroken. The animals
quarrel, fighting for supremacy of the

herd, and, by some rare chance, the horns become
inextricably entangled. In this case the brain of one
of the caribou has been pierced, but the other would
die of slow starvation. The caribou is a very large
and fierce species of stag, and the whole skeletons were
discovered by Mr. W. I1. Greene while shooting in the
wilds of Newfoundland. It was impwessible to trans-
port more than the heads.—Miss E. €. Greene, §,
Western Drive, Woodlend Park, Grassendale Road,
Liverpool.

A BRIDGE OF OFFICE STOOLS.
=1 "HE arch shown in the accompanying photograph
was constructed with the help of two fielltow-
students, with a number of ordinary office stools. No
support other than that afforded by the pressure of
one stool against another was used.—Mr. Eric B. R.
Davis, 7, Cavendish Read, Regent’s Park, N.W.



