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Delicious Plums.

The large ripe plums now se plentiful are
a rcal 1reat when stewed and served with
Libby's Evaporated Milk. ‘This dish will
appeal to each member ol the fomily. particu-
larly the children, for its luscious lruit
enlayment.
Housewives everywhere new nerve Libby's
Evaporated Milk with all stewed. tinned or
dried fruits, instead of cream. Used just
as it comes from the tin, Libby's Evaporated
Milk has a tich creamy flavour, and adds con-
siderable nutritive value to all feuit dishes.
Serve it plentitully and see how the childecn
enjoy it

Cw  booklet, ~Fiser Fluveured Mith

Dishes,* full of reqbes for deliclous creom

ond butter wuing diskes, will be went vort frae

on apolication for yow copy lo-

Libby, M¢Ncill & Libby, Ltd.

{Deev. 1h Loacon, EC.3.

’

Evaporated
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Can

YOU face Bacon and Eggs

at Breakfast ?

Do you come downstairs two at a
time and clamour for porridge and bacon
and eggs and hot rolls and coffee ?

What? You never eat much more for
breakfast than toast? Then you are not
as fit as you could be. You want
Kruschen Salts. It's a little dose, but
it makes a big difference. Take as much
as will cover a sixpence in your breakfast
cup of tea every morning and you’'ll soon
find that dry toast isn’t nearly enough
for you.

How Kruschen Keeps You Fit.

There are six salts in Kruschen, and
every one of them is necessary to perfect
health. [If you lead a strenuous life in
the open air, if every organ in your body
performs its functions perfectly, if your

diet is exactly balanced, then you can
extract from the food you eat and the
pure air you breathe all that is necessary
to keep you fit.

But if you spend the greater part of
your life indoors, if you cannot get all
the fresh air and exercise you need, if
your eliminating organs don't do their
work easily, naturally, and regularly, if
your diet is not exactly what it should
be, if you wake unrefreshed, eat with-
out appetite, work without zest and play
without enjoyment — Kruschen is what
you need, and Kruschen will put you right.

Kruschen sweetens and cleanses your
blood, sets your internal machinery
working smoothly, sends you out into
sunshine or shower with the same cheery
readiness for the day’s work or the day's

play.

Kruschen Salts

Good Health for a Farthing a Day

Thousands of people take Kruschen Salts in their breakfast tea—

the milk.

Tasteless in Tea C L 1
! farthing a day. All chemists sell Kruschen Salts. Get a bottle to-day.

putting as much in each cup as will cover a sixpence.
your cup of tea first, and then add the Kruschen Salts,
that way Kruschen Salts are quite tasteless, and do not curdle
Remember, however, to add the Kruschen Salts after
the cup has been filled up with tea.

ECONOMY.—A 1/9 bottle of Kruschen Salts contains 96 doses
—enough for a three months’ course—good health for less than «

Make
Taken
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Insurance Agent Certified Accountant

Biographies of
Succesffu/
Students

RyJ.D. C. MACK.{Y. Principal,
Sehool of Accountaney.

No. 14 . . . CLARK

They say that if a man can
sell insurance he can sell anv-
thing ; it is difficult to interest
a person in the benefits which
will be created by his own
demise.

Clark was an insurance agent,
and if his work was hard it
put determination into his
character. Clark was a suc-
cess as an insurance agent,
but he wanted to be more suc-
cessful—a more remunerative
field for his capacity for hard
work.

When Clark got through the
examinations of the London
Association of Accountants, I
awaited developments with
interest. L knew that he
would put his training with
The School of Accountancy to
practical and profitable use
without delay.

Clark quickly realised his
aspirations by ottaining an
appointment as Senior Assist-
ant Accountant with a large
firm of Accountants having
brinches in many parts of the
world. He increased his salary
right off by 100 per cent; in
the second year he increased
it by 150 per cent ; and in the
third year by 225 pér cent.
The soundness of Clark and
the tnnmng is established by
the succesSive increases of
salary he secured. Account-
ants know more than most
people how to determine the
value of a man’s services.

The only part of the abore biography which
is fictitious is the name. Otheriise it ira
perfectly foithful record of one of The Scheel
of Aerav'iancy students, and is typical of
Jindit.is of other records equally inapiring
tn men who are yrrgnmllmmn/,, to under-
tuke a few wmonths home training ir: order

to equip themselves for bigger, betler-paid
positions.

Unless convinced of a student’s natural ability to benefit by

' 1)
I

il

UMITED I

921 10 el 2 1

fu fi f.mfh(ul‘

Hundreds of School of Accountancy Students
have raised themselves to a Professional Status
through training in their spare time at home

BY securing Ten First
Places and Five Royal
Society of Arts Medals in the
recent  (1921)  Professional
Examinations, School of
Accountancy Students set up
a new training record for the
United Kingdom.

Twelve out of the total of fi/teex Honours
Certificates granted by the London Asso-
ciation of Accountants were won by eur
students, who during the past cight years
have. gained nearly all the Firss Piuces
and Prize..

At the Chattered Institute of Secveraries
Evaminations onr showing is 100 prr cent
Pusses in the [ntermediate and go per cent
Passes in the Final.

Achievements at the Etamirations of the
Institite of Chartered Acconntants and
the Socicty of Incorporated Acconntants
are equally remarkable. In all commercial
examinations our 1ecord is one continucus
reading of Iirst Places, Meduls, Prizes
and Distinctions.

Success Assured

When we undertake to teain_a oan to
qualify for an executive position, or to
pass an independent examination which
confers a recoguived professional status.
we train that man until he succeeds. Six
to twelve inouths is the time mmlly taken
by our postal students to complere their
courses and qualify for the positions they
set out 10 attain, but there is no fixed time
fimit, The fee remains the same
irrespective of time.

_ORAL TRAINING |

i these cities should write at once for
: OKAL TRAINING PROSPECTUR

School of Accountancy Evening
Classes are now about to commence
in the following centres: —

GLASGOW LONDON

MANCHESTER LIVERIOOL

LEED! LIRMINGHAM
EDINBURGH

Men and women living in or tear

* This anuablé Bt;sin_ess.
Guide: FREE

It contuins wuseful
hey

information about
business and busi-
ness training, qives
particulars of all our
Courses and Terms.
and includes facts
which will definitely

convince you that «r
our Postal Training v

will qualify  you s ¥

to fill a responsi |
executive position, — ————|

Write for a copy to-day to

The School of Accountancy

2, West Regent S8treet, Clasgow
10, Essex Streets 8%rand; London, W.C.2
Millgate Buiidings, Long Millgate,
MANCHESTER
Hale Chambers, 23, Sir lhom .\ \urz
POOL.
Standard Roildings; Cu{m.mu,l LEEDS
8, Newhall Street BIRMINGHAM

t’s

training The School of Accountancy will not accept his enrolment
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TS Pen will take your fancy at first

sight.  Instead of being the customary
black, it is beautifully mottled, a rich red-
black, with the red predominating. It is
titted with 18ct. zold-filled clip-cap (riveted
on) and gilt box lever — an exclusive
\Waterman patent.  \Why not have it as a
companion pen 1o your present Waterman's
Ideal—black ink in the one and violet,
gieen or red in the other? You can see
which is which at a glance.

Here’s a fine
“GIFT” Pen

Why not make it the Gift to particularly
favoured friends?

TIIS MOTTLED STYLE IN VARI-
OUS SIZES FROM 25/- UPWARDS.

feal) FountainPen

—with Patent Boxed-in Lever

gold nibs (the smoothest and most durable made) to
suit all hands; willingly exchanged if not quite right.
OF Stationers and Jewellers everywhere, Write Dr a
copy of * The Pen Book,” free from—

Waterman’s Ideals in 3 type»—Regular from 12/@.
Safety type and Self.filling type from 17/8. Large
\:mely nf styles, including Gold and Silver, for

. Every pen Iridium-tipped

L. G. SLOAN, LTD. #ePerCorner, Kingsway, London, W.C.2.

Use Waterman’s Ideal INK for all Fountain Pens.

NN NN NN NN NN

Drummer Dye in Cold Water

to get this Season’s fashionable

Sweet Pea Shades

The delicate pinks and mauves, bLlues and

lavenders, etc., which are the dominant shades -
of the Season's daintiest frocks, jumpers,

scarves, etc., are delightfully easy to get in

Drummer - Dyeing in Cold Water.  The

method is simplicity itself and takes next to

no time: a real boon when you wish for a

colour change away from home. Send for

fice pamphlet, telling you all about it, to

Wm. Edge & Sons, Lud., Bolton.

DRUMMER DYES

The Reliable Dye for All Fabrics

d 26 Lovely Drummer Colours. No Salt nor
Vinegar is to be added to Drummer Dyes,
nothing but water.

CO;AAPCL'I:TE Sold by all Grocers, Stores, Oilmen & Chemists. @
NN NN RN NN NN
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FREE-Book On Home Beautifying

S. C. JOHNSON & SON, LTD., This book explains how inex-
e O West Do, Middleses. .
pensive soft woods may be
Please send me, free and postpaid, your book Do X
on Home Beautifying and Artistic Interior  finished sothey are as beautiful
Finishing. One of the best painters here is  and artistic as hardwood. Tells
what materials to use and how
to use them. Includes colour
charts—gives covering capaci-
14is AdGress ... vmecuscsnecsanisasnseesnenees ties, etc. It is the work of
experts bzautifully illustrated
..My Name in colour. Fill outand post this
coupon for a free copy,

My Address

How to Finish Woodwork

The ﬁnishing of woodwork—old or new, is just a matter
of using the proper materials. The Johnson Lme of Artistic
Wood_Finishes is 1 's Wood
Dye, Perfectone Enamel and Undercoat, Varmshes, Pre-
pared Wax, Paste Wood Filler, Crack Filler and everything
necessary for woodwork, floors and furniture.

Johnson’s Wood Dye is the proper material to use for stain-
ing wood—old or new—soft or hard. For the popular
enamel finish on either new or old work use Johnson's
Perfectone Undercoat and Enamel. Made in White, Ivory
and French Gray.

For refinishing old woodwork, floors and furniture m colour
where you do not care to go to the trouble or expense of
removing the old finish, apply one coat of Johnson’s Sani-
Spar Varnish Stain. Made in four beautiful shades.

/TORNSON'S W0OD DYE Free !

is very easy to apply—it goes on easily and
quickly, without a lap or a streak. It pene-
trates deeply, bringing out the b=auty of the grain, without raising it. Dries in four hours.
does not rub off or smudge.
INSIST UPON JOHNSON'S—THERE IS NO SUBSTITUTE.

S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Ltd. (Dept. S9), West Drayton, Middlesex.

Manafactarers of * Johnson’s Prepared Wax.”
D - . - G G GEn EE GEE GED GED I GED G GED B GER SN GED N I N GED N SR D G S
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Furniture of Economy, Comfort and Wear
CASH OR EASY PAYMENTS — Free and Safe Delivery

by Motor Traction, or Rail to nearest Railway Station.
SUITES WHICH WILL GIVE SATISFACTION IN WEAR.

1f not approved ol. can be returned at our expense. and any money paid will ke refunded in full.

Compnsmg WARDROBI: szssmc
3-Piece éq;Esn and WASHSTA d D. on
“ » WARDR! ft. 6 ins. extreme width, 4 ft. on |
PEMBROKE™ .| cxsc, height '6 fi. 10 ins,  Mirror of Bevelled |
Solid Oak  and Silvered Plate Glass, sa ins. hy 15 ins. Made
Bedroom in three parts, full width drawer, ample hanging
Suite. accommodation, with brass revolving and side
5 hooks. DRESSING CHEST 3 ft. wide, full
width deep drawers, Jewel Drawer, Swing Mirror
of Bevelled and Silvered Platc Glass, 28 ins. by
T8 ins., mounted on Castors, . WASHSTAND
3ft, wide, Figured Marble Stab and Back, con- :
Venient cupboard, 2 Towel Rails affixed, mounted :
on Castors. The whole of the pieces are of :
SOLID OAK and will stand a LIFE TIME'S
AR. Qpﬁer or BrassHandles of Antique finish. |
ors are Revelled and Silvered British Plate *

Glass. Il Washstad not required deduct £5 5s.
Qak Cane Chairs to match, 12s. 6d. each.

| Three Pieces, £36 Cash, or £3 with Order and 33 Payments of £1 2. 6d. Monthly .

3-PIECE CHESTERFIELD SUITE.
Compising SETTEE, seat 4 fi.by 2 ft.deep,
overall 5 ft. 6 ins., with adjustable drop end,
measuring when down 6 ft., height of back
3ft. Pair of EASY CHAIRS, seats 2 ft.by
¢ 1 fi.6ins., mounted on Turned Stumnps and
i Castors. The Interior Uphalstery Werk i
: of the best. English Web, Coppered Steel
i Springs, all double tied with linen twine,
Superior Convas, Coir Filre, Washed M ool
and Hair only heing used, thus ensuring to
the Purchaser lasting :nd comfortable Settee
i and Easy Chairs, with loose Kapok down
cusaions, suitable for any room, and guar.
anteed to stand the Hard Wear of every-
day use. Separate Prices of Settee or Easy
+ Chairs on application.

Finished in High.Grade Tapestry.
Patteras to customers” own selection.

Tln'ee l’iecel, £32 10s. Cash, or £3 with Order and 33 Payments of £1 Monthly

3-Piece
“PEMBROKE”
Soundly-Upholstered
Chesterfield Suite.

REE 2‘“ Fully Ili‘f.mdll-i:ed Catalogue, :ogether with Term: :f:

save you Pounds in Fumi

G L o B E Farnishing Co. (pcp. PembrokePlace
J. R. GRANT, Proprictor. E). LIVERPOOL.

“p

# “Tyne Brand’

Herrings in Tomato Sauce

Herrings de iuxe! The pick of the catch, cooked-to-a-
turn within a few hours of landing, so that the real frest
herring flavour is fully preserved. You never tasted fish
so delicions, so plump and tender ! If you don’t think
so, your grocer will refund your money in full.

Oval Tins: 1-lb. net. 1/1: 1.Ib. net.8d. Grocers everywiere
T'yne Brand Preducts (Dept.Wz1),329, High Holbarn, London, W.C.1

Fyoprietore: Shislde lee and Cold Expart Salss @ffce : 99, Gt Tower
Sturage Co.. Lid. th Shiclda. Street, London, K.C.3.

"'87 ,a O' Herr/ﬂff

:
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, takes pictures 24x i§. Price 35/-.

To get the most out
of your holiday take a

Kodak

Unless you are different from most of us, you
have a special affection for one particular place
you have visited at some time or another.
Something about it cast a spell over you directly
you got there—you felt at home and knew that
you "had, as it were, “found a friend.” You
have often longed to see the old place again—
and now that your holiday has come round once
more you are going to be there for a whole
fortnight! But this time you are taking a Kodak
and intend to bring back to the
work-a-day world your own
pictures of the quaint old streets
and the simple, unhurried
country life—to capture, in
your Kodak the peace and sun-
shine of your happy holiday.

All Kodaks and Brownies have
been reduced in price.. Here
are (wo popular  models.

No. | Autographic Kodak Junior, fit-
ted with Meniscus Achromatic Lens
and Ball Bearing Shutter. Takes
pictures 3} x 2}. Price £3.0-0.

Vest Pocket Autographic Kodak,
fitted with Meniscus Achromatic
Lens. fits the waistcoat pocket and

Kodak Ltd.. Kingsway. London, W.C. 2.
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A Necklet of
Cino Pearls
Like Oriental Pearls, Ciro Pearls are chosen for their exquisite
beauty, and as the finish to a lady’s toilet. Though one costs a
princely sum and the other comparatively little, experts have

difficulty in telling them apart, The best dressed women that the
world boasts you will find are wearing Ciro Pearls or real pearls.

THE EDITOR OF “TRUTH" SAYS:

““The expert has again and again been misled
into thinking that Ciro Pearls are the product of
the oyster, and not of the laboratory. This is why
nine people out of ten acknowledge Ciro Pearls as
the most marvellous reproductionl of Oriental
Pearls ia the world. There is no detectable
difference to the ordinary eye between the Ciro
Pearl and the natural pearl.”

If you come to our showrooms your own eyes will
convince you, or, if you cannot, avail yourself of

OUR_UNIQUE OFFER

On receipt of one gunea, we will send you a necklet of Ciro Peatls 16 inches long,
with clasp and case complete, or a ring, brooch, ear-rings, or any other Cira Pearl
jewal in hand-made gold settings, If, after comparing them with real or other artificial
pearls, they aie not found equal to the former or superior to the latter, return them to
us within fifteen days and we will refund your money. Ciro Pearl necklets may also
be obtained in any length required. We have a large stafl of expeit pearl stringers.

Latest descriptive booklet No. 12 sent post free on application.

39 Old Dond Htreet London .1 Dex 12.

Our Showrooms are on the First Floor—over Lloyds Bank, near Piccadilly.

An Essential Part of Your Dress.

T

I M\‘ T ]
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‘. Double Wear Boot;

BARRATTS DOUBLE SOLE IDEA GIVES
100°/; ABDED LIFE WITH ALIL. THE STYLE
AND SMARTNESS OF LIGHT FOOTWEAR.

T'he man who values his health and his pocket need no longer

wear heavy, bulky footwear. Barratts Double Sole
Boots are a smart cut, and just the style to suit
the city man. VYet the wear is wonderful. It
cuts your boot bills in half, and the buois are
the best possible insurance against damp,
cold feet and all the ill-health which they cause.

What this Double
Clump Sole Does

The extra sole of first-grade English
butt sole leather is stiched to the first
sole. It is easily detached wlen worn
and may be replaced by a new extra sole.
Every baot repairer will
quickly realise the immense
advantages of this simple
method, for it is almost
impossible 1o remove a worn
ordinary sole without tear-
ing the wels, cracking the
insole, and straining and
damaging the uppers. Then
the wet gets through the
repaired boot and causes rapid
decay of the leather. But
the wet can never penetrate
) Barraus Double Sole Buots ;
the insoles are alwayskept dry,
and the feet also.

POST FREE
Postage overseas estra | 14

Same Boot in Derby Design, 1655, same price.

Fair Wear or Order by Post at Barratts Factory Price.

A You couldn’t get this quality in the shops for 27/6 without the extra sole.
FREE Repmr. Best Selected Black Box Calf Uppers, good substance and cosily soft to
A1l Barratls Boots wear. All stificners and the insole are solid leather.  Stylish Kalmoral
and Skoes arc sold  pattern with medium toe. A typical example of the better quality made
on the strict under- pessible by dealing direct with the manufacturer at the makers’ price.

standing that if you State Style 1614 and give usual size worn.
retwrn the goodswun- How to Order. Or send your Foutshape, # pencil outline of
soiled yourcashaill  vour foot (in sock) resting with normal pressure on paper. [Hold pencil
be immediately re-  pright. Stocked in 24 fiings :—Sices 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, each in
turned. Al Fool- thice widths, medium, wide and cxlra wide. (Size 12, l/» extra.)  Send
hapes” not givin 27/6 by cheque or woney order for howe qrden. _O\'cvse‘ns customers
shap AL ylease ‘add postage 1o home price where C.O.D. is not in operation.
rea:anabl_e wear  \Where Cash on Delivery system operates a deposit of 10/- only with
are repaired Jree o/ order is necessury. Address letter direct to Barraus Factory. ~ Boots
charge. sent same day as order is received.

W. BARRATT & Co., L1p.,

20, ““Footshape” Boot Works, Northampton.

Send 3d. postage for Barratts 115-page Illustrated Catalogue.
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~\CONFIDENTLY.

(Letter of a former student of the METRO.
POLITAN COLLEGE—to a friend.)
“Dear Fred
* Despite my expeclation that other
applicants also had been invited to call, | neve--
theless felt surprisingly confident of securing
the coveted post—such calm faith in his owr
powers does a Metropolitan College training
give a fellow.
“In fact, I actually caught myself planning
(while awaiting the Directors’ invitation fo
*Come in') how | woull bask in the sunshine
of the splendid salary offered ; so it is a good
thing my confidence in the outcome was not
misplaced !
' Already | have found my feet frmly in my
— new sphere, and can see a very cheerful
i I Suture in store. Every chap who is a square
—_—— peg wn a round hole—or who is so tightly wedged
in his niche of humble routine that he cannol
I\ expand—ought to know that spare-time study
] under the Metropolitan College will revolutionise
YU | his prospects, without trespassing in the slightest
. on business duties during the training.
PR“ Yours joyously,

L Ernest Willing.”

BOA INDIVIDUAL POSTAL TRAINING
RQOO in Accountancy, Secretaryship, Banking and

" the General Ramifi of Modern C ce,

S TAKEN AT HOME, IN SPARE TIME.

COLLEGE

Dept. 5, St. ALBANS.

Post the appended COUPON TO-DAY in
unsealed envelope—halfpenny stamp.

[eeeeme e meteetc e eeieeceesemeicsctesemn ooy

'
To METROPOLITAN COLLEGE.ST.ALBANS

Please send me, FREE and POST PAID, a copy
of the lllustrated ** Students’ Guide ™ (132 pages)—
without obligation of any kind.

i
|

1w
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PLAYER'S

‘COUNTRY LIFE

CIGARETTES

(MEDIUM STRENGTH)
PURE VIRGINIA
TOBACCO

1055 50423

SMOKING
MIXTURE

IN TWO STRENGTHS
MILD AND MEDIUM

Y-perounce A per %1b.

JOHN PLAYER & SONS

NOTTINGCGHAM

Branch of the Imperial Tobacco Co (of Great Britain & Ireland) Ltd
YOLI00I00010000000000000000000000000000000000000ES10000ININNNI000000N0I
~865.
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Billy Boy Says :

* Fancy putting * Eat more
good toffee’—as though any
fcllow nceds that advice!

* They ought to say, ‘ Uncle—your
nephew needs Mackintosh’s’—or
‘Dad, take a tin home to Billy
to-night.’

¢ Still, if Dad or Uncle sees this—uwell,
I’'ve been a pretty good boy lately—
and a little encouragement . . .!’

»* * * * * *

Let your youngsters have more good toffee.
Let them have the very best of all toffees,

/}(acb’u'hwh s

Toffee de Luxe

Ezg & Cream-de- Luxe Café-de-Luxe

Almond Toffee - de - Luxe Mint-de-Luxe

Cocoanut-de-Luxe De - Luxe Assortment
Plain, Toffee-de- Luxe.

Sold loose by weight at 8d. per §-1b., and in Baby
Oval Tins and Tall Tins at t 3 each. Junior Oval Tins
and Tall Tins at 28 each; and in 4-lb. Tins.

You can also buy Plain Toffee-de-Luxe In Seaside
Pails for the Kiddles, 1- each: Popular Week-end
Tini. 2'- each; and 5- Famlly Tins.

L

M

£
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UMBRELLAS.

Just Wrap Your
OLD UMBRELLA

in paper, tie to a buard or
stick, and post to us to-
day with P.O. for 7/6. By
next post it will come
iack “as good as new,”
re.covered with our
*‘Defiance™ Union and
secely prcked.
Postngeon Foreign Osders
t/- extra, A postcard will
ing you our illustrated
Catalogue of * Defance "
Umbrellas, and patterns
for re-covering umbrellac
from &/- upwards.

J. STANWORTH & CO.,

Royal Umbrella Works,
BLACKBURN.

AND IS
“RETURNED
LIKE NEW

The “Grey Hair”
Problem

Solved by “Nuctone " is an_entirel
a New ::‘:i thlncovery wl h:!
q adual
Discovery eo,l;:lr xgxhe"!*ﬁon:e:mh:met
ng.
COlollf ;l;l::re is no -udden :Inn:
Restored nlturll colour ongll:e l-{-ue
as with -
Gradually, s e, s ol
pefmll\el\tly, manently and safely.
afely Guaranteed not to contain

Sulphur. Lead, or any other
injurious ingredients
Everyone w! as tried
“Nuctone” ia delighte
nnl- the results. If yuudr
air is going grey, sen
for ' bottle of ¥ Nuctone"
to-day. Price 8/6. By
poft extra  (inland).
*Nuctone for Dark Hair,
“ Nuctone * Eclaire for Fair
air.

Obtainable from all
leading Chemists,
Hairdressers & Stores,
or by post (in'and 6d.
extra) from

J. STEWART, LTD. NEW
BOND STREET, LONI)ON W.i.

Charming
Styles

IN

Knitted
Garments.

The Jaeger Range
of Knitted Gar-
ments  contains a
large selection of
smart Pure \Wool
Styles, including'
Golfers, Jumpers,
Sweaters, Car-
digans and Suits.

For Style and
Comfort you will
find nothing quite
so satisfactory as

“ JAEGER.”

Ask for the
JAEGER
Catalogue.

Jaeger Golfer (Style 418) 61/6

{Can be worn as shown or to batton over)

Skirt (Styie 38) - - - 41/6

In “ Fleecy ” Camelbair and Wool.
A Useful Style for Walking or Golf.

AFEGE

Pmre Wool

LONDON DEPOTS:

126, Regent Street, W.1,
456, Strand, W.C.2.

30, Sloane Street. S.W.1.
102, Kens. High St., W.8.
131a, Victoria Street, S.W.1.
85-86, Cheapside, E.C.2.

Jaeger Agents i own and
throughout the " Britioh  Bmpire.
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Beauty Without Grit

Without any harm to the teeth

Don’t try to whiten teeth
with grit that scratches the
enamel. That's harmful. Use
a soft polishing agent—the
Pepsodent agent. Then com-
bat the dingy film twice daily
in th:s new, effective way.

That's what millions of
people the world over are
doing, largely by dental ad-
vice. Look about you and
see the beautiful teeth that
result.

Clouded by Film

Testh are clouded by a film.
It clings to teeth, gets be-
tween the teeth and stays
there. Stains enter it, then
the film, if left, forms the
basis of dingy coats. That's

Pepsadéend

why teeth lose lustre. Film
is also the basis of tartar.
Most tooth troubles have a
ﬁotentml origin in film. It
olds food substance which
ferments and forms acid. It
holds the acid in contact with
the teeth, and the acid may
cause decay.

Stays on teeth

Under old methods, much
of that filmremained on teeth.
1t made teethcloudy. Night
and day it was unceasing in
effect. Many brushed teeth
discolour and decay. Tooth
troubles have been constantly
increasing.

Now dental science, after
long research, has found two

film combatants. Able av-
thorities have proved their
efiiciency. Now leading den-
tists almost the world over
are urgmg their daily use.

A new-type tooth paste has
been created, based on five
modern requirements. ' The
name is Pepsodent. These
two great film combatants
are embodied in it for daily
application.

Old ways wrong

Pepsodent also aids Nature
in two essential ways. It
multiplies the starch digestant
in the saliva. That is there
to digest starch deposits on
teeth before they ferment and
form acids.

It multiplies the alkalinity
ofthe saliva. Thatis Nature's
neutralizer for the acids as
they form.

Every use of Pepsodent
thus gives manifold power to
Nature's great tooth-protect-
ing agents. Old time tooth
pastes had the opposite effect.
They reduced mouth alka-
linity, reduced the starch
digestant with every applica-
tion. That was due to their
soap and chalk.

We urge you to see and
feel these effects, then judge
how much they mean.

Send the coupon for a 10-
Day Tube. Note how clean
the teeth feel after using.
Mark the absence of the vis-
cous film. See how teeth
whiten as the film-coats dis-
appear. Watch these delight-
ful effects for a few days and
you will always want them.
Cut out the coupon now.

10-DAY TUBE FREE

903

The New-Day Dentifrice

THE PEPSODENT COMPANY,
{Dept. 131), 40, Holborn Viadoct, Loadon, E.C. 1.
Mail 10.Bay Tube of Pepsodent to—

A scientific way to bring five effects which

authorities desire. Now advised by leading
dentists everywhere.

8. African distributors:

Verrinder. Ltd.. P.O. Box 6824, Johannesburg, to
whom S.A. vesidents may send coupon.

Give full address. Write plainly.

Only one tube to a family. Bruaxp Mav.aSent
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You cen’t possibly get wet in the
(Reg'd.)

weight Stormproof.

Get the genuine

Dau trisk disappuintment with an imitation. ¢
Ma “* Matamic

ttamac \lurmploﬂf which is labelied
bencath the Coat haniser. ¢ 18 Four afunian.
A hlcn(i(ll in aplearsnce with the usual fve-
guines’ Weatherproof.  In_utility. jm mln fta mck-njore-
ety Competitor 1t weam I

nienlutely Waterproof.
an »roof. u ** Mall

Golng-away Wear, Tuke one with 3.

wherever you go.

WEIGHT
19 ozs.
FOLDSINTO
THIS 8I1ZE.
Mits the yacket

pucket o7
Altacké Case.
Reg'd.Trade
Mark.

42/-

. end CAild.

questrian,
Miiitary, and Sporting W ear.
“Matta” Fabric is excealingly compact.
The coat worn by the 8.{t. mau beneatls,
when foldel, just made this handful

This 18 au uctual véategrarh of b haud aud the - Jartamac
olded

e wea 0 At mugly wnto hta juckel pockel or Aand bag.
3 '0zs. HMEAVIER THAN AN UMBRELLA.
Sporting GWUNCER

‘;".:" 19 whictir 42/-

Iteited Models (21} o1 ). &7 8

Blue Shades.

Childrens

1Pawn and
Khaki only),

\ 59/6
)

With Belt,
(24} ozs.),

65/~

B Models, 87/6.
In 6 shaden, 11 Aduit \l l—’l and 40 sises. Also for Children.

MADE FOR EVERY OUTDOOR PURPOSE.
G

e M
f all-weather-proof ** Matta " (Reg'd.)
Fabric, vhh-lmlnuﬂ‘npcr\-en fcular pockets, Unml-lmulxl»m Ruelun
sleeves. roomy “under-arms,” and the famous cut of Conduit Street.
e MAI“I AMAC" ART HOOKLET POST FREE,
ating Adult ‘..14).(1.1 s Models. A p.c. brings Booklet and

r Patterns of ta” Fabric, or you can safely order now
SEN"I‘ ou’r ON ssvsu DAYS' FREE Ar!novnl.
Yo o t meusurement OVer walsi

and remif

bt tree in the UK.
I you can retnrn it within 7 day s
of receipt, and get nurmonuluuk

in full. Write for Booklet * 262
aod pat “ Ma abric,
Ordes <. 10, the Sol
Makers of Storm
procts ;o hlslu; Models at cither
of the iac” Show rooms

NEW MIDLAND SHOWROOMS hln ﬂlm House

134, NEW ST, BIRMINGHAM 45 STREET,

(Opposite Corporation St.). LONDON W.1L

HIS fine catalogue
sent free, illustrating
the choicest styles in
boots and shoes at all
prices from 16/9 to 42/-.
Invaluable to those abroad.
A postcard brings it free.

SAXONE

Suone Shoe Co. Ld.
(Dept. S9) Kilmarmock

Make your
Boots last
longer!

Don’t discard
your boots and
shoes because
they look the
worse for wear
—Selfscle will
repair them
They are never
past selfsoling.

Selfsole is a bgll::'i:lhuwr -I::d more con-
Dt aa Shosg e woithe womiparts

A plastic compound — ready for :nllunt
pplied at night in *pr Tn;.
h-lh-r

esand is ready lnrw
morning.

Obtainable from all Domestic Stores, Iron.

mongens. Leather Sellen, cte.

Send postal order 64.6 for large tube. or 29 for two tubes.
Colonial postage per tube extra.
THE SELFSOLE COMPANY,
153, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.CA4.




THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Dr. Scholl’s
Zino Pads

remove pressure from
corns, callouses, bunions,
and any local skin
abrasion, and prevent
friction. Simple to apply,
contain no dangerous
medication and require
no strapping—will not
come off even when
bathing. Put one on,
the pain is gone.

Price perbox - - 1/«

Slat foot.ete. Worn comfortal
ondinury shoes. Price

DR. SCHOLL'S ANTER OR
METATARBAL ARCH SUPPORT
reateres the arch across the bail of the

Relloves rrects pressure and
rwin at the sole, b\lllhvlll. c-ll suses, eto.
riceper pair. 1

DR. SCHoOLL 10N
'IDUCER protects Uu N‘lll"lh

Fool troubles relieved

Tired, aching, and tender feet are symptoms of
foot weaknesses that have developed through
over-strain of the foot structure. Weak or
flat foot, bunions, corns, callouses on the
sole, hammer-toes, weak ankles, hot, tender,
perspiring feet can be instantly relieved and
permanently corrected by

DrScholls
Foot Comfort Appliances

They give perfect foot comfort at once—mo painful
breaking-in period is necessary. Scholl Appliances
completely eliminate the cause of all foot ailments by
strengthening the structure and restoring the normal
condition of the foot, thus complete ‘cotrection is assured.

Name of nearest dealer and Dr. Scholl’s
Booklet free on request.

THE SCHOLL MFG. CO. LTD.,
2, Giltspur Street. London, E.C.2.

6l

B

TOE-FLEX

HEEL PADS for mun.over b
setve ahabe of whocs nml
wearing down evenly. P

DR. SCHOLL'S WALK. DTRA;I‘!

fufiamed aren pressure.  Reducen
th 5 wheorption, mnd
stopm shou bulking. Each 38
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The Dust “’Trouble Avozded

She uses TWO Creams

To protect your complexion from the dangers of
outdoor exposure—your skin needs TWO Creams—
POND'S VANISHING CREAM (oil-less) during
the day, POND’'S COLD CREAM (the oil cream)
at night.

Sun and dust inflame the skin—Pond's Vanishing Cream keeps
it cool, clear, and delicately soft. Use it at any time during the
day—it vanishes instantly, no greasy surface, no shine.

Dust works deep into the pores—Pond's Cold Cream cleanses
them, supplements their natural oil, keeps the skin young and
healthy. Use it before retiring to rest at night.

The regular use of these TWO Creams will prevent sunbum,
freckles. floridness, dullness, and signs of age on the face, neck,
and hands. They will protect your shn?om the ill-effects of
sea-bathing. Pond's Creams never promote the growth of hair.

“TO SOOTHE AND SMOOTH YOUR SKIN”

Both Creams ojaa(,hemuu and Stoves, ndsome Opal .hm, 13 and 2/6,
Collapsible Tubes,74d. (haudbna size)and /-,

». Cold Creamand = 43
ponds Vanishi;egageam = =

POND'S EXTRACTCO.(Dept.30), 71, SouthamptonRow, London.W.C.1 ‘*S
T AR TR O R s T TR SR RO

%@@ ME@P@MS

PORTREE TWEEDS

DIRECT FROM LOOM TO WEARER

Manufactured from Pure Wool in
the Historic {sle of Skye.

Supplied to_ Her Majesty Queen Mary
His Majesty the late King Edward.)

Modnrlle in Price. Patterns Free

I r i S h L i nen e ‘5'6’/"“’1- 5 e e

from -. Famed Portree Blankets
Robinson & Cleaver’s Customers all tromp30/s] Wiitelods:

over the world testify to the satisfac- (3. Dept.) PORTREE WOOL MILL CO.. Ltd.,
tory long-wearing qualities of their INVERNESS.

heautiful Irish Linens and Damasks.
They are offered at makers’ prices, thus
eliminating the middieman’s profits.

Why be Disappointed?

ot 2o Napidnarinen Damask Table YOUR HAIR AND SCALP TROUBI.E

2 x 2yds. . each 28/6 to 44.9 RE
223k, . ., 3886 to 5@/ CAN BE CU D.
WE 3 e e e »w 49e 0o TT-

Ravkins. DANDRUFF
3z x 22inches ... per doz 326 to 636

in the Beginning of many Hair
Teoublen 1 shond.bo nttendedl to

Lo For 35 Ih !
i ROBlNSON tonoa ror 5 S ety ey
Lmu:“y i’ Write/or Free Bovklei—
‘“Common 8ense for the MWair."

sent Dﬂl;
.~ g CLEAVER ottt
Hair & Scalp Specialist,

LINEN HANUFAOTUI!!I. IEI.FAI 268, BATH STREET, GLASGOW
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Motor-cycling was never so enjoyatlz
asto-day, for in addition totheexhilara-

tion of speed. the power 1o climb.
and the abilty to go anywhere at
any tme; there is the means of expaz-
riencing these pleasures comfortably.

BRADKS

CANTILEVER SPRINC SADDLE
doubles the joys of speed and power.
A folder will explain it.

J. B. BROOKS & CO., Ld,
66, Criterion Works, Birmingham.

>

now to H. Samuel,

31, Market St., Manchester,
for his beautifully illustrated
FREE BOOK 2:r8a%

It's packed with thousands
of offera in Jewellery, Watches,
and Plate at Factory Prices,
with lints of splendil

FREE PRIZES ".:"!

a Masites
&fr/{yemﬁouglas

host of complications are no

prool of excellence in mechanical
design.
Simplicity is the keynote of the
Douzlas—the Motor-Cycle that has
proved its super-efficiency time and
agaia in competition, and has won the
coveted honour of being The First
Motor-Cycle in the World to do 100
m.p.h. in the 34 and 6 h.p. classes.
A youth of 14 can handle the 2 h.p.
2-speed Douglas with perfect con-
fidence and safety—yet this popular
mount is capable of serious touring
and heavy work.

£68 ...

Delivery Works.

DOUGLAS MOTORS, Ltd.
Head Offices:

34, Hasham Road, Kingswood,
BRISTOL.

TRIALALLOWED /71

o and fash

Cd
~ - —_—
A FULL MONTH's o \\ BROOCH :
\ttracti bion: §
SN t

SOLID GOLD BRACELET
WATCH. Elegant
shape. Fi we

octagon

reccive the prompl atlen-
tion of a special manager
Writa for Cntalogue now, |
and select wour Xmax |
Gifts e |

H. SAMUE

s
$
:
31, MARKET ST., MANCHESTER.
Over 85 Branches, including ;
wis Street. i
CROYDON : 16, N
NEWCASTLE : 2, Gr
PORTSMOUTH : 141, C
GLASGOW : 134-136, Argy

ger Street, W.

rercial Road.

T SAMUEL. LTD. +ooess




18 THF STRAND MAGA7INE.

The Sportsman
& Sportswoman

haie long proved the value of
Fox's Puttecs for weather pro-
tection, comfort & convenience.

The most hygienic leg-
covering—giving full weather
protection combined vwvith com-
tort. The spiral fit and non-
fray edges ensure ease and
smartness — the super-quality
matcrial guarantees long wear
and good appearance.

Per patr
Regntarlon Heavy-weight - 9/-
Extra Fine Light-weight - 11/
Exira Fine Light Shade - 12/
Ladies' Puttees : With Spats 12/6
(detachable 1/- extra
Without Spats - - - 7/¢

CAUT[O\»

“FOX " Is on the %
metal discs (right and left), attached :

cvery genuine pair :

FOX’s New Non- @ :
Fray Spinl Puttees. 3
v United States +

JOuNEON CORP
way, New York,

Patentees and Sole Manufacturers :
FOX BROS. & CO., Ltd. (Dept. F)
Wellington, SOMERSET.

Are
The MANtLE

“ Non-Fray Spiral."

PUTT 1;125 »

colours and shades.

“F.LP."—Fox's Improved Pultees

—.To_ Particular Men |

Tailoreraft at its best is yours wherever
you may reside through GROVES &
LINDLEY'S Super-tailor Service by
Mail.  Individual study is given to every
grarment by culters specially trained in
post-order tailoring, cvery vital part is

THE enthusiastic Motor Cyclist
who will accept no substitute
for Quality will find his many
and varied demands entirely met
by the TRUSTY TRIUMPH.
Its Speed. Power, Reliability

hand-worked by man
tailors, and the cloths
are the best purc wool
fabrics produced by Bri-
tain's most famous mills,
By cutting ont ald smiddi
men's profits, and dealing
es & Lindiey's
T PRICE fora
7 wrcoat 1 Ascot
ov Chuster field Style 15 only
£8 108. Loually weil
tarlored  overceals  from
97/-.  Highest Frice
s Lownge Suit £T
Lowest Frice £8 48,
Cloth by the yara als<o sup-
Plied onegually good terms. /

and Liveliness under ali con-
ditions are readily acknowledged
by those possessing con-
siderable experience of
this famous **Single.”

Generous Monthly Terms
may be arranged if de:ired.

Full Descriptive Cata'ogue sent A
T phYe et o Write for over 100
Cloth Patterns Post
And illustrated Cara-
Free. {00 (' onion Stytes
for men. Measurenmwent  Chart

TRIUMPH CYCLE CO,

LTD., COVENTRY.
LONDON : 218, Great Portland
Streer, Wor.  And at leeds
Manchester, and Glasgow.

AGENTS EVERYWHERE.

114, 1 he Lion. Huddersfield.

and self-measure instructions also
included.
Satixfaction with Fit and Value
ur Cush Refund Guirantesd.

Groves & Lindley,

Exporters of Cloth and Clething,
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A Wonderful Match - Lighting
Lamp and Hurricane Lantern

BURNS ORDINARY PETROL
300 CANDLE POWER.

A beautiful steady white light
—perfect for reading, a joy
in the house.

Thousands in use all over
the country. <

(cleman Quid(-lité

/ MOST BRILLIANT LIGHT IN THE WORLD.

Makes and Lurns its own gas from petrol

lights with matches—no torch required—uses
two small durable mantles—absolutely no
danger. Gives a light equal to 20 Oil Lamps.

A WONDERFUL LAMP.
v 63 RIS
THE COLEMAN QUICK-LITE CO. LTD.

10. Electric Parade, Norwood. London, S E.27

HURRIDANE LANTERN
Post Free Complete

POST FREE
COMPLETE.
CQ 307 69/6
Ribbed Shade,
CQ 329 72/6
As Illustrated.

CQ 318}

CQ 324/ 80/6

Sing a song of waiskuy,
But be sure its good.:
V.H for preference-
Matured in sherry wood;

When the bottles opened,
The guests begdin to sing

The praises of the blend thats fit _
To set before a Kingd.

OV.H

SCOTCH WHISKY

Of course—See that you always have a supply handy.

Wm. GREER

London Office - -

& Co., Ltd., Distillerss, GLASGOW.

35, Trinity Square, E.C3. @2
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Ya rdleys

Qe Cngligh
Lavender Soap

The Aristocrat of Toilet Soaps.

i

There is no finer quality soap
made. Its soft, mellow lather
refines the skin and keeps the
complexion youthful

It is delidously and lavishly
perfumed, and its delightful frag-
rance lingers on the skin and
about the room long after use.

Of all Chemists and Stores, and from

. ~
= or 3 LArGe TasLers. YARDLEY & CO..LTD.,

= 8, New Bond Street, London, W.1. Ry Appoinunent.
T 0 SO S AR T
TR TR TR SRR THIN T

Chivers
Jellies

THE ORCHARD FACTORY, HISTON CAMBRIDGE
LU TR TR TN

IRISH LINEN BARGAINS

The demand for our remnant bundles of pure linen is in-
cressing  daily. areful housewives appreciate the
economic value of these bundles —
Remnantsof_the best qu.luy of Pillow Linen to make
six Pillow Caser. size 30 inches. per bundle 2V~
Remnant Bundles of Wlme Aﬂ Lmen for Aftemoon Ten
Cloths. Trsy Cloths, etc., per bun
Remnant Bundlesof Irish Linen Hudub-ck Towellmu
sufficient to make six full-tize Bedroom Towels, per
bundle . g
Remuant Bundles of Coloured Art Linen lnr lenon
Covers and Fancy Needlework, per bundle ..
IRISH HUCKABACK TOWELS,

White Irish Linen Hemstitched Huckaback Towels.

Real good quality which we can recommend.  Large
size. 24 by 40 ins. 4 towels for 11/9. To-day's
value. 15/9.

IRISH LINEN PILLOW CASES.
chenp lot of White Irish Linen Plain Pillow
ins., & cases for is is an
exaptmn-lly cheap lot of pillow cases made from real
€ood quality of pillow linen

IRISH _LINEN TRAY CLOTHS.
Dainty Snow White Linen Tray Cloths :

Size N by g inc| n.4 clolhu, 5;6.

Au poods mot anproced Hthrrlumd
m ol e ey
Forall orders under?/. add . forpestage,
s of €15 and nnwn‘v‘dn mr‘r:nge paid to any part of
WRITE NOW FUR FREE CATALOGUS,

’

95, Main Street, LARNE. Ireland.
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Telegrams .
“ GREATLY,
LONDON "

KENOWN THROUGHOUT THE WORLD FOR

2 D),
Inexpensive Furnishing Fabrics

THEIR

Telephone :
Hattersea 300
(4 lines

WONDERFUL QUALITY AND VALUE

» varet
colourtngs lhd n'lml« fh:m 0.
Tio %1 e per yil., 50 ine.

"""':""’""ﬁm,rm

Onish. in
yd., 80 P wide
PATTERNS POST FREE. |

Colours from 1/11) per yd. T
lmm
\ 1u per yd., 50 ins. wide.
Bl DA

The “AUDLEY "™ Settee.
Comfortable 5t 3 in. Sette
one eod  adjustable.
T pmn lziing.
6

EXPERIENCED
REPRESEN TA-

T . w
114 per yd. Colours from 8% per yd. RE:
T

ASKS and POPLINS frum 7/11 per yd.
YAMASKS from 10 11 per yd.. 50 ine. wide

=1 art SERGE, 50 as. wide, from 111}
o pec

3 per yil., 50 ins. wide.
RYVAL REF. Kich rose eflct. 211}
d., 50 Ins. wide.
§ PTIA SATIN v various coloury
511 per vd

50 ins. wide.

TAPESTRIES i good
col eat!

‘CLOTHS, FIGURED
CHENILLE

Comfortabie, inexpensive
B\ Chalr.  Covered iv. plaln lin
ing, 728. Or with L
Cover In  * Delphin
Cretonne, as Illustr:
£5:10:0
Or in any Cretonue selected
st prope

rtionate cost

“The Home Reautiful™

an be quite easlly reached

From Vietoria, seven ml

ectric R m-.\

m ClaphamJ unction.
BOOK to CLAPHAM ROAD,

LOOSE COVERS

There’s News and
Music in the Air

Enjoy them FREE in your home

LISTEN IN

TO THE WORLD'S NEVER
SILENT VOICES.

'ostcard, mentioning THE STRAND for
the FREE Hlustrated Bookl,

- WIRELESS FOR AMATEURS "

57, Berners S London, W.1.
IW'WI[III.HHuﬂlllllll!lllﬂlllllllﬂlﬂ]llllﬂwulllﬂHlllllmlllilllllﬂulllll T

Send P

STOCKINGS |

For VARICOSE VEINS |
90 years' reputation for |
BEST QUALITY
AND COMFORT
“VARIX,” all about FElastic
Stockings, how to wear, clean,
and repair them, past free.
Special Department for Ladies.
Manufacturers of TRUSSES
and ABDOMINAL BELTS.
Cataiogwue post /ree.
38, 0XFORD 8TREET,LONDON, W.1

EST® 1833
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Prince of WaLes
CHOCOLATES

'-[RY a box of FRY'S
Prince of Wales
Chocolates.

You will taste the most de-
licious flavourings ; you will
marvel at the smoothness of
the chocolate coverings: ond
you will show your friends the
dainty box itself, as a token of
your appreciation.

4/6 per Ib. 2/6 pER 3lb.

Only an “ ONWARD *" Oven can

make cooking as cheap as that,
hecause the “ ONWARD?” is equipped
with a special device to retain heat and
economise in gas consumption  And it
cooks to perfection in qu[ the time.
No spoiled dishes.  Simply leave it to
the “*ONWARD?” to make a positive
success of every meal, and be finished
with cooking drudgery.
Many other advantagesare explained in our Book-
let YA [lot Favenrits” which may be had free
on application. Address, Dept. S.

"ONWARD" Oveue are #0ld by Ironmongers ecery-
tehere, arminyle had from Sols Makers ond Patenlers,

EDWIN CHAMBERS, LTD.

Bradford.

Ooward Works, Lkccds Road.

REMEMBER !————
IT MUST BE FRY'S

BIG CATALOGUE
OF MONEY SAVING
CHINA
: NS

HOUSEHOLD and Private Orders our SPECIALITY.
Splendid Bargains_in Chm1 Ponrry and Glass. Tea,
Dinner. and Toiler Sete from 12/9. Complete Home Outfits
from 67/6. CATERING CROCKERY Outfits from 7 8/e.

lPlCllL UNBIIIKIIL‘ Ull-l'l" Clll“‘
r Kitchen, Camp, k.,

PACKED

FREE

This heantifol Tes Serice. Splenid Qualits. Tea Service.
rons 18,3, Dinner Service. 398

PATENT NON.DIUL TEAPOTS. The yot fhat mees the o St

onr own invention and manufacture. Guarantesl

ONLY 28/9

uccessful, Bcvnemical
Satuafaction @xaranteed. AU Prices Reduesd

Bend Postcard To-day for Completa FREE

ILLUBTRATED CATALOGUR

CENTURY POTTERY Co.,

Manufacturers,
DEPT. 8M.7, BURSLEM, STAFFS8.
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Early
] Friends

Children and BIRD'S Blanc-Mange make
early friends — and never disagree afterwards.

There is nothing in Bird’s Blanc-Mange that the youngest
children should not have, and much valuable body-building
material they ought to have.

BIRDS
Blanc-Mange_§

is Blanc-Mange in perfection —a master dish, achieved by the skilled
combination of rare cereal albumens, ripe fruit flavors, milk and sugar.
Surely the food value in Bird's Blanc-Mange speaks for itself.

A few pence to buy —a few moments to make —and you have winsome,
gladsome, Bird's Blanc-Mange, a sweet complete in itself. No jam or fruit
i3 required with it.

Bird's Blanc-Mange flavors are Vanilla, Chocolate, Lemon,
Raspberry, Strawberry and Almond.
Prices : 1%¢. pkts.; Silver Boxes 7d. and 1/2

DL L LR

ATl that is seen of it.  267.Gray'slan RA. King's Cross, W.C.1.

% YOUR TONIC %

WHEN
EASILY TIRED—EASILY OUT OF BREATH
DEPRESSED —NERVELESS
Fn o TE

will enable a deaf person ta hear .
in church or theatre, and enjoy
the delights of conversation. Unique
trial terms.  \rite for full picp
particulars. NOW. — Sent g9y

free by return of post
D. & J. HILL Ltd_ 204, Danjhill House, Three times a day
1/3 ofF a. chemists 1/3

1 Try_our New
Popular

DANJHILL
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IRECT Jewellers to the ‘Duke/ Norfalk.

&
ot
nieles; Dot iiamona™
£1210 O £20 0 O £1010 O

Chelce I
bhiamonds.

£10 0 O

Choi(zB.ppMye Beautifully mounted Fine Quality
and Diamondas. iamonds. Diamonds.
£15 0 O £11 10 O £1310 O

.ustrous White
»

£17 10 O

HLBROWN
& SON -[t&
Diamona
Merchants. #

As actual Ring Makers dealing
direct with the public we offer
uniqoe Gem Ring values. You are
asked to prove how our methods
give you quality and save you
money. In your home you can
choose at jeisure from a sel=ction
sent willingly on approval.

Write To-Day.
90 & 902
REGENT ST
LONDON,W.

Lustrous White
Diamonds,

£15 00

Lustrons
Timnonda

£1210 0

Beautifully mounted | Sz ctor:
o Ll | 29 Fmtton Gorden N

LONDON.ECJ.

All rings mounted 18-ct. Gold and Platinum.

AND AT SHEFFIELD.-

TTERYLAND'S GREAT 0
Famous
Barnfields Ware

The“Oxford " Bervices, in lovely shade
¢ ton Blue, consisting of Dinner Set for
persons, Tea Set for 6 persons, Breakfast
et for ¢ persons, including Teapot, Coffes
Jug and covered Butter Dis

The Tea and Breakfast Set finfshed in best

4

Safe delivery guaranteed.
Goods shipped to all parts of the world.
Free Art Pottery Album,
post free. 500 Ilustra:
tions. China Glass and
Cutlery.

The Complete
Crate

Packed free.
Carriage paid.

THE FENTON
POTTERY CO.
Dept. 1), Royal Fenton
Works, Fenton. Btaffs.

Established 1901.
Thonsands of
Testimonials

Caricature

You may have no hope of becoming a ‘' Poy "' or
a ‘' Tom Webster,”" but if you have a liking for
Drawing you can learn Caricaturing and Cartoon-
ingunder he methods they fallow. Tom Webster, ' Poy,”
Bert Thomas, Alfred Leete and H. M. Bateman bave e:ich
contributed Sections to my Postal Drawing Courses.

Can You Sketch ?

Press Art School Teachiog covers etery phase of Drawing.
It gives an easy start to the absolute Beginner afld shows
the bu 1ding Professional
those imncr sicrets of
Techniqus which take
years to acquire in _the
ordinary way. o
PRELIMINARY and
ADVANCED Courses,
and ihe Caricatare and
Cartoon Sections are all
fally explatrad in my

FREE PROSPECTUS

Old Pupils bave illus-
trated it profusely and
numerous Testimonies
fcom them—many ar
now famous Illustrators
—are given in it. A
Postcard will bring this
Prospectus to anyone in-
terestedin Drawing. If
you send a copy ot this
Caricature (a Pupil's
work) or an original
Drawing (preferred), I
will send you a helphd
Criticism, as well as my
Prospectus, quite free.

Write to me personally: Percy V. Bradshaw, Principal.

PRESS ART SCHOOL, Qo sh-Teir @

Hall, Foreat Hill .5.E23
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Write NOW for post-

REPLACED FREE IF COLOURS FADE

HE original British permanent dves, as

applied exclusivelyto Allen’s Durabelle fabrics,
still"enjoy world-wide supremicy against a host
of so-called ‘‘fast colour™ or ‘‘sun-resisting "
materials. Not only is Durobelle sold under
Allen’s firm guarantee to replace free if colours
fade, either through exposure or washing, but it
has been thus guaranteed and used throughout
the world for fifieen yvears—a unique record
which constitutes your ‘‘gilt-edged security.”
9] Send to-day for patterns, loaned post free, and

choose in your own home. 7%he genuine Duro-
belle is sold only by Allens of Rournemouth.

Department A,

BOURNEMOUTH. All

London Showrooms:

free patterns of

TYPICAL o

DUROBELLE TEXTURES
Casement or DressCloth, 28 ins., 1= yd.
Casement Cloths, 31 in<., frem ¥:g} ye.
Casement from 22 yd.

Clothe, 50 ins..
Bolton Sheetings, 5o ins., from 311} vd.
Madras Mucling, so ins, from 211} yd,
Fancy Damasks, Tapestries, Reps and

Mattings, Poplins, Artificial Sitk Mixtures,
leria famons  1i6-page  Colow
heautiful fabricn. describing Thurodle
Slndow Tismes, Tapextries. Maxline
cte. i now reads (1922 eclitfon. 12th yea
for free copy Tentioning STRARD Siao
188, Sloane Street. S.W,
to Bournemouth, please.

Letters direct

»
n

T T

A S ¥ e S S S AT S ST A TSN DT

44, instamps covers the postage ofadescrintive
nge of

Illnnnhd Price List and a .l

EE patterns.  Write
ABINCDON CARPET CO. Lid.,
106, Wharf, Abingdon - on - Thames,

followed a Plan.

and your oocupation.

Decide what you are going to be. Not
merely what you “ want ” to be but ‘‘mean
0 be.”

Be positive and you'll get there. Then set
up a burning desire to attain yom ambition.
Then you must (ke action—saction wins.
Tell yoursclf that vou are marked for posi-
tion and pay. Think it often. Thoughts
take shape in physical action. It is the
way great leaders and doers of things
acted.  Write or call for the booklet telling
you all about your job. We Laveit, Itis
yours for the asking. It is free. You are
under no obligation. But you will owe us
a whole lot of thanks in three years from
now—when you're ** big.” We have ‘“made "
many thousands of big-job men these last
30 years, mony of whom were not so live
perhaps as you. But it rests so much wih
you just at shis particular time. Do this—
get that descriptive book in your hands by
to-morrow’s post.

MEN wHO RISE

Men who rise to position are men who have
YOU can ée somebody and
do something if you follow this advice :—

Just send o poetcard with your name and address
300 Courses to select from.

International Correspondence Schools, Ltd.,
18, International Buildings, Kingsway, London, W.C.2.
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NUNS
Clgareﬂer

The fragrant blue clouds

that wreathe from these

carefully made Cigarettes
give life its flavour,

M.edium.
6° /- 2/5 4/8
Hgnd Made

8> 1/4 3/4 6/8

STEPHEN MITCHELL & SON,
ol The pzml oba

Beanch_ cco  Compan
{of Britain nde LmJ
36, ST “ANDREW SQUARE LAscov)

THE STRAND ArAGAZIVE.
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Protect

your

i Records

when

Boating

You will never damage your records
when you take them to a picnic or on
the river, if you carry them in a
Storec Eapauding Albuw. They are

|

nlecuy ‘la)mlecled. each record is
“STOREC " n a movablec and renewable pocket,
eiits additional pockets being  Quickly
inserted. Storec Albums expaud as
required. Records are expensive—

keep them sately in a Storec.

T

Obtainable 1rom Music and Gramophone Dealers
Price mmplzte with 10° |6

12 pockets . w12t 76
If any difficulty write fordealer’s name
Macey Co. Ltd..65 & 66, Houndsdi'ecl\

.

Macey Music
o ™ Rinders.

THE EDISON BELL (All British)

"HANDEPHON

Britain’s
Best Portable
Gramophone

*
PLAYS ANY
KIND OF
RECORD.

Price £4-10s.

Price

kY oné.amy mlwmllk‘nll‘y Iolrenl into
t 1

e
Weight 124lbs.  tainetane i WATTLE,

The * HANBEPHON ™ is e tirely British made
—metor, tone-arm, sound-box, cabinet, and every:
other part. Thus satisfaction is absolutely
guarauteed. The model is the acme of portability:
and compactness. When closed, looks no bigger

Records,

lhan an attaché case.
four
EN ‘Recurds.

Use " Chromic” Needles on alt
Il.? per 100" Gach Point Plays
JAsk your Dealer Jor Bescriptive Pamphit.  .ilso for
Catnlogues of Kdison Bell ** Velvet Face ™ and
* Winner” Records. Orwrite directloSale
A anufacturers and Putentees—

J. E. HOUGH, Ltd, Edison Bell Works, Lovdon, S.E.15

There is Thirty Years' Reputation Behind
the name of EDISON BELL. All British,
You Know.
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" Bermaline !

,0%. Your Bread  §

’Q( THE choicest wheat and malted barley ’0
& —nature’s greatest life - sustaining @
\ gifts—prepared by the “Bermaline” pro- )
cess, which not only mncreases the nutritive value of .
the bread but makes it easier to digest, give to ’0
“ Bermaline” a food value much greater than that
of ordinary bread. Indeed, than “ Bermaline” there ’
is no finer bread baked. It is a complete, highly- 0
nourishing food, with the added virtue of being N
perfectly delicious. Just try it for a change. '0‘

S

S

N
E

S

“A treat to eat” , , . = ’0
“ Bermaline,” MONT-

GOMERIE & CO., Q
LTD., IBROX, "
GLASGOW, supply ’
the special ingredients ’ ‘
for making ‘‘Berma- ‘
line” Bread to Bakers

who are agents through- ’ ‘
out the United Kingdom.
Write for name of the ’
Agent in your District. 0

=

S S

R Sw >

i MCF
Yo _ "’“’91

ST e @0}0@@@@0@



THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Before going away

see that all your garments ore marked with

Q} CASH'S
(LW WOVEN NAMES

/ ! |

0 b The neatest and
wost  efficient
method of
marking linea.

% '-.\‘t‘ .
e
e\ A 1
J
e _
il &
P'rices g -giur l(z) dozen.
on White Ground [ 29 " H "

“lo bs vblained of all Drapers and Outfiters.

A Special and Finer Tape can be aupplied
formacrking Handkerchiefs and small articles.

|

CASH'S WASH RIBBONS—Made ia Plein
and Brocaded clfects ia White, Blue, Pink.
Heliotropa and Muise. Fast Celowrs.

Samples and full lid of Styles FEEE on gl 3

application U MARK

J. & J. CASH, Ltd. (Dept. A.3), COVENTRY,

Treasure Cot

company L To
Baby and Nursery Outfitters.

Treasare Cot
olds up
small, is Coay,
Lightiocarry,
and Hygienic.
uperbly
made and
besatyfully
finished.

Hamemock

wahiog.

REFUSE
IMITATIONS

VARIOUS
DESIGNS
from 26/9. =
BY FAR THE BEST, DAINTIEST, AND
CHEAPEST COT ON THE IARKET
Write for Beautifully Illustrated Catalogue of Cota.
Crids, ainty Baby's othes, etc.
8 for Blhv Carriag

Umtm Col sent by post on
7 daye’ appro. anywhers i UK.
TREASURE COT Co, Ltd. (Dept. U.1)
Removed to 103, Oxford St.,, London, W.1.

(L& floor s ith kifi.) Opposite Newman Street.

accidents will
happen.

s invaluable first aid.
A rub with Cooper's—
thiut milk . white penetra.
ting Embrocation—gets 10
the seat of the trouble in
all cases of bruices and
sprains. /It reaches
the pain and

it away

BUY A BOTTLE
TO-DAY.

For Household Use, 2/-
For Animal Use, 1'6
d 2

YOUR CHEMIST SELLS IT.
Wiliam Cooper & Nephews, Ltd, hrkhnuud Horte.

i - )

sy
HE SUCCES

BEF AFT
TIF:\TMrhT Husrwr[v RODI

a
‘“ Rodiod has made a

¢’
pr
From IIIlHl]l'“Il of umol{chml vullmnnlnll we quote the
Tollowine " H uml Rendiod for a

wewk lul Ll e\rn 'llhlll lhl\l sh mo a remarkudle
nprowvinen.” Mra . writes lh\e oll(‘lnnl 'an-lkxl
remdis from it pot” © and Viss B K.

of
delightel with the trentment.” Rodiod 1o a rrmlrnlrle hl

reducer  Applel locally o
THICK, UNCAINLY ANKLES AND DOUBLE CHINS

u qutv.llly reduces lhvmllo normnl L‘(\nlullr unl luhmnnble

ace. ens. Call or arat ence,
Fon wnd .2 1t (nx. n plah\ woupoe umed in
full if not stk cllulnm\mll & Burrowa.
RoODIOD I’REP \R:\Tlli\r-lln pt. 1, 3, New Bond stroet. W1,

[ [

The only
Ciuaranteed Seasick
Cure in the World

- L)
othersill's
SEASICK REMEDY
will prevent and cure sea

sickness, trainsickness or air-
sickness or money refunded



Big Demand for
Commercial Artists

Never before havethere been such opportunities
for tralned Artists. They are wanted tocreate
the countless drawings now needed by the
business world — illustrations for advertise-
ments, catalogues, circulars, posters, etc.

DRAW FOR PROFIT

onderfiul n ew method of Postal Tultlon maken It possitla
for angone with a liking for drawing to learn liustrating or
ymercin| «l nnmber of onr studenta aro now
makfig spiemihl incomes. Yon can do the same. No matter
what your nresent abillty. may-he. we.can teach you to pr-itce
Eheidmavine that are mreently wantad,
Veite at onco for Illustmtal
l‘xos(wtm post free, t
T he Frincipal, 8tudio
/, THE LONDON SKETCH BCNOOL.
34, Paternoster Row, E.C.4.

HEALTHY WOMEN

must wear “healthy *
“Natnral Ease
hatlbny of T Brecy wearer sar
While monlding the ficure to the m
- delicate lines of feminine erace they
vastly fmprove the health.

=/ The CORSET of HEALTH

The Natural Ease Corset, Style 2.

/ \ BACK TO PRE-WAR
2 PRICES.
| Complete with Special

| Detachable Suspenders.
‘ Btocked in ail zizes from 20 t
|

pair. st
broau
Post Free ‘extra.

o
30. mMada in finest quality Drill,
!PBGIAL POINTS of IN-
na-l- to  dr hurg, or

- oreak. Nollclni n the bac!
\ ade of strong, dur.
|

. bladril otfnasiqus
\ ity, with special su:
I penders. detachable
| tor washlr gpurposes.
UR( oA It 1s Iaced at the sides wlth
elastic lacinds to expand freely

(when breathing.
ed with adjustable
aps.
t has a short 18 n.l busk In [ToNt Which ensures a
pariect shapa, and 1a fastenad 2t the top and bottom
with non-rusting Hooks and Ey

It can be enslly washed at home. having nothing to
rust or tarnish.

=0
bE)

These Carsets ars epccinily recommencled tor ladies who enjoy
q-.-lmx tennfs. dnncinr. @olf. ke.. as there 8 nothing to hurt vr
Lreale  Bingers, and Intalids will find wonderful asiat

Cresaes
ce. ns they rvae shem to breathe with porfect frecdoni. Thes
yield erl u: eu-ry mon-mvmu( the v--ly nml whilst [1\'“\"
beant; comfartable Corsets ever wom,
RVERY Fl'l’l'( R BR)TIEH dummrc eruh wnmsn workers and

redince nnemploymen

SEND POR YOURS TO-DAY.

HEALTH CORSET COMPANY (Dept. 65),
Morley. House, 26/28, Holborn Viaduct, London, E.C,
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The Lusty Vigour of
CHILPRUFE CHILDREN

their sturdy hold on health, lay firmly
the finest foundations for robust
manhood and womanhood.
CHILPRUFE, being made from the purest
selected wool only, safeguards the children
completely. It keeps them well and vigorous
through al | weather and tem erature changes,

and secures them entirely from the risk of chill.

CHILPRUFE

_Jor CHILDREN

CHILPRUFE is exquisitely soft
in texture, having that delightlul
silky “feel ™ that children love.
Made in a complete range of
undergarments, embracing ever
requirement from infancy upwards

CHILPRUFE
for LADIES as well.

CHILPRUFE is also obtainable in ladies’ garments.
specially cut in relation to present fashion, tastef ully
trimmed. and posscasing ex actlythe same chill-resist mﬂ

qualities as CHILPRUFE for CHILDREN

CHILPRUFE

for MEN also.
The luxury of CHILPRUFE Underwear s now

to men. I Y
the hearty recommendation of the womenfolk, assure

NEW CHILPRUFE PRICE LIST IS NOW READY.
Ask your Dullur or write for a copy direct.

Beaatifully I ed, containing curvent Prices
of CHILP UFE.

dl unable tv obtain Chilprufe, wrile
firect for address of nearest Agent.

THE CHILPRUFE MANFG. CO.
(Jonxn A. BortoN, PROPRIETOR), LEICESTER.



° THE ?T R LVD MAGAZINE.

nal TnRTIIDE
CORNS, CALLOUSES, BLISTERS.
Aching. Soreness. Swelling. Jenderness.

VUl 1VI\IVIL

REUDEL BATH
SALTRATES

Gives yoo Spa Treatment at your own home.
Used and highly recommended by

jeals in bed ‘with ease = SIR HARRY LAUDER . Famous Scottish Actor.
ofort. By pressing = HARRY PILCER . . Dancer.

. instantly raised

inclined. It
s over bed, couch
air_without touch

to various inclin
It canuot over
Comprises Bed
R

JIMMY WILDE. . . Worlds Champion Boxer.
GEORGESCARPENTIER, Boxer,EuropeanChampion

2 Referee of the National
L ¢ bis EUGENE CORRI . { Sporlln' Club
=z \ P a i i C.S. TURNER . . . Lote of the R.AM.C.
Patented =

Billy Wells, Famous Boxer and former Serzw-
Instructor of Physical Training in the Army, says this
was by far the best, quickest actng, and most widely
nsed of all foot pr (paranon‘ among the Allied soldirrs.

A half.pound of this remarkably curative compound
= can be obtained at slight cost from any chemist and

No. 5.—Comple! 3 hul with Detach- will_prove sufficient for even the most severe and

able O Il Metal obstinate cses. /¢ alre steps any rhewmatic aches,
Parts finished lulnhel Ass . R1T1B0 Pains or stiffness within tew minwlee.
‘arriage Paid in Grea! Rritain. Write for Booklet A3,

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd., SATISFACTION GUARANTEED or
171, NEW BOND STREET. LONDON, W.1. MONEY BACK.
0000000000 Hdmilll'l ww‘4mmvuummummnrmml

Send for free illustrated bandbook

nd lesson of the rapidly- icqulrrd

S { - DUPLOYAN mum

2 y simple system used on the
taff.

liamentary Reporting Si

= No. t.—Enamelled Metal Parts, with Polished
Wood Top . &35
: No.3.—Ditto, with Adjustable Su]e Tray,
Automatic  Book ers, and
Polished Oak Top (:n illustrated) £5 W

Sloan-Duployan
Headquarters

e —— The Apple asa Dnnk

CIDER-DE-LUXE

every bottle of which is guaranteed to
be made solely from the pure undiluted
juice of the finest vintage apples grown

in the Wea of England, s

HONEST ENGLISH CIDER

Any make
exutly lke “I muun \\ llnul, El

SRS EE 8 | THE BEST OF BEVERAGES

Ask Your Statloner for

DANIION Py e

Obtain from your Wine Mmlnnlac\mru nrlh nulen

PASSE-PARTOUT

or 42/-. iocluding bottles and case, or a 9-¢alloa cask for
40/8. Of the latter price 15/- is allowed for empty

Hlustrated Picture )r\\l‘nml klvll cask when retarned.
NS & CO. Lid (Dept. S). Widemanh, Hereiond
Go.lo4d. WM. EVANS & CO 7t 5). Widemw

(Dept. 1), 52. r:-i:::v- London, W.C.2 & Loadoo Agents: an&]ohnm No. 205«.” BillterSL.E.CI
z R s £ Abn lllusirated Treatise on Cider posd free
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C‘%ocaérzf@f)

The most delictous choco-
lates you ever tried. You

will be delighted with their

luscious centres and velvety H

; , smooth coatings. g
RED SEAL i $
SERIES. g 4’
Three distinct Fj‘ a‘ - 1‘%
‘h.rI'mt.;,h' g S You can buy them at Lyons o
or ‘assorted’ G Comer House, Strand Corner
centres. é El House, Maison Lyons and every }

o 4 LYONS TEASHOP AND ]

e 5/- 0 | FROM MOST HIGH-CLASS |

B Smaller f CONFECTIONERS. :
H BRox 2/6 ; .. LYONS & CO.. LTD.. LONDON, W od
i sovmssvmn ﬁ e e EE————

One woman tells
another about
the popularity of

HDP ss..c.

in her home — and then

e tags 1 another family finds out
104% "hoie. how delicious H.P. is.

The rich oriental fruits and spices are so cunningly blended with Matured
Malt Vinegar as to produce a flavour quite distinct from any other sauce.

GROCERS EVERYWHERE SELL H.P.
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ALKIA SALTRATES

NO OTHER yw‘
L,_Kt- I_r STANDS ALONE

IN A CLASS BY ITSELF

Unrivalled as
a specific for

u 100 O 00

LIVER, KIDNEY,
STOMACH.BLOOD Excellent for children, 18 Brilliant
& INTESTINAL Colours. Ask your Toy or
DISORDERS. Fancy goods dealer,or send direct.
Rheuml‘!?lm?rcout. 1,-’ 2” o 3I9' post free,

Skin Diseases,
S B REMEMBER

ABSOLUTELY pure. safc. surc and always reliable 6 »
Instantly forme o sparkling effervescsnt and

pleasant tasting drink. Specially economical because
it is so highly d that the y doses

are extremely smal ry half the dose you usually € deli ul enci ul s tor
{ Il Try half the d i The delightful Stencil Outfts f;

take of an ordinary Saline. Ity a pinch in your Tea ki . .

every morning for a week. There will be no detect- | making pictures, no paints, no

able tas ¢ from it. Price is but 3/3 a large bottle, | knowledge of drawing. charming

at all Chemists. Guaranteed satisfactory or money H

back without a word. results, postfree 2/4, 4/3 and 8/3.
Used nnd hl'hl recommended by George s

Robey, ‘eg(y) Bettinson, Jimmy ’ 101

B ok Pesuy) Bettingon, Jimmy | |~ Harbutt’s Plasticine, Ltd.

Billy Wells, Eugene Corri, and hundreds of 3, Bathampton, BATH.

other prominent people.

g LT A

TAYLORS for TYPEWRITERS

ALL MAKES on HIRE, HIRE PURCHASE on EASY TERMS,

THE BOUGHT. SOLD. REPAIRED and EXCHANGED.

ERIKA TYPEWRITER & OFFICE SUPPLIES AT BARGAIN PRICES.
Authors MSS. Typed letters dwlicated.  THE_ SUN ADDING MACHINE, €10 10s.

Write for LIST No. 11 of Typewriters, Duplicators, and Calculating Machin:

The Portabile |
W

. s TAYIORS Ltd., 74, Chancery Lane, London, WCZ

£1418s. P NEW & SECONDHAND OFFICE FURNITURE. Tel.: Holhom 48104 lines,

Wash-day E
orries—

\u more hard work, and the washing
one in half the usgal time. The

uld tub and scru

method is superseded

in Travelling (

No internal mechanism,
Will wash all kinds of

inen Curtains.

UNSIGHTLY HIGH g
BOOTS ABOLISHED. Pieelog o

APPLIANGES NOW BEINC SUPPLIED TO WOUNDED
SOLDIERS UNDER COVERNMENT CONTRACT.
Pamphlet PREE 0 all mentioniue Tox Staaxp Mavazine

Beod partleniars of your cuse.  Addres:
THE O'CONNOR EXTENSION CO., LD., Write for Hlustrated Catalogue (No. %08B).

3 THOS. BRADFORD & CO., Makers,
SURGICAL BKERIT“ N]SPECIAUSTD‘ 1162 HIGH HOLBORS. LORDON.
] 130, Bold

2, BLOOMSBURY STREET., LONDON. W.C.

LABOUR.SAVERS for the HOUSBE.

BUTTER CHURNS, BUTTERWORKERS.
** Evarything for the Houas and Dairy.”

. Liveriool ; 1. Deansgate, Mauchester.




g, palate
11 cozzldanalyse

the luscious flavour of
‘0.K." Sauce it would
detect the sun-ripened
tomatoes,Seville oranges,
Valencia raisins, Messina
lemons, Indian mangoes,
and the fragrant spices of
the East. No other Sauce
contains such anexquisite
blending of good things

OK.

(Ruch Zhick

z
5

RALT
1\\ L

THE BRITISH SOAP C°L™” HulL

OneTouch of NEW-PIN'
raakes
theWholeHouse(lean

|
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Iigh in -
Popw,ARf}wowe
Because ofrts
) DELICIOUS FLAVOUR
In addition to its mdescrlbably

luvely ﬂaVDUI’ Il lS gOOd ‘0[ us
‘ all havmg a real ‘OOd value

T
=Y

=% /\
=

< A7
=

| Being made from pure rich

. milk, butter and sugar, it is

i\ N’ \7 very nutritious.

PLII'CAY) Obtainable from Harrods, John Barker

) 'j‘ & Ca, Ltd. Secans  besches. and il
W onfcaionees! 1aes ihculiy s cioerlenced
| we will send 1i- or 2/- tin POST FREE

I\ 57 on receipt of remittance.

|
| ,,\ {| “Good for a Cold”

CAEN

TURNWRIGHT
TOfE DELGH

"t Sold in daintily wrapped pieces,
Gd per 3-lb. and in Tins

FREE AND POST PAID. Send
postcard for an interesting small Paint-
ing Book, with conditions on back page

i_lb_ gk oy disribution.  Mention Strand

Magazine.

A\ \IV Makers;  Turmer & Wainwright, Ltd
&= JAl iDept. A), Brighouse, Yorks
i“‘, |74 ~ R4 o

y’ N e
5 4 afs )

1 =
EVERYIOWS FAVOURITE. DELIClOUS PURE-NUTRIYIOUS
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[ CURE WEAK NERVES!

1 cordialiy invite every reader of the S1rann
Macazixg who sutieis from nerve weakness or ill-
health of any description to write at once for my
FREE BOOK on nerve trouble,

[ Gutpositively cure dee plessiese, (heunrv\ habit. frritalility,
palpitation, sudden exbaostion, beavines iniis, o in fact,
any FHEART, NERVE, or xl()\ll\( H lI\OUI Lk,

If you e pessinsistic, anbitivn, 01 without the
energy tu canry out your amhitiuns or perforni your work satis.
factanly, if everything seems a trial and a cae justead of a
jay and plecsute, it is a sure sizn that you hase bezowe reres.
thenic.  In such Case, yoit Catniot posaibly become the vt iul or
huiness success you were meant o be nutil you huve egained
he.ith and Nitness.

There is only one sure and certa

t. INCH

in muhod in lhrw rld to-day
AYR TN

HOMNE TRE want and
inexpensive, with m..lu PERMANE v.r, it IS wouth its
weight in Lieasuty noles to the nene sufferer. I you have

tied other methods without satisfaction, «osi't Aesitate, wiite
O.DAY —that is the kind of vase [ like to get.

1 hold thousands of testimonials from patients who conld not
last through an ententiinment of sty in a crowd wnil they
Came tome. My 1teatment wis put 10 a severe te-t duting the
war with nombers of shell.shock cases—the worst form of
neurasthenia it is possible 10 have.

Remember, without tieatment. terve troulle nsnally ends in
a newvous breikdown, after which a cmie is moie dfficult 1o

obtain.
TO THE MIDDLE-AGED.

1 huld extraordlinary testimouials irem pupils over the age of
ity asi the wonderful1 ejove i 2 powers of wy tremmen:
Lcan add years to the life of iddleczed patiente
the same e give them renewed visour, Al letiers reated in
stict contidence. No Llnrce for dismnosic or vpinion.

All juterested in the forezuing ate i ited to send a 3d. stamp
and ask for “ NERVE P(YUK | il

** HEALTH, STRENCTH, AND DEVELOPMENT.”

‘The alove is the title of an illustrated booklet showing huw
heaith, suengtn, and cevelopment can be improveu ont of ail
knowledge. ~ This particularly apoeals to the ~porisman. the

Fuifer who would improve at his gime, the tennis plaver, boxer,
LD
b

cyciist. or matorist. The ** 1}
moveddevelopment cures ronnded sbonlders,
Nat chest, ~pinal curvatuie. . aves the height.
Only One Booklet sent to each applicant.
Please make it perfectly clear which booklet is required.
Wriite 10 * Health is the first wealth.”

THOMAS INCH, Health Specialist

(DEPT. 8, PUTNBY. LONDON, B8.W.15,

system uaramees ime

I/~l(, AZINE.
=

Knmyledge
is
Power.

The Simplitied Ilome Studies in Languages,
I'sychology and Lagic, originated 16 years apo
Ly the Rev. J. C. Wilcox, M.A. (S1. John's
College, Cambridge), have changed the acquisi-
tion of knowledge from an irksome task into a
real pleasure,

By this Syst=m of teaching (x scientific adaptation of old
and new methods). yrou can take up one or more sub jects
awd souly them st home in your gwn dme.  The s no

~

time linit.  No text books are re-
The subjsects | «itired : the §.S.8. uunm.u pcts would

taught by the becaine your own propeity. Vour work
S35 are: soultd he under the direction of schotars

who are expert in their own subjects
FRENCH and would take a personal interest i
ENCLISH youe progress. No previous knuw ledge
SPANISH of any sulject is required.  You can

beyin 1o study at once.
LATIN .
Locic A STUDENY “ The

splendid, erincing that rore of lvul'M into
PSYCHOLOCY at's dificultios and od
ARABIC taking oneso graduaily (Arough lAl lwk, 004
HEBREW o redisce labowr to G minimum.”

Thuvauds of similar unsolitcd later
CREEK (N.T.) | of approviation canin scenat thooftices o¢

the #.5.8. on u!plh‘uuuu to the Secretary.,

Write at once fer particulars, mentioning the subject or ubud:
in which you are specially interested. FREE TES
taken from the Course will be sent by the Secretary.

The School of Simplified Study, Ltd.,

5$9. St. Paul's Chnmhcn. 19-21, Ludgate Hill,
LONDON, E.C.4.

mellttle Alpha

It is real) Life-

vy to any man.

le, it keepr trousers per-
fectly creased and slyelch:d 1n.| lee whole

it wiinkle.free. |t paeks 214"
ind weighs 20 o2, HRiitish ||uoughum.
Usine the “*Alpm™ Portble Trouser

Press and Suit Hanger becomes a habit—

a clothes-saving habit.
8/6

Your frivna Post
m it
I “ ALPHA" No. UXE. l'ull\]!l.\-ql\\ naxum:

Free
E L
e Mo x.ll«| SpringsAnd
M on_lar or_hiwk
* London Joint City & Midland Bank, Ltd.”
3, TUDOR STREET,
LONDON, E

vn...'-x‘..‘.w..‘ .0

MAY & CO. ("%,
RIDING

BREECHES

uhs from sous
il

own meamwes that
in coreer

rle, wel s w
¢ guarantee 1bly ut A wuch low
costthan can itained elscwhere.
No matter whers You are we can
mmvl)‘ you as well as if you guve ue
a personal call.  end for our petterns
and relf-measure hmru- ton

RIDINCTWEEDS, BEDFORD CORDS,
DRILLS, etc., 21~ to 80'-
Setistaction amared or cash rtanded,

BEDFORD RIDING
BREECHES CO.

pt. M.8.), 29, GL. Titchtield 8*.
—— Oxford $t., London, W.1.
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SELF GENERATING

All British Made.

for the

NlGHT §IDING
made
LIGHT RIDING

Instal a Voltalite on your

machine and rest a

by | that at last your ugmmg

H'R'Ho'lw:lh Troubles are over.

s
from its reliability, sim-
"“ “'*""‘"“ ty, n‘:m“.‘:unu. ‘tha light
llbc ‘v.nl is e “ brilliantly
qy;] . r man:

R« anu y. jumina ® road y
THE" Voltalite™ Cycle hghung outfit produces by

he movement of the cycle at no cou 'f"" walk:
to racing .&«d an inexhaustible supply of Electricity
In%rﬂlnnlly uminate Head Lamp au{ Rear I,-mr
years without attention, aad is universally
aul-lmed as the most perfect of self-generating sets.
FIRMLY REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

No. V2 :ﬁrm vd‘l:’
IMumina
HEAD SET. Hesemp i
Complete  with 2 / 6
Bulb, and Head
Ready Postage extra,
for immedmf T

m Voltalite, the ideal no trouble
Tamp. and Particulars on application,

Extracts from a few of the very
many Testimonials Received.

G. K, Croydon, H. P. F., Egin, Soot-
I-'eh, vp-— About two | land.—"' 1 must say that
purchased a | the light is very good in-

Voluﬂ‘f’ I:tfurmycycle deed ; it will pick out

and have found it ex-

obycu at about 150 ft."
uun-lynsefnl Thu-vmg

S. M., Cumberland, Jan.

, the clea 1922.—**Ihave ncrhmgbm
kn of lamps bl ow pmue for the * Voltalite,”
in rough weather B. H., Hale, April, 1922.
—*"*The ' Voltali ite' s a

nnn!}lfwollhe good
points.’ splendid article.”

W. P., Foleshill, Jan,

1922. ;“II lbou ght one of

our ‘Voltalite' setsin rors,

znd it isstill running O. ?(_5

—*The set

ible satis-
.?::."m. ofcon.

F.G.T..
Feb.,

3k

i | R H, Purfieet, June,
fidence on & windy night. My  *Voltalite'
Ly run faultlessly for sie

F. H. , Thornton | years.”
Mexborough,

H a'l st ¢ § G. H
have had the oltalite” | May, 19a1.—"1 have a

m' for nelﬂy 3& ars, | * Voltalite* which I would
r m—u not exchange for any other
ﬁ-l- l:zml in perfe kind of lamp, as in my
pruv«i mrm opinion they are just what

is required.

Send for the lllustrated Art Book- |
let the ** Voltalite,” J/50, con- |

of
taining full partloulara, together

with extracts from thousands of

ELECTRIC CYCLE LAMP

Be Prepared

No more dlrty

Hands!

DIRTY HANDS
ARE UNKNOWN
to users of PELDO !

A little Peldo before work saves all
the scrubbing of hands after-
wards. Peldo leaves the hands
clean, soft and white. It
prevents chapping.

Regd. Price

g applicd for)
SKIN CREAM
Said by Chemssts, Steres, Garages,
Toonmongers, dic. If any difficulty
m obtaining send 116 to—
PELDO WORKS,
4. Devon Wharf,
Mils End.
LONDON, E.1.

THE 800 GASES OF TYPHOID
AND 40 DEATHS

caused in an English town by impure water
could have heen prevented by the
“GEM”™ PURE WATER STILL.

It produces pure water— sterile, oxygenated,
palatable—free from organic impurities that
cause typhoid (enteric), cholera, dysentery,
intestinal worms, etc.. and free from mineral
impurities that indace rheumatism, gout, stone,

gravel, dyspepsia, blood and skin diseases,
ossification and premature old age. Recom-
mended by 7he Lances, medical men and
health culturists. Booklet free.

THE GEM BUPPLIES CO, LTD. (Dept.
67, Bouthwark Streot, London, 8.E1.

25 QUICKLIT

>

H),

The original MATCH-
LIGHTING Petrol Lnrnp
AUTOMATICBURNERCLEANER -

Pncv.s
Storm Lantern, 3
Table Lups mc P ium SS

CEILING LAMP 400C.P
Burns  Petrol or Parafia
gm -lighting) asillus 9O -
end for list. Al goode sent
Ty rerurn of past. L
QU[CKLIT LAMP CoO.
F. Dundendale, Led}
61. Lower Mmley Street, Manchester.
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REAL REST.

Simply press the buttou and
the Lack declines of automa-
tically ri-es.to any pusition—
release the bitton and the
hack i« securely locked. The
Leg Rest usts 10 varlous
inclinations and €an aico e
used as a footstool.  When
not in use it slides under tue
seat,

Calalanu 3 of Adjust-

J.FOOT&SON, Ltd.
171, NEW DOND ST.
LONDON. W.1.

Press the
Button—
that's all.

OLD HATS MADE NEW

Cushuons for all e=

AND LED TO PRESENT Lﬂ “MH'SU
I i-vo from 10/- to 30/~ by sending your old W ﬂﬁ
- YELO b ¢ STRAW
A s

Dat to the Renovating Expert—A. WRIGHT,
“am Of Luton. His clever workers will
quickly transform your old hat—completely
renovate, re-model, and return it equal to a
nev ¥ West End Creation. Send for Free Cata
of 80 styles of latest fashionable

?

y wish th
ade h.lhlcn-l-lc-
29 »\Uf requirad, hats emn
be rld o lo ' darver. colours, pre
Jerence showld be given to Bl
Nawy, or Ny , tro
1/8 cach.) Gent's Hats also reno
vated — 48 to 6/~ (except Bowler or
Silk Hata)

Satisfaction Guaranteed
. or Money Refunded.

A. WRIGHT (Dept. 20), Albert Road, LUTON

D mmbmatms« colours,
Any d{sgnahape 90 fo order. s

Prices from

An Extra Bed’ always ready 18/6 for 20-in. x 18-in. Cushion.

T thin Bl s Whele Skins of **Leather Craft” Sudde, to

SETTEE BED novelty. make your own Cushions, for 6/8 for 5-feet skin.
Send stamped nddressed encelope

for Sanples and Prices, elc., elc., to
Gives an extra bed with-

Gives an extra bed with- Leather Craft (vep. s». Malvern.
Th.
Seadut “ud Suieacrive it

when used as a settee
Doubly economical

Adapted in a
Moment

Economical & Congen
Warmth in the Home.

Have every room in your house
cheetful. "Create a warm and
kealthy atmocphere.  8ave on
your fuel bill. Instal

Clark’s Patent

SYPHON STOVE

For Gasor Oil. Guar.unteed to

Samples of coverings 3
to harmonize  wl generate only PURE HEAT with.
C.--;.;u angolhertll;’l out Sumoke or Smell. Flueless,
ing Furnishings can be . v
o oTaistings ote X tnfor FILEE, Cope ot Broklot.-
CLAlK 'S SYPHON STOVECO.-.Ltd.
1644, Queen Victoria Street, E.C.4.

Wonka: WARRINGTON. |

gL |11 (11115

THE "“STAR"™

Flaniny DARNING MACHINE
'ﬂww LIKE A SMALL LOOM.

Mends anything from underwear to lace curtains.

Saves expense & space—the one article does for both settee an:!

. Always ready for an st resident or unexpected visit

e Description
Satiataction Guiranteed

ﬁ(vlnd fumed oak, Iron frame. wire spring mattress; 2Mt. 3in
y 6ft. Zin. Packs flat. Complete with sterilized woollen
fack squab In cretonne, two cretone pillows, 22in. square,
canvas platform and

cretonne valance

Can be made in any

Does the work of an hour in » few minutes. Perfectly even dam is e sthly
woven right into fabric. The greatest boon to the busy ho! wife
ever Invented. Speedily puts fresh heel or toe in stocking and nully re-

pairs table linen, silk goods, etc. It is so very simple to work that ( its ald
o darn quicker. neater and better than an expert by band

alone. Supptied wit llustrated direction « 2/9 (postage 3. extral. Send
ow 8- P.C . R. CO. (Dept. 18), GIH Hollowly Rd.,London,N.18.
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296-29 PENTO \' ROA
KINGS

SIMILAR \
ravinaton q K

(01SPOSAL OF A MANUFACTURERS STOCK)
Beautifully Finished, Extra
Stout O Carct English y
Hall-marked Solid ‘

.Gold Cases Celebrated o
MOVADO" I5 Screw
Jewel Compensated
Lever Movement ad-
justed and timed in
four positions 9 Carat
Sold Gold ExEqndmg

Brccele

£5/51-

%sz Wetehs Bracelets
thers sold
a/ﬁS’/S’-&m/on approv-
Cash

al refu
e oot complelly bl

GO L O

£7s"

AN EVERYWOMAN’S NEED

Supplied by a Woman's Invention.

Laddering and damage to
stockings caused byCorset
Suspenders are entirely
obviated by the use of
MRS. FLORA SPIERS’'

( Patenty

HOSEGARDS

The Corset Suspenders are attached to the
Hosegards and not to the Stockings, bence
image cannot occl
Hosezards keep Slockmnuwln and smooth
and Corsets firmly down over the hips areal
boon to Ladies inclined to embonpoint.
josegards are adjusted and removed ina
moment as eaty os garters. and adjust
e Sands 4 o o ey ma e Beuh
of caute varicose veins.
osegards are dainty, :o (o(llble in wear,
the knee is free and all st removed from
the stocking labric, its llle belni trebled—a
great economy ; in fact, Hovegards save their
cost with the first pair of Stockings.
Grade 1. Faney l-"nlled Elastic,
vemaie 2115 208 free
Grade 2 An Silk Fnlled Elastic,
pecoar 4 i W“[_"{f
Block. White, Sky and Pink.
Please give second choice.
Mrs. FLORA SPIERS,
(Room 9Y); 44, Ficot Streot,
LONDON, E.C.4.

A0 ABAMM ‘! {(H 1Y 1,
In this TAN—SAD, baby
gets the cosy-comforts of
a Fifteen-Guinea Carriage—YOU get the

convenient compactness of a Folding Pram,

Tts smart appearance is quite equal to
Baby Carriages costing five times its

price, and vou will find it Weir
superior in its adjustability to
Flat Bed or Sitting position.

Never before have Baby's sensi-
tive nerves been so surely pro-
tected from kerbstone shocks
~the W heel sp fun( means
fatigue -freedom for yoa and
complete protection for Baby.

>
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Beware of
Chills now !

Autumn  chills are easily con-
tracted, and seriously lower the

health standard for the Winter.

Buy your Winter Jason now—
the surest safeguard against chill.

Jason is highest grade underwear,
and the pure new wool fabric has
wonderful softness as a result of
the exclusive Jason Finish, which
ensures comfort otherwise un-
obtainable.

ALL-WOOL UNSHRINKABLE

UNDERWEAR

All sizes and styles for ladies,
children, and men are held by
the leading drapers and outhtters.

For those who desire a more popular-
riced underwear the ** Olympic ™ Brand
as been introduced, which carries exactly

the same guarantees regarding value and

satisfaction as ** Jason.

JASON UNDERWEAR CO., Leicester.
)

DANGER-FREE
A SHAVING 3

SCIENTIFICALLY
STERILIZED §
ALLBriTsH |
BRUSH °

Deadly Anthrax, pre-
sent in so many foreign
shaving brushes, can never
be found in an all-British,
guaranteed * Culmak "—
mys  eminent Bacterlologtst, EACH &
Every bristle serflzed by most UPWARDS
germ! Set
**Celsit™ unbres!
cne and enjoy da

[ ju\malc"

SHAVING STICK
STERILIZED TOO'! /

~Culmak " Shaving Stick—a lavely,
ing scap, mmediately steri-

Hoes any rasorecut or beoken piruple,

guaniing your skin against atr-borne Infeo-

tlan. Boid In Blue tins.

USE BOTH £ LAUGH AT GERMS!
roanterd

All up-to-date Chemists snd 8torea sell ** Culmak ™
ized Bruabes and Bbaving Bticks.
SAFEST AND BEST IN THE WORLD.,

natory lafets Free
“CULNAK" DUBHAR ROAD, LOWDON. N.7.

-ﬂxool bandle, Buy
free shaving st lash,

7 YEARS’ WEAR! i oiners. Suit
—————————————— cqmliy House, all Sports
y Holid: )h “ll"k‘h!—‘lw

Tynygongl, say
* Laat pair ¥ it s
and still good.

Mrs, C—, 7,
g Hackney Rd.,
Maidstone

says

Cannot do without them,”
Prices (post tree), U.K.
l’l.!ldml Ladies’. Gents'.
11 a2 aa

r standing long howrs.

§ ze and Colour.

Colour— Brown, Black, o
l th Shoes lwilhtml. \lmrp!ng‘
Leather Fittings (as per illustration) 56 59

Bapuior Slocksd. 4o strapping (Bosta 18 Extra) %  7-
Leather Soled Shoes, superior (St /6 s 9
Pelt Slippers, Warm Lined, Finer Jute 'Solea, 379 - a3

“Ideal ™ for Shipboard In any eapaci
Jute Shoes cheapest while leather so dear. Flﬂﬂ' to feet.

Three pairs at ome time, 2. per pair off; six pairs3d. Full list, 1d,
PATENT CANVAS SHOE CO. 1, STEPS ROAD, near GLASGOW.

40 yeary' Advertisers. Coolest for Hot Climates.
Sent abroad on receipt of M.0. and Parcel Postage.

a 5 A ROON AND BLESSING TORAR,
SONN £ N

S

“COLONIAL"
fl e WATCHQ

SPLENDID TIMEKEEPER.
Guaranteed for all Climates, Solid
Silver ferew Bese
Daast Proaf, Superior Lever
Movement. Fully Jewellad, £3 3.0
With Tadim diab 10/ exta, Poat Free.

the only
-nm. never losen

Afways the
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£26:10:5

down gives you the Rudge

RUDGE MULTI

Sloping Tank Roadster,
clutch “pedal starter
and the famous
Multi gear, now ..

Last year's price ..
Al spare

and sold
13% less

wnh three-speed

Last year's pn(,e o

ml\DOV
BRliI‘O
VEN'

HULL—46, King Edward Street;
LYIC"I:“'I"::.R ﬂ!. Hum| ate ;

Reoshaw  Street, 376330, Stanley

with

£117

£110 5o
m standardized

Agents at
ot e

AGENTS EVERYWHERE.

RUDGE THREE SPEED

box and all- cm £M
drive, now

- 8126

Court Road, W.1; BEDFORD—1, High
— 145, (.‘orpor-uon Btreet ;
7. Queen’s Road ;

ueen's
Hertford Street; DERBY—
Buildings ; EARTBOURNE 18, Temminea. Rosd;
FEXETER—28. Sidwoll Street; GLOUCESTER—S5, Wesigata Strest;
LEEDS 401, Quildford Street;

o

Motor Bicycle fully Insured
IF you really wishto own a Rudge Motor Bicycle, write to

us. We will tell you where to go to get it af once, by
depositing only £26 :10: 5 down and £5 (plus 1d.) there-

after for twelve months. Thus, instead of wishing for a
Rudge, you can ride it now. So write at once and

let us make arrangements for you at the nearest Depot.

Here is a handy guide for the Motor
Bicycle Purchaser, freely illustiated and
containing in compact form just what
you wish to know about the Rudge.
Send name and address to Dept. 201,
Rudge-Whitworth, Ltd., Coventry, or to \
any of the following Motor Bicycle Shops'
MANCHESTER—192, m]“(/lljloﬂ Street ;

NOTIINGHAM_ 13 & b chmlhu- NORWIOH—30n, 8. Stcp

106, Prince of Wales Road; OXFORD it
'RESTON —150, Chuthlreet sHBFPIBLD—“I,]lanm!Ntll‘
S SUNDERLAND—28 & 29. Vine
WOLVERHAMPTON 17, Victoria Street

St. Mary Street ; Anmmggum Unlun hl.ml.
13 & 14, Greenside Place; GLASGOW — 16, We

ORD—
BRIGHTON—

treet ;

AED"'P-—
LIVERPOOL Bold Enmnumm
Road, “Bootie

price £33-10

Gaarastead 12 Mooths.

AT SR

The

*D

The " Comet” Detachable Motor, which can be fitted or
removed in a few minutes, obviates this. The power unit
is a single cyl. Two-cycle engine, reversible, water cooled,
lubricated by petrol and oil mixture, and fitted with Bosch
magneto and plug. From 7-12 m.p.h. can be attained,
according to size of boat, and one gallon of petrol lasts

30-35 miles. Send for lllustrated Catalogue * B.”

THE “COMET” MARINE MOTOR CO.,

9, St. Thomas’s Street, London Bridge, London, S.E.1

Telepbone : Hop 26i1. Telegrams: * Cometmo. Borch. London” Code: ABO. (sth Hiition
Demonstration & Repair Depot : Utopia Boat Yard, Thames Ditton, Surrey

OMET

ETACHABLE "MOTOR
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Foots Bath Cabinet

Zm LK bealih saive of Thermal (Hot Air or Vapour) Bathing is an establisbed
(L fact. Notking ele is 5o icctive in preventing sickness, ot for the cure of

Colc's, Inflnenza, Khewmatism, Sciauca, Blood, Skin, Liver, and Kiduey
Gomplaini. It elimutiaes the poisonow attcrs from the system,  increses
the How ol blead —the life curcent—freed fiom its impurities, clears the skin,
recuperittes and revitalises the body, quiets the nerves, rests the tred, creates
thit delightiul feeling of invigorated health and  strength, insures perfect

Fvery formi of Hot A
2t home with eur e

; Vapour, or Niedicated athscan be enjoyed privatcly
afety Cabir When not in use it folds iuto &
SAFETY OUTSIDE HEATER, &c.

Write for Bath Book. B 3. Post Free.

J. FOOT & SON, Ltd. (Dept. B 3), 171, New Bond St, London, W.I.

COT TOUR OWN WIAIR |
Correspondence WITH THE

“JONBUL”
College, Ltd.

SELF-HAIRCUTTER
The suecess of the Cambridge Correspondence

Cellege 1s founded on the fact that it is conducted §jﬂ{(’§; Sraiaiday.

entirely by University Graduates who themselves Mo‘m- ‘Ret, m‘ e

havethe widest personal experience of all branches ’S l"' ’; o

of Tuition, The Courses of the Collere include : The “h": ‘X-‘ Ted it akie POST
LATIN ENGLISH it. Kives n clean, .mm.m'. L ;m,:;\‘”“_

FRENCH ARITHMETIC o takes imich

ahor nd_is
!»nnhrd rt. hair.
m

Cutter, 2ext
The Secretary, blated Catter, 4 extea hindes;
CAMBRIDGE CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE. d. k% & Hace

comb an:

3, Douthty House, Doughty Street. Loadan, W.C.I"

THE DUST PERIL

sent in box with directions

cutter (S.M.12).44. Hatton Gda.. London. E.C.

UNUSED BATOUM STAMPES "British Occupation *
Cat. 70) FREE taall purchasers of Packet No. M. 102 oontain-
) diffenmt UNUNED stampe only; tneludiiig 4 Ny ass:
TOGO, CAMEROUN, NIGER Territory, Upter

i

\\\ m- Telands, Poland, Schloswig, uu‘um(\u “Belgium.

fozamb and fine sets of Dantig and Czecho-Slovaki
Throat and Lungs are feeling the effe of contact with a The entire lot for 1., postage 14 unmm\-rnldle Onl
dufl laden air more and more each day. ore Throats. ‘ ok lcant ﬁ\ S FIR“FEr'Gl:.ngzgll: Eve " r';"\vl'l:
Catarrh, and Couchs have troubled many of late. A3 a AHMBNIA 10 fasae with violet overprint, 14 o mps complete).
preventive as well as a cure. Prodor's Pinelyptus Pastilles ARMBNIX ilst {smao with violeb orerprint 14 stamps complatel.
are immensely serviceable; they are antiseptic ta the he Stamps of Evkore & Colonfes. 500 pp. Price 4/, pﬂl 1
bacterin wh.cﬂ ledge ‘and are harboured in the throst ‘

t
Vi per cent. Nuw Issv Seavior.  Write for particulars
BRIGHT & SON. 163, STRAND. LONDON, W.C.2,

'\lOTORI< | who are exposed o dusl,
TENN l\ :I,\H RQ and  “that after chill,
nd al ag ‘ should use “Pinelyptus”
OUI l)()OR \I ORT freely.
;I'NO D\XLIJO{_{M-_RS \ Pro@ar's i i o
Pinelyptus Pastille
ATMOSPHERE | seeindiigtraables BT W e o e B8y,
ing nmmmonk. made. Its con-
Famouz for O o
ASTHMA CHEST Pogemtiorfirg g il
CATARRH THROAT Prices : .
COUGH VOICE Dwarf size, 4/8. Medium, 5/8.

Pairs In Cases, 12/@ and 1476.
Tonther, Ootht Case: contatning  Rasors,
Ot &l Cutlers,
The MAB CO.. 73A, Newhall Street,
BIRMINGHAM.

| PINELYPTUS

PASTILLES
Broncho-Lary
1/3 PER BOX from any CHEMIST or STORE.

Proctor's Pinelyptus Depot, Neweastie-m-Tyne.

1< the title ¢

with a safe
ness wh

. simple and successful Treatment for Sleepless-
v medicine, Lrings blessed health-restoring sleep. It
< leep to the sleepless and a promise of Healthy Repose. Its contents
a \\)‘ t is Sleep? The Causes of Insomnia. The Cure of Insomnla. Nervous
Diseases. Neurasthenia. Nerve Strength, etc

, stc.
The valuable forty-four page book ** The Gift of slcep " post free on application to

COPSON GARRATT,
37, Consuiting loom 10, Finsbury Squa London, E.|
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Riley ‘'Home'
Billiards

For OLD and YOUNG

There is no game more fascinating and Lrimful of
enjoyment than the King of Indoor Games—Billiards,
when played in your own home on a Riley ** Home”
Billiard Table. Sons, Baughters, Father, Mother—
all can enter wholeheartedly into the game. *I{ome”
Lilliards is the binder of the family circle—an
irresistible inducement to stay indoors during the
Winter evenings. Commence the happy home-life

habit in your home.
You can pay as you play.

‘ zhoton xing  on

onlinary dining table.
b malog-ny, best shate bed, frost-
proof cushions, cryﬂ:hle balls and
all accessoii

Riley's ** Home"
Hilliard Table

N. B “ Riley ”

Table will
lant a lifetime. Seven
days’ frec trial given,
and carriage paid to
any address  within
one mile of any rail-
way station in U.K,

200000

nlomh') payments
9/3) 11/9, 16/, 19 - 26/9
A P.O. for 16/- will bring the popular
8ft din. size Riley* Iome' hillia d Table
mw ¢ uvur door — carriage paid to an
address if w-lhtrlnl rsll: of any rail-
[T tati [
DOWN i, St i, oy,
RILEY’'S *“ COMBINE "
BILLIARD AND DINING TABLES.

Inmahogany oroak. Sizesand Prlcesfor\l'\hogsy"l'abln—

x aft. 1oin. (]
Remarkably fine x it gin, £2810 0
pieces of furniture. x 3ft. 10in. £358 0 0
All - werkmanship * 4ft. 4in. o
x 4ft. 10in. o

o £856 0
guaranteed faultless or in 13 0r 20 monthly payments.

RILEY'S FULL -SIZE BILLIARD TABLES.

"lmptriﬂl" Warranted
ard T'alie. 10 years.
*s are the Jargest makers of the Full Sire Tables.

\\'nle for particulars.

stimates qweu free for all repairs
and accessories.

Write for Free Lists of
‘*Home '’ & “ Combine *’ Tables.

E. J. RILEY, Ltd., Seaontess

+9 ACCRINGTON
London Showrooms: (Dept. A). 147 . Alderszate St.. ﬁ’?\

HOW TO BECOME A
SUCCESSFUL WRITER

Remarkable Work of the
Correspondence College.

London

Remarkable work is being done by the well-
known London Correspondence College in training
men and women to become successful authors and
journalists.

Everyone who wishes to make money by writing,
either as a profession or in their spare time, should
write to the College to-day for particulars of its
various courses.

A recent student of the College has contributed to
the following papers within eight months of beginning
the Journalism Course :

T he Bystander
Sunday Times Doily Mirror
Weekly Graphic Country Life, and
Star The lllustrated Sporting
and Dramatic News.
Awarded First Prize.

“1 was awarded first prize in a Competition
organi.\td by Magazine,' *° writes unother

Saturday W estminster

student. ** Any meusure of success [ attain will
be entirely due to the impetus your course has
given."”

Many letters telling of similar successes will be
found in two litile baooks entitled short-Story
Writing and Journalism " (with o Foreword by
George R. Sims). and ‘* The P’en and the Mind,”
copies of which will be sent you gratis snd post
free on application to the address printed below.

Editor's Tribute.

Well-known Editors warmly commend the work
of this Cullege.

The Editor of the
example, writes :—

““ Your Correspondence Course, unlike the llood
of short stories submitted to me, is perfect. Know-
ing how greatly vour sound and practical advice
would lhelp these would-be authors. | often feel
inclined to write to each one and say: ‘' I cannot
use your story, and il you will study the literature
issued by the f.ondon Correspondence College, vou
will see why!' But, alas! my kindly inclinaticns
are killed by the (1cl that time does not allow me
to carry them out.'

Plenty of money can be earned nowadays—even
in one's spare time—by writing articles and short
stories for the papers. The London Correspondence
College will help you, if you have literary talent
at all, to put that talent to practi ind profitable
use. The College Courses are directed through
the past by skilled and experienced tutors, each
student’s work is closely and individually criticised,
and the writer is shown exactly where his or her
work is weak or faulty, and just how these defects
can be remedied.

Full Particulars Free.

Copies of the books mentioned above, together
with full particulars of the London Correspondence
College Courses in Short-Story Writing, Journalism,
English Composition, Advanced l.iterary Training,
Verse Writing. and Mental Culture. will be sent
gratis and post [ree on sending a letter or postciard
to the Secretarv.

“Grand Magazine,” for

CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE

1, Albion House, 59, New Oxford Street, London, W.C.1.




42 THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

Special Bargain Packet
100 War and

- -
Armistice Stamps
Postage
ed Extra.
This special packet contains many scarce and interesting
War and Armistice varieties, including Ukraine Republic
(Urident on Russian), Danizig Free State. Czecho-
Slovakia (Perf. and Imperf.), Hungary (Carl and Zita issue),
etc.. Lettland Republic, West Russian Army, Liechtenstein,
eic, et includiig many unused. - When writing ask tosee
my latest price list :\:ulnlmng tuany attractive Bargains.
Approvalsfor all classes of Collectors.  State requirementa.

—LEARN T0 WRITE—

Earn while you Learn.

SIhuLT staries and articles nre commanding big prices. and the
deraand for mmdhuuun- grows dally. \ou can 4|xnl"{ under

The first few nights in a strange
house or hotel are usually trying to
young and old alike. One is
** not exactly nervous, but—."

The 'but "' is eloquent.

Banish that feeling of insecurity
whilst holiday-making in unfamiliar
surroundings by using PRICE'S
NIGHT LIGHTS. Pack a box or
two with your luggage. You'll find
it worth your while.

expert guidance to earn motiey by your pe
spmre hours prefitalile. Learn the secre
The Journalisu Course of the Regent Instit

Interesting lessons you will be tanght bow to ‘write and what
to write ahout, aud helpal to produce mlesble work an
possible. Tho instruction will bo horsonal to YO U, aad from the
very start you will enjoy the we of an Advborr Bervice. The
moderate fee is incluaive.

Write NOW fer a frve ooty of = How ta
'mems""g s Wohor Tan Torereoting taak:
Booklet FREE 1. i ibactioes the oreaines for oow
writers, and the unfque advantages of a postal course which is
training men and wornen to write (h- kmd of copy that editors
want—aud to garn_while Shay learn,

THE REGENT INSTITUTE (Dept. 129E),
13, Victoria Sireet. London, S.W.1.

[}
OMPTTT PEN i —~I/6

To Rz Rabos STavivskns ok Tk Your Mkwas : Fitted with l4-carat Gold Nib. Iridium-tipped,

JEWEL PEN CO.. Ltd. (Dept. 3).
76. Newszate Street, London, E.C.1.

c3 (Half actual size.)

RSO RE SR m—
e -
FASHION DRAWING.: | All Prospective Campers
LEARN 'nns mzlssnnc '
ART AND
0 also taught. Lusoﬂann at
Studfu Moruing. Afternoconor Fven
fng, ar by post. Help given ta koo
positiona. k?l(‘he‘ houyh( and sold.

should send 3d. to LIGHTWRIGHT TeNT Co. (Dept. S.), 70,
High Holborn, London, for a1l lists. ycle, Motor, Pedestrian
(easily carried), Garden, Bathing “Tents, Portable Light
baths and Homniock Beds a speciality. Tents as supplied
to O < of the 15t and and Life Guardsfor Active Service
Our Outfts are a proved success all over the world.

Double Roof Colonial Tents Special
All our goods are worthy- of attentiosn.

Sk
TNE BDMMERBIAL ART EONDDL

HENRIETTA STREET,

e - e - os

a Hetty Klng These Series of Pens
9 on Trousers write as smoothly

She.Tells Men How to as a LEad Pencil.
B e CagsyMKness. Neither Scratch -

The World's Premier Male Impersonator writes :

nor Spurt, the Assorted

eakisfactory .and eaf . andth ¢ ironsers Laationger and

Rrepaha peand ninarincen to the end of their serrice:” . 0 Sample Box
NoGua. NoRubber. Absolutely Waterproof. Points being
“ Wray's Evercrease * (light or dark acoondiog to IOld
colour of eloth), price 16 per tube, can be rounded by 24.

obtained froma)llending Stores,.Chemists ani Out-
orl B t lrec from

E. 5. WRAY a 80 New Stroet, a Special
Cnv-nl Garden, LQNDQN, .C.

“2 WRAY'S EVERCREASE Process.

in Stamps from
the Works,

BIRMINGHAM
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The Decoration of the day!

HALL'S DISTEMPER—more artistic and durable
than wallpaper, more economical ;
appear larger and lighter.

makes rooms

Y HALL S DISTEMPE

T

money.

By Appelatment
% AM.ThaKine.

Hall's

orators.

makes healthy as well
picturesque homes, displays
furniture and pictures to
greatest advantage and saves

Distemper t need and
recommended by all leading Dec-
It iv xold in tins by
Builders’ Merchants, Decorators,
Oil and Colour Stores, Iron-
mongers, etc., everywhere.
Sole Manw/facturers:
SISSONS BROTHERS & CO. Ltd., HULL,
ad 1993 lu;l‘r.: High Street. Lovdea.

as

SEI

Suppiicd in 55,
110 &* 320 yard
Rolls.

&

Write for Free
Booklet ELF. 60.

The Empire Knot.

Per Yard

without Posts.

EXPERIENCED Estate
Owners, Farmers, and
Stewards don’t take fenc-
ing chances — they instal
EMPIRE FENCING. It
pays in the long run.

Made of strong honest
open-hearth steel wire,
heavily galvanized with
no weak links. Horse
high, bull, p;&' and
weather - proof. atch
gauge when ordering—a
tence is only as strong as
its weakest wire. Empire
Fence is all one gauge
—No- 9.

Heavier weight for wej
than any other

Gripped by famous *
pire” Kn Every
single strand

guaranteed

Pa]’serWnderQA&ﬁh [

BROAD STREET, BIRMINGHAM.

&/% Yyoun Ry dowel
» ‘
e Wordd and save !
A Canadian purchaser wrote:
- after seeing the Ring. I was more than
or sure that [ could not have done to well
by dealing in a small town . ., . you givein
every way just what you advertise.”
Thousands of people, Abroad and at Home, have bought
their Rings from the Northern Goldsmiths. You might
da worse than follow their example.
The RING BOOK. which we will send to you,
describes the method which has made Ring Buying safe
for all the World. It contains numerous testimonies
from satisfied buyers.
Our method of Ring selling enables you to sclect from 122
different stylesof beautiful Gem Rings in your own Home.
‘e send the Ring you have chosen, fully insured, on a fortnight's
free approval. If, within the 14 days, you wish to change your
mind, we will cither exchange the Ring, allowing full value for i,
or you can return it ond receive your money back in full. 1f you
decide to keep the Ring, you do so on this undentanding: —
‘Whenever you wish, after one year or ten
ears, we will repurchase your Ring, under
ﬁ Book Conditions, less 10% of ite enn
This i tht fairest method of Ring-Selling known. RING
BOOK tells all about it. We send it and FINGI ER iIZE
CARD,POSTFREE, to anyone m\mcled in Engagement, Gift,
Dress and Men's Rings, priced from £5: 52 0 up to £325.
The NORTHERN GOLDSMITHS Co.
“The RING SHOP for the WORLD,"
Na 6 GOLDSMITHS' HALL, NEWCASTLE.upon-TYNE,
ENGLAND (Estd. 1892), (2)
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Foors SELF-PROPELLING & SELF-ADJUSTABLE

) WHEEL GHAIRS.

f %o many adju
Catalogue F3 of
WHEEL CHAIRS

in various designs

post free.
J. FOOT & SON, Ltd., Patentees & Manufacturers,
171, NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.i

UGLY NOSES.
hines improve

STRAND MA GA?INF

P

> e
Terrible Irritation

The cause is acid in your blood
4/ The cure is 1o thoroughly
w P
nourish and cleanse your blood
at one time with*®

|| HOOD'S MEDICINE |

For Blood. Stomach, Liver,
and Kidneys. 14 Herbal
ngredients  (named on
bottle), Liquid or Tablets

Of Chemists,

2/6.5/-,8/6

SPECIAL_OFFER. — The Proprietors have so much
confidence in Hood's Medicine that they offer readers of

The Strand Magazine who need an mlellluenl blood
tomie Six D.ﬁmf...l "Tablets sod . copy of Hoods

Home Dma k (m pages) for One Shilli fng. Addrem:
CLH Lid. (Dept. S.T. 20), Cecil House,
olbem Viaduct. {ondon

The Greatest Invention
\ for the Comrort of Women

ap
Siik 108 212'8: Creps de Chine

3 LABODEX :

PROTECTIVE KNICKERS 1% C\ren Hoad. Barnes. 8..13:

RUPTURE GURED

by STUART'S PLAPAO-PADS

means that you can throw away the painful truss v'elllr'r as
they are made to cure rupture and not simply to b ; being
made self-adhesive to prevent slipping, they have, lh\-vefwve als>

proven to be an impor-

T tant adjunct in rel-mm,,
&

Do not accept Imiea-
tions,
// any

Straps,Bucklies,or
SpringsAttached,
nnot

nrl. Ly a truss. No

{ cannot slip, o
chafe or press
the pubic bone.
sands have treat
selves in the privacy of
* the home—most obsti-

—no delay from work.
Soft as velvrl-—c;\.\)’ to
apply—inexpensive.

ety is
terwards

Process of rec
natural, so
no use for trus:

o o
OPENING

pl.APoncmrf

Awarded Qold Medal International Ex-

position, Rome; Grand Prix at Paris.
Write us to.day to prove it by sending TRIAL PLAPAO FREE.
Addsmn

TUART PLASTER-PAD CO.

IProprietors; A. L. Manning. Ltd.}
(Dept. S.M.), 68, ALbERsGATE ST., Loxnox. E.C.1.

Skin Blemishes Quickly Banished

Nearly all distiturements of the complexion are due to
defective skin ucton. and are chiefly manifest as pimples.
comedones (vlackheads . &n

WRIGHT'S % OINTMENT

slands of the skin to activity
and effectively than any

more promp
sther agent.

{1t nossesses emollient properties that make
it ideal for roukh and tender skin, and it
embodies all the hygienic and antiseptic
properties of

WRIGHT'S COAL TAR SOAP.

Stores. _In_tin
rise) v difteulty in obtainin
{o Wright, Lay i Umney, Lid., Southwark

a8 173, in

For Washing
Hair Brushes.

Clouds

9 G. F. SUTTON, SONS & Co..
Osborne Works,
King's Cross, London. N.7.
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INDIGESTION

Z The clutch of indigestion is relentless and you may be
sure the pain will continue to increase unless, by taking
Bisurated Magnesia, you stop it.

This remarkable compound instantly neutralises the harmful stomach
acid that is causing the disorder; it rids you of the fermentation and
flatulence and enables your stomach to do its work unhampered.
Doesn't matter whether your trouble is indigestion, gastritis, heart-
burn or flatulence——all these and many other disturbances quickly
yield to Bisurated Magnesia. Get a 1/3d. package from your chemist
at once, and take as directed. You'll soon kriowthat you're benefitting
foryou’ll eat better and your food will do yougood, while such incidental
worries as sleeplessness and pallor will soon be things of the past.

When buying, it will pay youto glance on the wrapper for the boldly-printed nams:
* Bisurated * as thiy ensures your getting the one thing that WILL do you good {

BISMAG  LTD. 7. WYBEKT STREET. MUNSTER SQUARE. LONDON, N.W 1.

IS YOUR NERVOUS SYSTEM
“ON STRIKE” ?

ARE YOU BELOW “PAR”?

lave your funciions “ downed tools”?  Are your organs inactive whilst the
impoitant contracts of life should be carried out? Such physical
stiife is vastly mote dangerous than industrial trouble—for it
threatens existence itself.,

Drugs and dopes are almgelhu un.\\mhng Their effect is
but that of *“a flash in the pan,” fur they stimulate but to
deceive and cannot take the pﬁnce or play the part of Nature's
awn Remedy— Electricity.

The ** AJAX” Duy Cell Body Battery has hamessed life's
great vital force and laid it at your service. From this simple
scientific appliance your depleted nerves—your ﬁalg‘ging functions
and your wearied migans reap a rich renewal of Electric Force.

CREATES NEW NERVE POWER.

The "' AJAX " never fulters in its physical and nerve pawer-creating mission. It liter.
ally ruises you from passveness to pcrleuuen—u Imbues every nerve centre with Vitality,
and putsan end to your physival * strike.”

It lifts you from the di: 1 depths of Debility snd Suftering to the glorious heights of
unalloyed Health, 1t transforns nervous deca 9 the exzlation of
lappy is the man who possesses physicul fitucss and | yanhood's Supreme Power, and every wearer of an ** AJA X " Battery
rigour, Tohimt iife is .tjor ! Such happiness may le| rayels in toe erjoy ment of the Pafect Min.
yours if you wid adopt Nature's method of restor The iy of *"AJAX" mew is numbeied by many thousnis—th
retaiity and enery. | The * Ajax " way is Nature's| pear the Hall Mark of Ifealth, Vigour and Capncity. Why nat jvin
sy asd as you know you cannol imps ove upon Nazure. | tlicic ranks and tealise your most ardent wishes ?

FREE AND POST PAID. Tohelp youin this dircciion we will gludly prescut you with a fice and
= post-puidd copy of the splendid illastrated * A JAX" bak—for fiom cover
10 cover it 1s picked with ficts of vital interest to you. Write for it to-duy, at once, whilst you have it inmind. AJAX, LD,

THE BRITISH ELECTRIC INSTITUTE (Dept. 17), 25, Hoiborn Viaduot, London, E.C.1

South African Branch: 70, Pritchard Street, P.0. Box 7,332.Johannasburg.
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4 Is your Home
o T INSURED against

The Best Policy |//-health?

is to guard against infection by the use of Wright's
Lysol, which positively destroys micro-organisms and
is a perfectly deodoriser and antiseptic. Its efficiency
is about 2} times as great as that of pure carbolic
acid. Awarded Certificate of Merit of the Institute

of Hygiene.

o

Of all chemists, price 1/-, 1/9, 3/-

dissolves easily, is very concentrated, does not lose strength by
keeping and has a pleasant, wholesome odour. Antiseptic
lotions and disintectant solutions made in a moment with the
GRADUATED SURE given FREE with every bottle.

M a.de by the

ht's Coal

and upwards.
roprietors o

Tar Soap

For partial feeding

TRusedl s

[ {qeiton

Noyal ¢
“ Royal”’

\ Navy Serges

b Coatings & Suitings

The Serges

ear any
elimate. at prices from &/1 1} per
yard, double width.

High-class
Tailoring
Suits

made to measure
Cas illustration 13)
Stylishly cut and tailored. in &
large variety of wenuine
* British ” Tweeds, Casbmeres.
Worsied and other S uitin
including their famous” Royal
ges, from 99/6
Ladies’ Costumes made to measure from 72/6
Palterns, Tailoring Styles and Price Lists,
Measure Forms, elc.. posl [ree on request.

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD., L. Dept.,
WELLINGTON, SOMERSET. ENGLAND.

— before and af ter weaning

If one meal of Benger’s is given alternatety
with the breast, the subsequent complete weaning
proceeds smoothly and without check.

Food

tor INFANTS,
INVALIDS & & A GED.

Beld in tins by all Chemists. Prices: 14;23; 4-:1 08

ALWAYS the best
& still the best TO-DAY.

For making the lightest, moat
digestible and appetising Bread,
Cakes, Pastry, Puddings and Pies.

BORWIGK'S

BAKING POWDER

heshad anuorivalied reputation all
over the world for pearly 80 years.
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99 SHIRTS,

k 7 o
Loal PYJAMAS,
for the aod
TAB COLLARS.
on
Cool, Clean, and Comfortable.
"q A scientific Combination of Evitish Made Artificial Sitk and Cotion of the highest grade
Garment. UVISCA™ for Men's Wear is irresistible-~so dressy. s0 durable, and
withal so comfortable. that it has only to be seen 10 be appreciated
“ LUVISCA" looks like silk. is more durable than silk. lnd u Lhe.c« than silk.
None ASK YOUR OUTFITTER OR STO, TO
Genui SHOW YOU THE NEWEST PAT'I ERNS
o N h:;ﬂl klr\Lwndlv\‘nx mr;_t (h An, i vuﬂflmh; in oMnI[vlm{ u(r["‘ to
. 1N RLOUSES. NSF.4 | the §
Without. ..‘ln Ifl(':’n 4 i l,'lrh lnm 7 \[\mn \hlr-rmnn’ynr\
B AR 2 in i cm et dtsleant || e 2, who will send you nanin
dealgns’ Sold by all Deapwrnanid Storee | af your nearest rerailer nied teklet
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DRINK ANDDRUG HABITS

Can be cured. * Truth” investigates
the Keeley Treatment.

¢Truth” has just completed a searching and 3. That the usual timo oceded to effect a cure is four

independent investigation into the merits of the weeks in the case dl the ""h"‘"‘ end five or six
Keeley Treatment for the cure of Inebricty and e ;::‘h"';““‘”': A hhl. odicd, thel pribimt
H " ”» . no distaste for alcuhol is produ, ptien
Drug-taking. ~ The representative of ** Truth being merely piaced in the pmull,on of a person who
personally examined the Instiute's docuncnts, the had never previously tasted alcohol.
volumes of testimony from patients who have heen  §, ‘That the permanence of the cute is entirely dependent
cured, and also witnessed the methods of (he s v-lhcllhcrlhe patient reawakens thecraving by recourse
Institute while patients are under treatment. In a i
“ " 6. That there is no restruint or confinement involved
four-page Supplement * Trath” makes the following in the irea b, life at \ba K. Tnstitote §
seven specnl points in favour of the late Dr. similar to that at any wellenacag ouss)
Keele, s systeni, or hotel, with complete froedom to the patieat.
That the Keeley Treatment at the Keelsy Ins 7. That, of the patients treated, 60 per cent. are shown
deﬁmiely rl-uven the cravinx for alcohol, opium, by the records to have bLeen permanently cured, the
chl and femaining 40 per cent. having been lost  sight of,
2. Thal the gtneml huhh of the patient is improved by among thetu Leing a number who bave probably
the treatment. reswmied their old habits.
A copy of ‘‘ Truth " Report and Prospectas sent free
on licati Al in

Lord Montaxu of Beauliou, Lord Forster of Lepe, and the  Acrusgements can be made if ascmmary for the Tromt-
Rev. R.J. Campbell, MA.,act as the Honorary Corrmittee  ment to be administared at home; or for a doctor to
nf the Institute. The Commitice has made 14 Annual  travel with the patient while taking the cure. The
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' GIBSON AND THE.

BLUE EMERALD J

DENIS MACKAIL

ILLUSTRATED BY
FGILLETT R..

NCE every two years the Caviare
Club is closed for cleaning and
O decorating, and for about three
weeks members are permitted to
accept the hospitality of some rival institu-
tion, where they slink about forlornly, ex-
posed to the critical glances of its inhabitants,
and feeling rather like new boys during their
first term at school. It is a difficult period
for all of us, but at its conclusion we are so
glad to be back again in our old quarters
that it never occurs to us to inquire—as we
might otherwise do—why the Caviare looks
just as dirty as it did before we went away.
In the rapture of regaining our favourite
chairs and our own wine-list, this question
remains unasked and unanswered. And like
a colony of ants who have been disturbed
and then replaced, we resume all our former
habits exactly as though we had ncver ‘been
interrupted. It becomes, indeed, almost a
point of honour to pretend that our banish-
ment has never taken place.

I was a little surprised, therefore, when a
few days after our return from the St. John's
Club—which, as of course you know, prides
itself on its diplomatic and Foreign Office
connection—Gibson appeared by my side in
the smoking-room, and inquired :—

“ Well, how did you get on among - the
proconsuls ?.”"

" At the St. John's, do you mean ? " [
asked. ' Oh, nothing to complain of. Rut
I cnly went there once. They seemced
rather—well, rather fond of talking.”

Gibson nodded agreement.

“1 didn’'t go at all,” he informed me.
" They let me stay here, because 1've got
one of the bedrooms. But 1 knew the
St. John's set well in the old days. I might
even have been a member by now, if things
had turned out diflerently.” He smiled
faintly, and then added: ‘' But perhaps
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you didn’t realize that I'd ever moved in
that kind of circle ?

* No,” I answered. 1 didn’t particularly
believe it either, but the time had long passed
since I used to trouble myself about Gibson's
veracity.

1 did, though,” he went on. “ I was
two years in the Foreign Office before 1
resigned. In fact, I might well have been
there yet, but for the jealousy that I aroused
by being given the Order of the Golden Cow
when I was still only a Third Secretary.”

““The Golden Cow ? " I repeated, inter-
rogatively.
" Yoes,"” said Gibson. * Fourth Class, with

the right to remain covered in the presence
of everyone below the rank of archdeacon.
That's a bit of a rarity in these days, even
at the St. John's Club.”
I could well believe it, and I said as much.
“ Perhaps it might interest you,” he

suggested, ‘‘to hear how it was that 1
gained such an unusual distinction. \What ?
Oh, no! Quite a short story. I'll tell it

you at once.

And leaning back in his chair and pressing
the tips of his long fingers together, he began
immediately.

OU must excuse me (said Gibson) if in the
Y course of this narrative I find it neces

sary to suppress or alter the real name:
of some of the persons and places concerned
Quite apart from the provisions of the Officiat
Secrets Act, there are good reasons why, in
the present state of international politics, }
should be very careful to avoid giving any
clue as to the identity of the very high
Personages to whom 1 shall have to refer.
But as regards my own share in the matter
I shall be as scrupulous in dispensing with
any kind of exaggeration or misrepresenta-
tion as—well, as you have always known
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metobe. Anditis, fortunately, with my own
share that I shall have principally to deal.

I was, a» I have already told you, a Third
Secretary in the Foreign Office in London.
For ncarly two years 1 had gone to work
in a black coat and a bow tie, had shared a
room looking over the quadrangle with two
of my colleaguess, and for about six hours a
day had occupied my time either in writing
minutes to other members of the stat or
in drafting communications which might
eventually serve as the basis of official
despatches. It was, on the whole, both a
dignified and a peaceful existence, and if
about ninety-five per cent. of everything
that 1 wrote found its tinal resting-place in
one of His Majesty’s waste-paper baskets,
no taxpayer bad in those days ever been
heard to complain of it.

NE morning in the late spring, when I
had finished feeding the pigeons on
my window-sill and was just beginning

to turn my mind to the thought of work, a
messenger came in with the intimation that
Mr. Vere-Tiverton—the head of my branch—
would be glad if 1 would step along the
corridor and see him at once.

I found him sitting alone in his room,
writing impressively with a quill pen on
blue paper, and after I had stood watching
him for about ten minutes he turned
abruptly to me and said :—

* You speak Transylvanian, Mr. Gibson,
I believe ?

“No,” I replied. ** I'm afraid not.”

Mr. Vere-Tiverton picked up his quill
and resumed his writing, and I was just on
the point of returning to my room when he
suddenly iaid it down again and added :—

* Wait.”

So I waited. Presently hestopped writing,
read and re-read his composition with great
care and a quantity of grimaces, and then,
fclding it over and over about sixtecn times,
he locked it away in a scarlet despatch-box.

“ Now, then,” he said, taking off his
spectacles and putting on a pair of eve-
glasses; ‘“would vou be prepared to start
for Spain to-night 3

This was the first time in my official
experience that it had ever been suggested
that I should leave England, but as Mr.
Vere-Tiverton was now looking out of the
window, my surprise passed unnoticed.

** Certainly,” I answered after a moment.
“Only isn't a King's Messenger going off
to-—"'

He interrupted me by tapping with his
keys on the desk.

“Yes, yes,” he said. ‘' But the King’s
Messenger will be known. We must send
someone who will not be suspected.”

* Oh,” 1 said, fecling rather bewildered.
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* This is the position,” continued Mr-
Vere-Tiverton. ‘“A certain Personage—
in fact, I think I may safely say a certain
Personage in a Very High Quarter—wishes
to convey a gift—an extremely valuable
gift —to a Scarcely Less Exalted Recipient,
on the occasion of the Recipient’s betrothal.
The assistance of the Foreign Oflice has
been requested, but we have been warned
that the nature of the intended present
has become known, and that attempts
may conscquently be made to intercept it
en voute. In these circumstances it seems
to the Under-Sccretary and myself that it
would be better to entrust its transmission
to someone who, while fully fit to assume
such a serious responsibility, will be less
liable to invite attention or suspicion than
one of our ordiniry messengers.”

*Oh,” I saidagain. And if I hadn’t been
in the service for nearly two years, I might
have added, “ Then why not send it by
registered post 2 But experience had
tausht me that where my department was
concerned, the longest way round was
regarded, not somectimes, but invariably,
as representing the shortest way home.
So I held my tongue.

Mr. Verc-Tiverton picked up a paper-
knife and rattled it against his knuckles.

By the way,” he said, ** I suppose you've
got a uniform? "’

A uniform ? " 1 repeated, wondering
what this had got to do with it. **I've
got my rig-out in the Yeomanry, if that’s
what you mean.”

‘ That will do,” said Mr. Vere-Tiverton.
** His Serene Highness has always been very
punctilious on questions of costume, and
never more so than since his exile."

* Do you mean that I shall have to wear
vniform all the time ? * I asked. .

* Not while you're travelling,” he
explained. * But you had better put it on
as soon as you arrive. And now, if every-
thing’s quite clear, you'd better take this
chit to the Finance Branch and see about
getting your ticket.”

I took the slip which he handed me and
moved towards the door. But half-way
there an idea struck me.

“ Wouldn’t it be as well,” I said, coming
back to the big desk, ' if you told me where
it is that I've got to go, and whom it is
that I've got to see ? *’

Mr. Vere-Tiverton reflected for a moment
on this suggestion, and then he rose. looked
carefully round the room, and, coming
close up to me, whispered something.

* 1 beg your pardon ? " I said, taking out
my handkerchief and drying my ear.

* His Serene Highness Prince Stanislas
of Sauerstadt,” he repeated. ‘ Just outside
San Scbastian.”
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* Oh, yes,” I said. ** Quite.”

" Here are your instructions,” he added,
unlocking the red despatch-box and taking
out the document which he had been writing
when I came in. ‘I think you had better
memorize them carefully, and then destroy
them. It wouldn’t do for them to be found
on you.”

*“ Certainly,” I said. ‘* Thank you very
much.” And then, just as I was leaving,
yet another thought came into my head.

* By the way,” I asked, stopping by the
doorway, ““ what is it that I've got to take
to His Serene Highness ?

‘““ Ah,” said Mr. Vere-Tiverton. ‘* Yes.
Of course. Just as well you reminded me."”
He opened a drawer in his writing-desk,
and took out a little leather case. ‘‘ This,”
he explained; and as he spoke he pressed
the catch and opened the lid.

Rlinking on its white velvet bed, from
where its myriad facets seemed to shine
into every corner of the lofty room, I saw
a large oval blue stone. Right into its clear
heart I peered, where mysterious fires
seemed to leap and sparkle, and as I gazed
at it in admiration and astonishment, Mr.
Vere-Tiverton closed the lid again with
a snap.

‘“ It’s an emerald,” he said.

“Don’t you mean a sapphire?” I
suggested.

““No,” he said, shortly. ‘“It's a blue
emerald. So far as I am aware, it is the
only blue emerald—at any rate of anything
approaching this size—in the whole world.
Take it,”” he added, ‘' and understand that
you are in no circumstances to let it out
of vour sight or keeping for a single instant,
until you place it in His Serene Highness’s
hands. Your success on this mission is of
the utmost importance, not only to your
carcer and to the Department which you
serve, but also to—well, to a Very High
Personage whom it would perhaps be better
that I should not name.”

I bowed deeply, and put the case in my
pocket.

‘“ Bon vovage,” said Mr. Vere-Tiverton.
* It is a pity that vou don’t spcak Transyl-
vanian, but I understand that His Serene
Highness converses very fluently in French ;
and in any event all you will have to do is
to give him the case and come straight back.
Ishall see you next week, then. A rivederci.”

“Auf wiedersehen,” 1 replied, and this time
I really did leave him.

RETURNED to my room and, disre-

garding my colleagues’ request for details

of my recent interview, set myself to
mastering my written instructions.

They seemed simple enough. All I had
to do was to proceed to Biarritz by the
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ordinary route, which would take me abo::t
a day and a half, drive over the fronticr
to His Serene Highness’s ,headquarters at
the Villa Frangipanni, present my visiting-
card to the Chamberlain, Count Zybska,
hand over the jewel in its case to Prince
Stanislas himself, and come home again.
I repeated these particulars to myself until
I was satisfied that I was word perfect,
and then tore the paper two or three times
across.

But my room had no fireplace in which
I could burn these pieces, and as I didn’t
like to take the risk of throwing them
where someone else might afterwards pick
them up, 1 stuffed them in my pocket,
meaning to put them on my own fire when
I went home to pack. And so it was that,
while crossing the Horse Guards’ Parade,
I pulled out my handkerchief to blow my
nose, and instantly became aware that
I was the centre of a kind of miniature blue
snow-storm.

“Dash !’ I said, stooping down to gather
up the scattered fragments of minute paper.

A bulky but good-natured stranger came
to my assistance, and between us we had
soon retrieved all but a negligible quantity.
I'm not sure that I shouldn’t have managed
it more quickly if I had been by myself,
for the stranger was severely handicapped
by his size, but I felt it would only look
odd if I declined his help. So I thanked him
warmly, and in a few more minutes I was
back in my rooms. Once more I emptied
my pocket of the scraps of paper, threw
them on to the fire, and watched them twist
and shrivel into ash. Once more I took out
the little leather case, opened it, gazed
wonderingly at the blue emerald, and then,
just as I was going to put it back again, I
changed my mind. The jewel itself should
retum to my pocket, but the case, which
had added appreciably and therefore sus-
piciously to my contour, should travel
separately in my dressing-bag. I smiled
knowingly to myself as I made this decision,
and, having carried it ont, went through
into my bedroom to begin packing my
Yeomanry uniform.

I caught the boat-train at Victoria with
plenty of time to spare, had a reasonably
good crossing, with no signs that I was
attracting anv unusu\l kind of attention,
and as soon as I reacked Calais made my
way to the wagon-lit which was to run
right through to Piarritz. In accorlwce
with Mr. Vere-Tiverton’s directions I had
booked a whole compartment to myself,
but in spite of the fact that I had paid for
and held two tickets, there was a littie
trouble with the conductor before we started.
The whole coach, it appeared, was full,
and a monsieur who had seen from the
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corridor that 1 was by myself would be
very grateful if I could let him share my
section. He was, of course, prepared to
pay, and I gathered that he had already
shown his ability to tip. Dut my instruc-
tions were definite. I was very sorry, I
explained, but I had recently been very ill,
and in the circumstances must insist on
my right to remain undisturbed

The conductor tried persuasion. The
other monsieur, it seemed, had also been ill.
Then he tried being rude. But I stuck to
my peoint,andat last, shrugging his shoulders
and spitting unpleasantly through the window
of the corridor, he took himself off. 1 bolted
the door after him and pre-
pared to undress.

Put first of all, as soon
as I had opcned the folding
wash-basin which was lixed
opposite the end of my
berth, 1 took the blue
cmerald out of my waist-
coat pocket and laid it
down where 1 could keep
my eye on it until such
time as I should be readv
to transfer it to the pocket
of my pyiamas.

1 unlocked my dressing-
bag, took out my sponge and
toothi-brush, and was per-
haps half-way through my
preparations for bed, when
my attention was attracted
by a sound as of someone
trying the door of my com-
partment.

““Who's there ? ' | said,
sharply. And then, as an
after - thought, [ added:
“Qui estla?”

* There was no answer.

“\What do you want?” I called out.
“(iu'est que Jest que vous nsulez P

Again there was no answer. The rattling
had ceased, but even as 1 decided that my
question had shown the would-be intruder
his miistake, I suddenly saw that the bolt
was moving slowly back. The next second,
and before I could reach it, the coor had
opened. On the threshold was standing
the same bulky-looking man who had helped
me to pick up those pieces ot paper on the
Horse Guards” Parade.

My mind leapt to the explanation like a
flash of lightning. He must, while offering
me lis uninvited assistance, have caught
sight of some scrap of writing which had
given him a clue to my mission, and from
that moment, I supposed, he had never
really let me out of his sight. 1 saw at once
that there was no time to snatch up the
blue emerald and attempt to conceal it.

The emerald hadn't even fallen into a crack.
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To do so would only be to indicate its position
immediately.

Tor what felt like many minutes, but must
in realitv have been a matter of scconds
only, we stood watching each other beneath
the glare of the electric light. And then,

with a sudden movement of his hand from
behind his back, he tlung himself at me.
I raised my left arm to protect myself,
blue

made an ill-directed grab at the

It was

emerald, missed it, barked myv knuckles on
the edge of the basin, and saw it froin the
tail of my eye swinging backinto its vertical
position, and the next instant my wrist
had gone down before a violent blow, and
I was struggling powerlessly against the
overwhelming, choking sweetness of a pad
of chloroform.

HIEN I regained consciousness (Gibson
continued, after a short but effective
pause) I found myselflying across the

lower berth. My head was throbbing intoler-
ably, the noise and vibration of the train were
insupportable, and I felt that at any mo-
ment 1 might be devastatingly sick. But the
thought of the blue emeraldgavestrength to
my stricken limbs. I tottered to the window
and Hung it up. We seemed to be running
steadily through thick wreaths of early-
moming mist, and as I drew the fresh air
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into my lungs the first feeling of nausea left
me. I turned back to examine the inside of
my section.

Never in my life have I seen such an
appalling vision of disorder and chaos. The
contents of my dressing-bag and of the

kets of my clothes—including even my
bundle of bank-notes—had been {lung broad-
cast all over the little compartment. The
carpet had been dragged from the floor,

perched temptingly on the very middle of a sleeper.

the blankets from the berths, and a series of
gashes had been made in the two mattresses.
Even the green shade had been torn from
the light in the ceiling.

I set painfully to work to repair some of
this confusion before summoning such cdoubt-
fully sympathetic assistance as might be
rendered by the conductor, and, as I did so,
a sudden thought struck me.

If my assailant had indeed been in search
of the blue emerald, as his contempt for
my mnioney would suggest, why should he
have caused all this destruction, when all
the time it was lying ready to his hand by
the side of the wash-basin ? Could this, by
any miraculous chance, mean that he had
overlooked it ? I crossed again to the little
folding cabinet and pulled it open. The
next second a terrifying memory had flashed
into my mind. I saw a vision of that last
protective movement before unconsciousness
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had overcome me, and I realized that in
missing my real object and knocking up the
basin 1 must have sent the blue emerald
slithering down the waste-pife, and that it
was now lying on the permanent way at
some unknown point on the two or three
hundred miles which separated me from
Calais.

I sank back on my berth with a groan.
What was the use of having accidentally
saved my precious charge from that obese
ruflian, if my only clue to its present where-
abouts was represented by an indeterniinate

length of railroad track
situated in some unlnown
portion of Picardy? If only
I'had even the faintest iclea
of the time at which the
attack had taken place,
it might have been some
help; butalthough I knew
when the train had been
due to leave Calais, I had
taken no steps to check
its punctuality. I couldn’t
even recall having looked
at a clock since I had
left Victona.
Automatically I raised
my aching arm to glance
at my wrist-watch, and
./ the next instant my heart
seemed to stop beating,
as a wild, desperate hope
darted into my mind. The
glass had been shivered
to atoms by the force of
that sudden blow; even
the case was dented and
flattened against my
bruised flesh; but the
little hands, arrested in
their eternal progress, still
pointed faithfully to seven minutes past
one. Resolutely I disregarded the possi-
bility of failure, while even such a faint
chance of success yet remained. 1 bolted
the door again, brushed my hair, resumed
my discarded clothes, packed my bag, and
sat down to await the train’s next stop. 1 Lad
a bad moment when I found that the little
leather jewel.case was no longer anywhere
to be seen, but even on this ominous sign
1 would turn a blind eye as long as it could
possibly be done.

And so, about a quarter of an hour later,
you must imagine the long train pulling
slowly into a sleepy-looking station. The
very second that it stopped I dropped my
bag through the window, and in another
moment I had dodged past the conductor and,
seizing the bag from where it had fallen,
was tearing up towards the front of the
train,
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Raising my hat politely, and at the same
time ostentatiously fingering a twentv-franc
note, 1 addressed the engine-driver in my
best TI'rench.

* Pardon me, monsicur,” [ said, * but
would you have the goodness to inform
me as precisely as is possible where this
train was at scven minutes past one this
morning ? "’

“ Hem 2" said the engine-driver, spitting
unsympathetically on the tloor of his cab.

I repeated myv auestion.

* Cinguante francs,” said the engine-driver
this time.

There was no time for argument, and
besides, the taxpaver would have to foot
the bill. I handed him up his ffty francs.

“ Clest ca,” said the engine-driver. ‘' Et
le train était sur la voie”” And he laughed
heartily at his own wit.

* You dashed idiot,” I thought. “ I hope
you get your head knocked otf in the next

tunnel.” Butaloud ['said : ** Your pleasantry -

is very amusing. But am I to report you to
my hrother-in-law the general manager? ™

‘ By no means,” said the engine-driver.
“ But for myself. I have only directed this
machine since Amicns.” And with these
words he pulled a handle somewhere in
his cab, so that all further conversation was
made impossible by an agonizing noise of
escaping steam.

REMAINED hidden until the train had

left, and then set about discovering the

quickest means of returning to Amiens.
By three o’clock in the afternoon I had found
my way to the office of the vhef de gare at
that station.

* Pardon me, monsieur,” I said, * but
I had the misfortune to drop from one of
your excellent carriages on the Biarritz
express last night a photograph of my late
wife, which is of inexpressible value to me
for reasons of sentiment the most pure.
Might I beg you to inform me at what
point on your superb line the express found
itself at seven minates past one, the hour
of my loss so sad ?

‘ Monsieur should address himself to
the bureau of lost propricty at Paris,”
replied the station-master.

* Without doubt.” T said. ‘‘ Nevertheless
f would desire particularly to assure myvself
of the exact neighbourhood of my misfortune,
in order that 1 may light a candle, or
possibly several candles, in the nearest
church, and therehy rcceive the assistance
uf the blessed saints in ny search.”

“ For myself,” replied the station-master,
coldly, ““ I am an atheist.”

““ A freemason perhaps ? *’ I suggested,

‘“ And what of it ? * he inquired.

** Simply this,” I said. ** T am myself a Past
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Grand Master of the Ancient and Honourable
Jupiter Lodge, number seven hundred and
fifty-six, of Great Dritain,” And seizing
his hand as I spoke, I dug my finger-nails
forcibly into the tleshy part of the palm.

“ It is ecnough,” said the station-master,
wincing. * At seven minutes past one this
morning the express for Biarritz was between
Rue and Novelles. [ have the time-sheet
here in my burcau.”

‘A thousand thanks” I replied. ‘‘ Mon-
sieur is of an amiability prodigious.” And
giving his hand a final grip, I hurried from
his office.

At half-past four I had reached Noyelles
in yet another train, and, leaving my bag
in the cloak-room, I set out quickly along
the road to the north. In a few minutes
I had left the houses behind me, and at
once I clambered over the nearest fence,
hurried across a couple of felds, and so
reached the permanent way.

Keeping my ears wide open for the sound
of any approaching train—for the workings
of French railway signals have always beern
an insoluble mystery to me—I began slowly
making my way between the rails of the
up-line in the direction of the coast. The
sun beat down pitilessly on the metals,
hut never for a second did I interrupt my
crouching progress from sleeper to sleeper.
Every inch of the ground was closely exam-
ined, and if I had time I could tell you of
many unexpecte * things that I found,
hut though my hopes were raised again
and again by a piece of broken bottle glecam-
ing in the sunlight, of the hlue emerald
there was still no trace. At the end of an
hour 1 straightened my back and refreshed
myself with a cigarette, and then, just as
I was preparing to start again, I suddenly
saw, lving in the middle of the six-foot way,
an object that made my heart leap into
my mouth, For though its lining had been
wrenched out and its hinges broken, there
could be no mistaking that little leather
jewel-case,

In the excitement of this discovery I was
as nearly as possible run over by a goods
train on the down line. But in another
minute its last wagon had rattled out of
sight round a curve, and, placingthe damaged
case in my pocket, I resumed my weary
walk.

My hopes were now running high. It
scemed clear that the thief, enraged hy
the discovery of the empty casket. had
first wreaked his vengcance on the thing
itself, and then flung it through the window.
Surelv, then, unless T had been forestalled,
sor-where between this point and the
stativn at Rue I should come on the blu-
emerald itself, lying lodged in a crevice
of the road-bed.
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And the astonishing thing is that I did.
As a matter of fact it hadn’t even fallen
into a crack. It was perched temptingly
on the very middle of a sleeper, and I first
saw it winking at me when I was quite
fifty yards away. The very next plate-
layer to come that way must inevitably
bave gone oft with it, for it was simply
asking to be taken. My luck seemed incred-
ible; for a moment [ thought I should
actually faint with excitement before [
could reach it.

But I didn’t; and by eight o’clock I
had resumed possession of my bag; by
ten o’clock I was back at Amiens; and
by two o'clock I was sitting up in a crowded
second-class compartment, jolting towards
Paris. So far as my present trip was con-
cerned, I had finished with such dangerous
luxuries as sleeping-cars.

I won't describe the next stage in my
exhausting journey. But at last, about
noon the following day, after travelling
almost unceasingly for over sixty-five hours,
I found my seventh train steaming into
Biarritz. I waited until everyone else had
left the compartment, even until the plat-
form had begun to empty, and then, hot,
stitf, and dirty, I climbed down the steps,
and went in search of my registered luggage,
which had preceded me by twenty-four
hours.

And here, as 1 approached the douane,
my luck turned again, and I found that
a second misfortune had befallen me.
Why I hadn’t discovered it before, I don't
know. But 1 was certain enough now.
My bundle of bank-notes, my visiting-
cards, and my booklet of travelling-coupons
were all there, safe enough; but of the
baggage-check for the box which contained
my uniform there was no shadow or sign.
Could I have overlooked it when I was
gathering up my other property, or had
I rushed to the custodian of the douane,
and raised my hat.

*“ Pardon e, monsieur,” I.said, ‘ but
T'have had the misfortune to lose the ticket
for a box of mine which arrived last night
on the train de luxe from Calais. Might

1 beg to be informed where one should
address oneself in such circumstances ? *
The douanier spat skilfully over his
counter.
“A box?” he repeated.  * What des-
cnptxon of box ?
‘A brown box.,” 1 explained. ‘* With

many labels on it. Also on each end it
was marked with my initials, ‘H. G."'"’
* And of what size ? ** asked the douanier.
* Like this and like that,” I said, demon-
strating thh my hands.
Tke d d to be weighing his
answer carefully, and again I took a bank-
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note from my pocket and twisted it
negligently between my fingers.

* Ca cest pour moi,” said the douanier,
leaning over and seizing it. ‘* As for the
box, monsieur should perhaps address him-
self to the police. A box of such a nature
was claimed by a gross gentleman, it is
now yesterday.”

" You mean he gave up the ticket for it ?
I asked.

‘“ Naturally,” said the official, and at
this he cleared his throat so -terrifyingly
that I shut my eyes. When I looked again
he had gone.

HE explanation was obwvious, even if
unsatisfactory. Foiled in his attempt
to discover the emerald in my com-

partment or on my person, my assailant must
have leapt to the conclusion that I had con-
cealed itin my registered luggage. Barring
the uniform, -which wonld be expensive to
replace and was, moreover, essential to my
mission, the whole loss could well have been
covered by ten pounds. And even this my
department would in all probability be yuite
content to pay. But was I to risk inter-
national complications by appearing at the
distinguished exile’s Court in a much-soiled
travelling-suit, or ought I to telegraph
to London for another uniform and so
remain in uneasy possession of the blue
emerald for a further indefinite period ?

In the end, after much uncomfortable
cogitation, I recided to proceed to the
Villa Frangipanni and lay the case, in
confidence, before Count Zybska. And
accordingly, after a bath and a shave at
the Carlton, I chartered an autoniobile
in which to complete the last stage of my
jourmney. You may be sure that [ scrutinized
the chauffeur pretty closely before I started,
and that I kept a keen look-out on the road
as we bowled along. But nowhere on the
ten-mile ride did I detect any indication
that I was being watched or followed. I
had a nervous moment, it is true, at the
frontier, but I was only detained for a couple
of minutes, asked a few perfunctory ques-
tions, and immediately relcascd.

And so at last, about a quarter to three,
my car drew up at the outer gate of His
Serene Highness’s temporary Court. I
handed my card to the porter on duty,
and explained my desire for an interview
with Count Zybska. The porter seemecd
to be expecting me.

‘“ The automobile,’”” he said, ‘' must rest
here. But if the seiior will proceed to the
Villa by the path which I shall show him,
and present his card to the doorkeeper,
he will then be conducted to His Excellency's
apartments.”

‘“ Ten million thanks,”

I replied. The
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porter scrawled some illegible symbol on
the back of my card, returned it to mec,
pointed out the route with a wealth of
southern gesture, saluted, and withdrew
again into his lodge. I started at once up
the steep and winding path.

MUST have walked for quite ten minutes

through a forest of palms and cactuses,

sweltering in the heat and beating the
Rics off with my handkerchief, hefore I
first caught sight of the white walls of the
house itself. And as I had no wish to increase
the cmbarrassment of my visit by arriving
in too sodden and exhausted a condition,
1 pansed for a moment to recover my breath
and to dust my boots on the grass at the
side of the path. For the thousandth time
since [ had started 1 made use of the oppor-
tunity to feel the little lump in my waist-
coat pocket ; and then, to make assurance
doubly sure, I glanced quickly round and,
inserting my finger and thumb, extracted
the blue emerald for a final inspection.

Yes, there it was ; as dazzling, as fairy-like,
and—to me—as odious as ever. I gave it
one more polish against the sleeve of my
coat, and then, just as I was on the pqint of
putting it back, it seemed suddenly to leap
from my hand and, before I could catch it
again, it had gone.

I bent down at once to recover it from the
grass at my feet, but while my hand was still
less than half-way there I heard a hoarse
command fromsthe dircction of the nearcst
bush, a scurrying sound behind me, and
instantly my two elbows were seized in a
vice-like grip, while something that felt like
a knee was thrust forcibly into my tack.
And at the same moment there stepped out
fromthe protection of an araucaria imbricata
an unwelcome but familiar figure. For
although he had now chosen to decorate his
bulbous countenance with a small crépe
mask, there could be no mistaking my old
friend of the Horse Guards’ Parade.

He wasted nu time in words, for 1 was
completely at his mercy. His pudgy fingers
darted at my pockets, tuming out the con-
tents with a machine-like rapidity. I heard
a stortled gasp as he came on the damaged
jewel-case, but the next second he had flung
it away and was hard at work again. He
snatched at my hat, ran his hands rapidly
over it, and tosscd it aside ; he seized my
nose <o that I yelped with pain, and took the
opportunity to gaze into my mouth. And
at each failure his methods became rougher
and more objectionable. Ior days after-
wards I was black and blue all over.

And yet. for all the annoyance and even
agony of the mauling to which I was being
subjected, I was hard put to it to conceal my
triumph. Five seconds earlier and nothing
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could have saved the emerald from being
his. I kept my eyes resolutely from the
ground, determined to make no sign which
could give him the slightest clue to my
knowledge of its whereabouts.

It was the brute behind me who put the
idea into his head. I heard him muttering
something in an unknown tongue. and at
once my bulky enemy had hurled himself
on all-fours and was tearing over the ground
like an ill-conditioned retriever. But,
miraculously as it seemed to me, the blue
emerald still eluded him. Again and again
he passed over the exact spot where I was
certain that it had fallen, plucking feverishly
at every inch of the ground, but with
absolutely no result. I could scarcely believe
my eyes.

Suddenly he stopped short and, sitting
back on his feet, pulled out a long-barrelled
revolver, tastefully mounted in mother-of-
pearl.

‘ The emerald,” he panted, directing his
weapon at my stomach. “ Where is she ? "

I looked at him stupidly.

** What emerald ? ** I asked.

‘* Assassin | "’ he shouted, taking deliberate
aim at me; and at the sanie moment the
desperate chance on which I had counted
came off. The villain behind me had no
desire to be spitted on the same bullet which
deprived me of my life, and he did exactly
what I should have done myself. He let go.

At once I slipped hastily to one side,
leapt into the air, and fell heavily on the
kneeling gunman. The pistol jerked out of
his hand, and as my thumbs sank deep into
the rolls of his throat I really thought I had
got him. But the odds were too heavily
against me. As he choked and gurgled
beneath my grip, I saw from the corner of
my eye my other assailant creeping nearer
and nearer. With a quick movement he had
seized the mother-of-pearl pistol, and as he
brought the butt-end down on the back
my skull I relapsed, for the second time in
the last thirty-six hours, into utter uncon-
sciousness.

DON'T think (Gibson went on) that I can

have been knocked out this time for very

long, but when I came round again therc
was no sign of either of the thieves. My
head was aching fit to burst, but I set to at
once to begin hunting for the blue emerald.
My own explanation of the fat blackguard’s
failure was that I must have been standing
on it the whole time, but after twenty
minutes of rapidly-increasing anxiety thc
appalling fact had to be faced: the emerald
simply wasn't there. After all the horrors
that 1 had been through, after travelling
unceasingly for nearly three days, after being
chloroformed, sandbagged, and reft of my
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1 sank against a cactus, and as | did so a gorgeously-attired funkey made his
unexpected appearance.

luggage, 1 had reached the very threshold of
success only to lose that infernal stone within
half a milc of the Prince’s villa,  Of course
the two thieves must have seen it the second
they had laid me out. They would have
bo'ted at once, have left the grounds by
climbing one of the walls, and already they
were over the frontier or on the sea. I sank
against a cactus, groaning aloud, and as I
did so a gorgeouslv-attired flunkey made his
unexpected appecarance.

“ 1t is the visitor for Count Zybska ? *
he inquired in Spanish.

" Yes,” I said, feebly.

" His Excellency is waiting,” said the
Hunkey. '* But perhaps the seior is
unwell ? **

“ No,” I said, rudely. ¥ I've only been
making a daisy-chain. Take me to His
Excellency at once.”

He bowed impassively, and struggling
to my feet I followed him across the rest

of the pgrounds and through a French
window into a large and handsomely-
appointed room. The Count rose from a

desk at which he was writing, and wrung
my hand warmiy.

Your Excellency,” I said, “ you must
pardon my abruptness, but there is no time
t0 be lost. 1 have just been assauited within
five hundred yards of this very house, and
though 1 did all that I cou'd to protect it,
the blue emerald has gone. Two men, one
extremely stout and the other smelling
strongly of garlic, have escarcd with it.
Apologies and explanations must wait, but
let me beg of you to telephone instantly to
the mayor, or whoever controls the local
police, so that an attempt may be made tc
arrest them before it is too late.”
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“ Yais,” replied Count Zybska, smiling at
me amiably. " It ees vairy fine days.”

I saw at once that he had failed to appre-
hend my meaning, so I repeated myself in
French.

‘ Barfaitmers,” sad the Count, when I
had quite finished ; and pointing towards a
door in the corner, he went through an
imbecile pantomime of washing his hands.

“No, no, I shouted. * Listen to this.”
And I was just starting off again, this time
in German. when the portiére at the end of
the room rattled on its rings, and there
entered a short stocky figure in a green
knickerbocker suit with a bald head and,
as far as I could judge at a hasty glance. an
impediment in one of his eyes.

*“Zut!"” said Count Zybska, with an
appearance of some alarm. “ It ees 'Is
Serene 'Ighness.” And turning to the new
arrival, he embarked at once on what I took
to be an explanation of my presence.

Prince Stanislas listened stonily, occa-
sionally looking towards me with his less
mperfect eye, and when the Count at length
ceased, he said, in French :(—

‘It is euough. But where, then, Mr,
Gibson, is your uniform? Do you think to
iasult us ? *

“ No, no, your Highness,” I exclaimed.
““Never would I have appeared in your
presence without my uniform. But in the
course of my voyage, alas, one has stolen it
from me."”

*“ Stolen | repeated the Prince. * And
the emerald. then, Is that also stolen ? **

* Your Highness,” 1 said, quaveringly,
* 1 will tell you everything.” And I did.
In the faint hope of mitigating his severity
by explaining all that I had suficred for his
sake, I began at the beginning. If I exagger-
ated a little here and there, then I think it
was no more than anyone else would have
done, And, to tell the truth, the more I
piled it on, the better the story seemed to be
going. I described how twelve armed men
had burst into my sleeping-compartment in

Gibson and the Blue Emerald

the train, and took all the credit for the
ingenious idea of dropping the jewel down
the waste-pipe and simultanevusly breaking
my own watch.

* C'est magnifijue,” said the Prince, slap
ping his knickerbockers. ,

NCCURAGED by th's success, I went
E on to describe how twenty-four armed

men had flung themselves on to me at
Biarritz station, and how, though I had
wounded most of them, they had succeeded
in seizing my baggage. I told ot the
running fight over the frontier, in which
I had been chased by forty-eight armed
men in motor-cars. And I was just reach-
ing the point where ninety-six men, all
armed to the teeth, had ambushed me in
the very grounds of the villa, when His
Highness stopped me. .

* It is. terrible,” he said. * It is superb.
And you escaped them all ?

. I had gone too far to go hack.

* AlL,"” I replied.

** Monsieur,” aid His Serene Higbness,
‘““you are a hero from a land of beroes.
With ten men such as you, do you think we
should be content to remain exiled in this
desolate and abominable hovel ? Never.
But we can and we will reward you. The
Orderof the Golden Cow (Fourth Class) shall
be yours. Kneel, Monsieur Gibson, and
receive it from the hands of a Prince who,
whatever his misfortunes, can still recognize
devotion when be sees it.”

The whole situition seemed to have passed
out of my control. I prostrated myself with
a jerk on the polished parquet, His Serene
Highness raised his walking-stick to adminis-
ter the royal accolade, and—there was a little
tinkle on the floor, as from the turned-up
end of my despised, civilian trouser-leg the
blue emerald rolled out between my knees.

* Your Highness,” I said, brokenly, as I
snatched it up and held it out to him, ** this
is tllle most fortunate moment in my whole
life!

(Another of Gibson’s adventures will appear in an early number.)
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ISS BRACEG [RDL - ;'

DOES HER DUTY
s

* Oh, yes. Thank
you—quite.”

“Does madame
require anything
further ? **

** Er
bath? "

‘* Payfaitement, madame. The bathroom
is at the end of the passage on the left. I
will go and prepare it for madame.”

* There is one thing more. I have had a
very long journey. I am very tired. Will
you please see that 1 am not disturbed in
the morning until [ ring ? **

* Certainly, madame.”

Millicent Bracegirdle was speaking the
trutb—she was tired. But then, in the sleepy
cathedral town of Easingstoke, from which
she came, it was customary for everyone
to speak the truth. It was customary,
moreover, for everyone to lead simple,
self-denying lives—to give up their time
to good works and elevating thoughts. One
had only to glance at little Miss Bracegirdle
to see that in her were epitomized all the
virtues and ideals of Easingstoke. Indeed,
it was the pursuit of duty which had brought
har to the Hotel de 1'Ouest at Bordeaux
on this summer's night. She had travelled
from Easingstoke to London, then without
a break to Dover, crossed that horrid stretch
of sea to Calais, entrained for Paris, where
of necessity she had to spend fcur hours
—a terrifying cxperience—and then had
come on to Bordeaux, arriving at mid-
night. The reason of this journey being that
someone had to come to Bordeaux to meet
her young sister-in-law, who was arriving

1 HIS is the room, S I ACY the next day from
madame."’ South” America.  The
*“Ah, thank sister-in-law 1was
you—thank A. uMONIER married to a mission-

vou." ary in Paraguay, but
*Does itappearsatis- the climate not agree-
factor to madame ? ing with her, she was
ILILISTRATED BY
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if not too late, may I bave a hot

returning to England.
Her dear brother, the
dean, would have come
himself, but the claims
on his time were :o
extensive, the parishioneis would miss him
so—-it was clearly Millicent's duty to go.

She had never teen out of England Lefore,
and she had a horror of travel, aird an
ingrained distrust of foreigners. Sle spoke
a little French, sufficient for tle purpose
of travel and for obtaining any modest
necessities, but not sufficient for carrying
on any kind of conversation, She did not
deplore this latter fact, for she was of opinion
that French people were not the kind of
people that one would naturally want to
have conversation with; broadly speaking,
they were not quite ' nice,” in spite of
their ingratiating manners.

She unpacked her valise, placed her things
about the room, tried to thrust back the
little stats of home-sickness as she visualized
her darling room at the deanery. How
strange and hard and unfriendly seemed
these foreign  hotel bedrooms | No chintz
and lavender and photographs of  all
the dear family, the dean, the nepheus

and nieces, the interior of the Catle-
dral during harvest festival; no samplers
and needlework or coeloured reproduc-

tions of the paintings by Marcus Stone.
Oh, dear, how foolish she was! \What did
she exject ?

She disrobed, and donred a dressing-
gown; then, armed with a sponge-bag
and towel, she crept timidly down the
passage to the bathroom, after closing her
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bedroom door and turning out the light.
The gay bathroom cheered her. She wal-
lowed luxuriously in the hot water, regarding
her slim legs with quiet satisfaction. And
for the first time since leaving home there
came to her a pleasant moment, a sense
of enjoyment in her adventure. After all,
it was rather an adventure, and her life
had teen peculiarly devoid of it. What
queer lives some people must live, travelling
about, having experiences! How old was
she ? Not really old—not by any means.
Forty-two? Forty-three ? She had shut
herself upso. She hardly ever regarded the
potentialities of age. As the world went,
she was a well-preserved woman for her
age. A life of self-abnegation, simple living,
healthy walking, and fresh air had kept
her younger than these hurrying, pam-
pered, city people.

Love ? Yes, once when she was a young
girl—he was a schoolmaster, a most estim-
able, kind gentleman. They were never
engaged—not actually, but it was a kind
of understood thing. For three years it
went on, this pleasant understanding and
friendship. He was so gentle, so dis-
tinguished and considerate.  She would
have teen happy to have continued in this
strain for ever. But there was something
lacking—Stephen had curious restless lapses.
From the physical aspect of marriage she
shrank—yes, even with Stephen, who was
gentleness and kindness itself. And then,
one day-—one day he went away, vanished,
and never returned. They told her he
had married one of the country girls, a girl
who used to work in Mrs. Forbes's dairy
—not a very nice girl, she feared, one of
those fast, pretty, foolish women. Heigho !
Well, she had lived that down, destructive
as the blow appeared at the time. One lives
everything down in time. There is always
work, living for others, faith, duty. At
the same time she could sympathize with
people who found satisfaction in unusual
experiences. There would be lots to tell the
dear dean when she wrote to him on the
morrow : nearly losing her spectacles on
the restaurant-car, the amusing remarks
of an American child on the train to Paris,
the curious food everywhere, nothing simple
and plain ; the two English ladies at the
hotel in Paris who told her about the death
of their uncle—the poor man being taken
ill on Friday and dying on Sunday aftcrnoon,
just before tea-time; the kindness of the
hotel proprietor, who had sat up for her ; the
prettiness of the chambermaid. Oh, yes,
everyone was really very kind. The French
people, after all, were very nice. She had
seen nothing—nothing but what was quite
rice and decorous. There would te lots
to tell the dean to-morrow.
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ER body glowed with the friction of

the towel. Sheagaindonned her night

attire and her thick woollen dressing-
gown. She tidied up the bathroom carefully
1n exactly the same way she was accuston-ed
to do at home; then once more gripped
her sponge-bag and towel, and turning out
the light she crept down the passage to her
room. Entering the room, she switched on
the light and shut the door quickly. Then
one of those ridiculous things happened.
just the kind of thing you would exgpect
to happen in a foreign hotel. The handle
of the door came off in her hand. She ejacu-
lated a quiet “ Bother!” and sought to
replace it with one hand, the other Leing
occupied with the towel and sponge-tag.
In doing this she behaved foolishly, for,
thrusting the knob carelessly against the
steel pin without properly securing it,
she only succeeded in pushing the pin
farther into the door, and the knob was
not adjusted. She uttered another little
‘ Bother!” and put her sponge-bag and
towel down on the floor. She tken tried to
recover the pin with her left hand, but it
had gone in too far.

*“ How very foolish ! " she thought. “'1
shall have to ring for the chamtermaid—
and perhaps the poor girl has gone to ted.”

She turned and faced the room, and
suddenly the awful horror was upon her.

There was a man asleep in her bed !

Thesight of thatswarthy face on the pillow,
with its black tousled hair and heavy mous-
tache, produced in her the most terrikle
moment of her life. Her heart nearly stopfed.
For some seconds she could neither think
nor scream, and her first thought was :——

“1 mustn’t scream!”

She stood there like one paralysed,
staring at the man’s head and the great
curved hunch of his tody under the clothes.
When she began to think she thought very
quickly and all her thoughts worked togetler.
The first vivid realization was that it wzsn't
the man’s fault; it was her fault. She was
in the wrong yoom. It was the man’s room.
The rooms were identical, but there were
all his things atout, his clothes thrown
carelessly over chairs, his collar and tie on
the wardrobe, his great heavy boots and the
strange yellow trunk. She must get out—
somchow, anyhow. She clutched once rore
at the door, feverishly driving her finger-
nails into the hole where the elusive pin
had vanished. She tried to force her fingers
in the crack and open the door that way,
but it was of no avail. She was to all intenis
and purposes locked in—locked in a tedroom
in a strange hotel, alone with a man—a
foreigner—a Frenchman !

She must think—she must think! Stre
switched off the light. 1If the light was off
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She turned, and suddenly the awful horror was upon her. There was a man asleep

in her bed!
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Miss Bracegirdle

It might give her
It was surprising

he might not wake up.
time to think how to act.
that he had not awakened. If he did wake
up, what would he do? How could she
explain herself? He wouldn't belicve her.
No one would believe her. In an English
hotel it would be difficult enough, but here,
where she wasn’t known, where they were
all foreigners and consequent]y antagonistic
—merciful heavens |

She “must get out. Should she wake the
man ? No, shé conldn't“dd that. He might
murder her. ~ He tnight-——oh, it was too
awful to contemplate ! Should she scream ?
Ring .for the chambermaid? But no; it
would be’ the same thing. People . would
come rushing. ¢ They would find' her there
in the strange. man’s " _bedroom after mid-
night—she,;Millicent ' Bracegirdle, sister of
the Dean of ,Eadingstoke ! - Easingstoke !
Visions of Easingstoke..flashed through
her alarmed mind. = Visions of the news
arriving, women whispering around tea-
tables: “ Have you heard, my dear?
Rea]l{, no one would have imagined! Her
poor brother! He will, of course, have to
resign, you know, my dear. Have a little
more cream, my love.”

Would they puther in prison ? She might
be in the room for the purpose of stealing
or she might be in the room for the pur-
pose of breaking every one of the ten com-
mandments. There was no explaining it
away. She was a ruined woman, suddenly
and irretrievably, unless she could open the
door. The chimney? Should she climb
up the chimney ? But where would that lead
to? And tlen she thought of the man
pulling her down by the legs when she was
already smothered in soot. Any moment
he might wake up. She thought she heard
the chambermaid going along the passage.
If she had wanted to scream, she ought to
have screamed before. The maid would
know she had left the bathroom some
minutes ago. Was she going to her room ?

N abrupt and desperatc plan formed
in her mind. 1t was already getting on
for one o'clock. The man was probably

a quite harmless commercial traveller or busi-
ness man.  He would probably get up about
seven or eight o’clock, dress quickly, and go
out. She would hide under his bed until
he went. Only a matter of a few hours.
Mcn don’t look under their beds, although
shc made a religious practice of doing so
herself. When he went he would be sure
to open the door all right. The handle
would be lying on the floor as though it
had dropped off in the night. He would
protably ring for the chambermaid, or
open it with a penknife. Men are so clever
at those things. When he had gone she would

Does Her Duty

creep out and steal back to her room, and
then there would be no necessity to give
any explanation to anyone. But heavens!
what an cxperience ! Once under the white
frill of that bed, she would be safe till the
morning. In daylight nothing seemed so
terrifying. With feline precaution she went
down on her hands and knees and crept
towards the bed. What a lucky thing theie
was that broad white frill! She lifted it
at the foot of the bed and crept under.
There was just sufficient depth to take
her slim body. The floor was fortunately
carpeted all over, but it seemed very close
and dusty. Suppose she coughed or sneezed !
Anything might happen. Of course, it
would be much more dificult to explain
her presence under the bed than to explain
her presence just inside the door. She held
her breathin suspense. No sound came from
above, but under the frill it was difficult
to hear anything. It was almost more
nerve-racking than hearing everything—
listening for signs and portents. This tem-
porary escape, in any case, would give her
time to regard the predicament detachedly.
Up to the present she had not been able to
focus the full significance of her action.
She had, in truth, lost her head. She had been
like a wild animal, consumed with the sole
idea of escape—a mouse or a cat would
do this kind of thing—take cover and lie
low. If only it hadn’t all happened abroad !

She tried to frame sentences of explana-
tion in French, but French cscaped her.
And then they talked so rapidly, these
people. They didn’t listen. The situation
was intolerable. Would she be able to
endure a night of it? At present she was
not altogether uncomfortable, only stuffy and
—very, very frightened. But she had to
face six or seven or cight hours of it, and
perhaps even then discovery in the end!
The minutes flashed by as she turned the
matter over and over in her head. There
was no solution. She tegan to wish she
had screamed or awakened the man. She
saw now that that would have been the¢
wisest and most politic thing to do: but
she had allowed ten minutes or a quarter
of an hour to elapse from the moment when
the chambermaid would know that she had
left the bathroom. They would want an
explanation of what she had been doing in
the man’s bedroom all that time. Why
hadn’t she screamed before ?

She lifted the frill an inch or two and
listened. She thought. she heard the man
breathing, but she couldn't be sure. In
any case, it gave her more air. She teczme
a little bolder, and thrust her face partly
through the frill so that she could breathe
freely. She tried to steady her nerves by
concentrating on the fact that—well, there
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it was. She had done it. She must make
the best of it. Perhaps it would be all right,
after all.

* Of course, I sha'n’t sleep,” she kept on
thinking. "' I sha'n’t be able to. In any
ase, it will be safer not to sleep. I must
te on the watch.”

HE set her teeth and waited grimly. Now
S that she had made up her mind to see the
thing through in this manner she felt
a little calmer. She almost smiled as she
reflected that there would certainly be some-
thing to tell the dear dean when she wrote
to him to-morrow. How would he take it ?
Of couise he would believe it—he had never
doubted a single word that she had uttered
in her life—hut the story would sound so
preposterous. In Easingstoke it would te
almost impossible to imagine such an experi-
cnce. She, Millicent Bracegirdle, spending a
night under a strange man'’s ted in a foreign
hotel ! What would those women think ?
Fanny Shields and that garrulous old Mrs.
Rusbridger ? Perhaps—yes, perhags it would
be advisable to tell the dear dean to let the
story go no farther. One could hardly
expect Mrs. Rusbridger tu not make implica-
tions—.exaggerate. Oh, dear! what were
they all doing now ? They would all be
asleep, everyone in Easingstoke. Her dear
brother always retired at r10.15. He would
be sleeping calmly and placidly, the sleep of
the just—breathing the clear sweet air of
Susscx, mot this—oh, it was stuffy! She
felt a great desire to cough. She mustn’'t do
that.

Yes, at g3o0 all the servants were sum-
moned to the library, There was a short
service—never more than fifteen minutes ;
her brother didn’t believe in a great deal of
ntual—then at ten o’clock cocoa for every-
one. At 10.15 bed for everyone. The dear,
sweet tedroom, with the narrow white bed,
by the side of which she had knelt every
night so long as she could remember—even
in her dear mother’s day—and said her
prayers.

Prayers ! Yes, that-was a curious thing.
This was the first night in her life experience
when she had not said her prayers on
wtiring. The situation was certainly very
peculiar—exceptional, one might call it.
God would understand and forgive such a
lapse. And yet, after all, why—what was to
prevent her saying her prayers ? Of course,
the couldn’t kneel in the proper devotinnal
attitude, that would be a physical impossi-
Lility ; nevertheless, perhaps her prayers
might be just as efficacious—if they came
from the heart.

So little Miss Bracegirdle curved her body
and placed her hands in a devout attitude
in front of her face, and quite inauditly
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murmured her prayers under the strange
man’s ted.

At tlc end she added, fervently :—

‘“ Please God protect mie from the dangers
and genls of this night.”

Then she lay silent and inert, strangely
soothed by the cffort of praying.

It began to get very uncomfortable, stuffy,
but at the same time draughty, and the
floor was getting harder every minute. She
changed her position stealthily and con-
trolled her desire to cough. Her heart was
beating rapidly. Over and over again re-
curred the vivid impression of every little
incident and argument that had occurred
to her from the moment she left the tath-
room. This must, of course, be the room
next to her own. So confusing, with perhaps
twenty tedrooms all exactly alike on one
side of a passage—how was one to rememter
whether one’s number was one hundred and
fifteen or one hundred and sixteen? Her
mind began to wander idly off into her
schooldays. She was always very bad at
figures. She disliked Euclid and all thcse
subjects about angles and equations—so
unimportant, not leading anywhere. History
she liked, and botany, and reading about
strange foreign lands, although she had
always teen too timid to visit them. And
the lives of great people, most fascinating—
Oliver Cromwell, Lord Beaconsfield, Lincoln,
Grace Darling—there was a heroine for you—
General Booth, a great, good man, even if
a little vulgar. She remembered cear old
Miss Trimmings talking about him one
afternoon at the vicar of St. Bride's garden-
party. She was soamusing. She: Good
hearens !

Almost umivittingly  Millicent  Bracegirdle
had eniitted a violent snecze !

It was finished! For the second time
that night she was conscious of her heart
nearly stopping. For the second time that
night she was so paralysed with fear that
her mentality went to pieces. Now she would
hear the man get out of ted. He would
walk across to the door, switch on the light,
and then lift up the frill. She cou'd almcst
see that fierce moustachioed face glaring
at her and growling something in French.
Then he would thrust out an arm and drag
her out. And then? O God in Heaven!
what then ?

“ I shall scream before he does it. Perhaps
I had better scream now. If he drags me
out-he will clap his hand over my mouth.
Perhaps chloroform. &

But somehow she could not scream.
She was too frightened even for that. She
lifted the frill and listened. Was he moving
stealthily across the carpet ? She thought—
no, she couldn’t be sure. Anything might be
happening. He might strike her from above
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—with one of those heavy boots, perhaps.
Nothing seemed to te happening, but the
suspense was intolerable. She realized now
that she hadn't the power to endure a night
of it. Anything would be better than this
—disgrace, imprisonment, even death. She
would crawl out, wake the man, and try
to explain as best she could.

She would switch on the light, cough,
and say: * Monsieur!"”

Then he would start up and stare at
her.

Then she would say—what should she
say ?

 Pardon , monsieur, mais je What
on earth was the French for ‘I have made
a mistake ' ?

*“ J'ai tort. C'est la chambre—er—incorrect.
Voulez-vous—er——?

What was the French for ‘ door-knob,”
‘“let me go " ?

It didn’t matter.

She would turn on the
light, cough, and trust to luck. If he got
out of bed and came towards her, she
would scream the hotel down.

HE resolution formed, she crawled
deliberately out at the foot of the
bed. She scrambled hastily towards

the door—a perilous journey. In a few
seconds the room was flooded with light.
She turned towards the ted, coughed, and
cried out boldly :—

‘' Monsieur !

Then for the third time that night little
Miss Bracegirdle’s heart all but stopped.
In this case the climax of the horror took
longer to develop, but when it was reached
it clouded the other two experiences into
insignificance.

The man on the bed was dead !

She had never beheld death before, but
one does not mistake death.

She stared at him, bewildered, and re-
peated almost in a whisper :—

“ Monsieur | Monsieur !

Then she tip-toed towards the bed. The
hair and moustache looked extraordinarily
black in that grey, wax-like setting. The
mouth was slightly open, and the face,
which in life might have teen vicious and
sensual, looked incredibly peaceful and far
away. It was as though she were regarding
the features of a man across some vast
passage of time, a being who had always
been completely remote from mundane pre-
occupations.

When the full truth came home to her,
little Miss Bracegirdle buried her face in
her hands and murmured :—

“ Poor fellow—poor fellow !

For the moment her own position seemed
an affair of small consequence. She was
in the presence of something greater and
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more all-pervading.  Almost instinctively
she knelt by the bed and prayed.

For a few moments she seemed to be
possessed by an extraordinary calmness
and detachment. The burden of her hotel
predicament was a gossamer trouble—a
silly, trivial, almost comic episode, some-
thing that could be explained away.

But this man—he had lived his life,
whatever it was like, and now he was in
the presence of his Maker. What kind
of man had he been ?

Her meditations were broken by an
abrupt sound. It was that of a pair of heavy
boots being thrown down by the door
outside. She started, thinking at first it
was someone knocking or trying to get in.
She heard the “ boots,” however, stumping
away down the corridor, and the realization
stabbed her with the truth of her own
position. She mustn’'t stop there. The
necessity to get out was even more urgent.

To be found in a strange man’s bedroom
in the night is bad enough, but to be found
in a dead man’s tedroom was even worse.
They would accuse her of murder, perhaps.
Yes, that would be it—how could she
possibly explain to these foreigners ? Good
God ! they would hang her. No, guillotine
her—that’s what they do in France. They
would chop her head off with a great steel
knife. Merciful heavers ! She envisaged
herself standing blindfold, by a priest and
an executioner in a red cap, like that man
in the Dickens story. What was his name ?
——Sydney Carton, that was it. And before
he went on the scaffold he said —

* It is a far, far better thing that I do
than I have ever done: '

But no, she couldn’t say that. It would
be a far, far worse thing that she did. What
about the dear dean; her sister-in-law
arriving alone from Paraguay to-morrow ;
all her dear people and friends in Easing-
stoke ; her darling Tony, the large grey
tabby-cat ? It was her duty not to have
her head chopped off if it could possibly be
avoided. She could do no good in the room.
She could not recall the dead to life. Her
only mission was to escape. Any minutc
people might arrive. The chambermaid,
the boots, the manager, the gendarmes,
Visions of gendarmes arriving armed with
swords and notetooks vitalized her almost
exhausted energies. She was a desperate
woman. Fortunately now she had not to
worry about the light. She sprang once
more at the door and tried to force it ofen
with her fingers. The result hurt her and
gave her pause. If she was to escape she
must think, and thinkintensely. She mustn’t
do anything rash and silly ; she must just
think and plan calmly.

She examined the lock carefully. Therc
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was no keyhole, but there was a slip-bolt,
so that the hotel guest could lock the door
on the inside, but it couldn’t be locked on
the outside. Oh, why didn’t this poor dear
dead man lock his door last night ? Then
this trouble could not have happened. She
could see the end of the steel pin. It was
about half an inch down the hole. If anyone
was passing they must surely notice the
handle sticking out too far the other side !
She drew a hairpin out of her hair and tried
to coax the pin back, but she only succeeded
in pushing it a little farther in. She felt
the colour leaving her face, and a strange
feeling of faintness came over her.

She was fighting for her life ; she mustn’t
give way. She darted round the room like
an animal in a trap, her mind alert for the
slightest crevice of escape. The window had
no balcony, and there was a drop of five
storeys to the street below. Dawnwas break-
ing. Soon the activities of the hotel and
the city would begin. The thing must be
accomplished before then.

HE went backoncemoreand stared hard
at the lock. She stared at the dead
man’s property, his razors and brushes

and writing materials, He appecared to have
a lot of writing materials, pens and pencils
and rubber and sealing-wax. Sealing-wax !

Necessity is truly the mother of invention.
It is in any case quite certain that Millicent
Bracegirdle, who had never invented a thing
in her life, would never have evolved the
ingenious little device she did, had she not
believed that her position was utterly
desperate. For in the end this is what she
did. She got together a box of matches, a
candle, a bar of sealing-wax, and a hairpin.
She made a little pool of hot sealing-wax,
into which she dipped the end of the hairpin.
Collecting a small blob on the end of it, she
thrust it into the hole, and let it adhere to
the end of the steel pin. At the seventh
attempt she got the thing to move.

It took her just an hour and ten minutes
to get that steel pin back into the room, and
when at length it came far enough through
for her to grip it with her finger-nails, she
burst into tears through the sheer physical
tenseness of the strain. Very, very carefully
she pulled it through, and holding it firmly
with her left hand she fixed the knob with
her right, then slowly turned it.

The door opened |

The temptation to dash out into the
corridor and scream with relief was almost
irresistible, but she forbore. She listened.
She peeped out. No one was about. With
beating heart she went out, closing the door
inaudibly ; she crept like a little mouse to
the room next door, stole in, and tlung herself
on the bed. Immediately she did so, it
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flashed through her mind that ske had left her
sponge-bag and towel in the dead man's room !

In looking back upon her experience she
always considered that that second expedi-
tion was the worst of all. She might have
let the sponge-bag and towel remain there,
only that the towel—she never used hotel
towels—had neatly inscribed in the comner
“M B

With furtive caution she managed to
retrace her steps. She re-entered the dead
man’'s room, reclaimed her property, and
returned to her own. When the mission
was accomplished she was indeed well-nigh
spent. She lay on her bed and groaned
feebly. At last she fell into a fevered sleep.

It was eleven o'clock when she awoke, and
no one had been to disturb her. The sun
was shining, and the experiences of the night
appeared a dubious nightmare. Surely she
had dreamt it all ?

With dread still burning in her heart she
rang the bell. After a short interval of time
the chambermaid appeared. The girl's eyes
were bright with some uncontrollable excite-
ment. No, she had not been dreaming.
This girl had heard something.

* Will you bring me some tea, please ? "

** Certainly, madame.”

The maid drew back the curtains and
fussed about the room. She was under a
pledge of secrecy, but she could contain
herself no longer. Suddenly she approached
the bed and whispered, excitedly :—

* Oh, madame, I am promised not to
tell—but a terrible thing has happened !
A man, a.dead man, has been found in
room one hundred and seventeen—a guest '
Please not to say I tell you. But they
have all been here—the gendarmes, thc
doctors, the inspectors. O, it is terrible—
terrible |

The little lady in the bed said nothing.
There was indeed nothing to say. But
Marie Louise Lancret was too full of emo-
tional excitement to spare her.

* But the terrible thing is: Do you
know who he was, madame ? They say it is
Boldhu, the man wanted for the murder of
Jeanne Carreton in the barn at Vincennes.
They say he strangled her, and then cut her
up in pieces and hid her in two barrels, which
he threw into the river. Oh, but he was
a bad man, madame, a terrible bad man—
and he died in the room next door. Suicide,
they think ; or was it an attack of the heart ?
Remorse ; some shock, perhaps. Did you
say a café complet, madame ? "’

* No, thank you, ‘'my dear—just a cup of
tea—strong tea."”

* Payfaitement, madame.”

The girl retired, and a little later a waiter
entered the room with a tray of tea. She
could never get over her surprise at this.
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It seemed so-—well, indecorous for a man
—although only a waiter—to enter a lady’s
bedroom. There was, no doubt, a great
deal in what the dear dean said. They
were certainly very peculiar, these French
reople—they had most peculiar notions.
It was not the way they behaved at Easing-
stoke. She got farther under the sheets, but
the waiter appeared quite indifferent to the
situation. He put the tray down and retired.

When he had gone, she sat up and sipped
her tea, which gradually warmed her. She
was glad the sun was shining. She would
have to get up soon. They said that her
sister-in-law’s boat was due to berth at one
o'clock. That would give her time to dress
comfortably, write to her brother, and
then go down to the docks.

Poor man! So he had been a murderer,
a man who cut up the bodies of his victims
—and she had spent the night in his bed-
room! They were certainly a most—how
could she describe it ?—people. Nevertheless
she felt a little glad that at the end she
had been there to kneel and pray by his
bedside. Probably nobody else had ever
done that. It was very difficult to judge
people. Something at some time might have
gone wrong. He might not have murdered
the woman' after all. People were often
wrongly convicted. She herself. If the
police had found her in that room at three
o'clock that morming—— It is that which
takes place in the heart which counts.
One learns and learns. Had she not learnt
that one can pray just as effectively lying
under a bed as kneeling beside it ? Poor
man |

HE washed and dressed herself and walked
calmly down to the writing-room. There
was no evidence of excitement among the

other hotel guests. Probably none of them

knew about the tragedy except herself.

She went’ to a writing-table, and after

pro(ound medxtahon wrote as follows :—
My Dear Brother,—

T arrived late last night, after a very
pleasant journey. Everyonc was very kind
and aﬂmhue, the manager was s:ttmg up
for me.” I nearly lost my spectacles in the
restaurant-car, but a kind old gentleman
found them ami returned them to me. There
was a ‘most’ amusing American child on
the train. "I will tell you about her on my
return. The people are very pleasant, but
the food is peculiay, nothing plam and
wholesome. I am going down to meet Annie
at one o'clock. How have you been keep-
ing, my dear? I hope you have not had

Sfurthey veturn of the bronchial attacks.
Please tell Lizzie that I remembered in the
train on the way here that that large stone jar

‘of it.
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of marmalade that Mys. Hunt made is be-
hind those empty tins on the top shelf of the
cupboard next to the coach-house. I wonder
whether Mys. Buller was able to come to even-
song after all? This is a nice hotel, but I
think Annie and I will stay at the Grand
to-night, as the bedrooms here are vather

noisy.  Well, my dear, nothing morve till
I return. Do take care of yoursdf,
Your loving sister,
MILLICENT.
Yes, she couldn't tell Peter abouf it,

neither in the letter nor when she went' back
to him. It was her duty not to tell him.- It
would only distress him: she felt convinced
In this curious foreign atmospherc
the thing appeared possible, ‘but in Easing-
stoke the mere recounting of the fantastic
situation would be positively indelicate.
There was no escaping that broad -genéral
fact—she had spent a night in" a strange
man's bedroom. Whether he was a gentle-
man or a criminal, even whether he‘*was

dead or alive. did not seem to mitigate

the jar upon her sensibilities, or, rather,
it would not mitigate the jar upon the
peculiarly sensitive relationship between
her brother and herself. To say that she
had been to the bathroom, the knob of--the
door-handie carmne off in her hand, she was
too frightened to awaken the sleeper or
scream, she got under the bed--wel, it
was all perfectly true. Peter would believe
her, but—one simply could not conceive
such a situation in Easingstoke deanery.
It would create a curious little barrier
between them, as though she had bgen
dipped in some mysterious solution wRich
alienated her. - It was her duty not to tell.

She put on her hat and went out to post
the letter. She distrusted an hotel letter-box.
One never knew who handled these letters.
It was not a proper official ‘way of treating
them. She walked to" the head post-oﬂ'xce
in Bordeaux.

The sun was shining, lt was very pIeasaht
walking about aniongst these queer,”excit-
able people, so foreign and different looking
—and the cafés already crowded with chat-
tering men and women; and ‘the flower
stalls,-and the strange oddur of—what was
it ? salt-? brine ? charcoal? A military
band was playing in the square—very gay-and
moving. It was all life, and movement and
bustle—thrilling rather.

“1 spent a night in a strange man's
bedroom."”

Little Miss Bracegirdle hunched her
shoulders, hummed to herself, and walked
faster. She reached the post-office, and
found the large metal plate with the slot
for letters and R.F. stamped above it.
Something official at last! Her face was a
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little flushed—was it the wannth of the
day, or the contact of movement and lJife ?
—as she put her letter into the slot. After
posting it she put her hand into the stol
and flicked it round te sce that therewerc

213

e

*Oh, madame, 1 am promised net to tél—but a teuible thing has happened |

no foreign contraptions to impede its saie
delivery, No, the letter had dropped safely
in. She sighed cententedly, and walked nff
in the direction uf the docks te mcet her
sister-in-law frem Paraguay.
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H.G WELLS

P o ¢ S 0 0 e 4 e On

THE SIX GREATEST
MEN IN HISTORY

An lnterview by
BRUCE BARTON

R. WELLS got up from his seat
M by the window and came forward

pleasantly, a medium-sized man,

rather stocky, with the clipped
moustache that his photographs have made
familiar to all of us.

“ I reccived your letter,” he said, cheer-
fully. " A veryinterestinglctter, Mr. Barton,
and in one or two points even amusing.
Your second question, for example—now,
that’s an amusing one. You ask whether it
is possible to name the half-dozen out-
standing figures of history—which is quite
harmless—and then you complicate the
thing by adding, * Would there be a woman
among them ?’" He laughed. " One's
chivalrous instincts would make him want
to say ‘ Yes' to that question,” he con-
tinued, ““ but the honest historian must
answer ‘ No." "

1 brought my chair up closer, for hc speaks
rapidly and in very low tones. He is prob-
ably a poor lecturer, and, recognizing that
fact, cancelled his American lecture tour.
That is one of the evidences of greatness, I
imagine—-to know your own limitations and
stick to the thing you can do best.

“If you don't object, 1 should like to
start with my first question,” I said. ** Now
that you've taken a good look at all the
folks who have played this game of life,
which is the greatest of all 2 \Which one, in
character aud influence, has left the most
permanent impression on the world ?

There was no hesitation in his reply.

* THE DOMINANT FIGURE IN HISTORY.”

‘“ You probably expect me to answer,
Jesus of Nazarcth,” he said. ‘* There can
be no other answer; His is easily the domi-
nant figure in history,

I am speaking of

T'hoto. Beresford.

Him, of course, as a man, for I conceive that
the historian must treat Him as a man, just
as the painter must paint Him as a man.
We do not know as much about Him as we
should like to know. The accounts of His
life_and work as set down in the four Gospcls
are sometimes obscure and contradictory ;
but all four of them agree in giving us a
picture of a very definite personality ; they
carry a conviction of reality. "To assume
that He never lived, that the accounts of
His life are inventions, is more difficult and
raises more problems in the path of the
historian than to accept the essential clements
of the Gospel storics as fact.

“ Of course, you and I live in countries
where, to millions of men and women, Jesus
is more than a man. But the historian
must disregard that fact; he must adhere
to the evidence which would pass unchal-
lenged if his book were to be read in every
nation under the sun. Now, it is interesting
and significant—isn't it >—that an historian,
setting forth in that spirit, without any
theological bias whatever, should find that
he simply cannot portray the progress of
humanity honestly without giving a fore-
most pla ‘e to a penniless teacher from Naza-
reth. The old-fashioned historians ignored
Jesus entirely ; they ignored the growth
and spread of His teaching, regarding 1t
as something apart from life, something,
as it were, that happened only on Sundays.
He left no impress on the historical records
of His time. Yet, more than nineteen hundred
years later, an historian like myself, who does
not even call himself a Christian, finds the
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picture centring irresistibly around the life
and character of this simple, lovable man.

" All sorts of dogma and tradition have
beenimposed upon His personality, of course ;
1t is the fate of all great religious leaders to
be misinterpreted by their followers. But
irom underneath this mass of the miraculous
and incredible, the man himself keeps break-
ing through. We feel the magnetism that
imduced men who had seen Him only once
to leave their business and follow Him. He
filled them with love and courage. Weak
and ailing people were heartened by His
presence. He spoke with a knowledge and
authority that baffied the wise and subtle.
But other teachers have done all this. These
talents alone would not have given Him the
permanent place of power which He occupies ;
that place is His by virtue of the new and
simple and profound doctrine which He
brought—the universal, loving Fatherhood
of God and the coming of the Kingdom of
Heaven.

“ It is one of the most revolutionary
doctrines that have ever stirred and changed
human thought. His followers failed to
grasp it ; no age has even partially under-
stood its tremendous challenge to the estab-
lished institutions of

Wells

first ; and if you ask for another name to
write under his, there is Gautama Buddha.

" Here again it is difficult to disentangle
the man himself from the mass of accumu-
lated legend. Tomy mind, the most success-
ful attempt to portray Gautama is that of
Khys Davids, the author whom I quote so
fully in * The Outline of History.” Any such
portrayal lays itself open to the charge of
representing one man’s prejudice and judg-
ment. But as with Jesus, so with Gautama
Buddha, you sense the reality: you see
clearly a man, simple, devout, lonely, battling
for light—a vivid human personality, not a
myth.

** He, too, brought a message universal in
its character. 1t knows no limitations of
time or of place ; many of our best and most
modern ideas are in closest harmony with
it. All the miseries and discontents of lite
are due to insatiable sclfishness, he taught.
Sclfishness takes three principal forms, and
all are fraught with sorrow: The first is the
desire to satisfy the senses, sensuousness ;
the second is the craving for personal immor-
tality; and the third is the desire for
prosperity, worldliness. All these must be
overcome—that is to say, a man must be

no longer living for
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mankind.  But the
world began to be a
different world from
the day that doctrine
was preached ; and
every step toward
wider understanding
and tolerance and good
will is a step in the
direction of universal
brotherhood, which He
proclaimed.

THE HISTORIAN’S
TEST OF GREATNESS

*So the historian,
disregarding the theo-
iogical significance of
His  life, writes the
name ot Jesus of
Mazareth at the top of
the list of the world's
greatest characters.

himself before he can
be serene. And his
reward is Nirvana ;
which is not oblivion,
as we have wrongly
assumed, but the ex-
tinction of futile per-

sonal aims, whose
going lets serenity into
the soul.

" Jesus said, ' Seek
ye first the Kingdom
of Cod,” and ‘ Whoso-
ever will save his life
shall lose it." Gautama
i different language
had called men
sclf-forgetfulness five
hundred years before.
There comes to you
trom reading his iife,
as trom the life ot
Jesus, the impression

,of a mind so powerful,

For the historian'’s test
o1 greatness is not
What did He accumu-

so peneirating, that
after him things make
a fresh start. He

ate for himself{?° or
\Vhat did He build
up, to tumble down at
ms death ?” Not that at all, but this:
Was the world diflerent because He lived ?
ind He start men to thinking along tresh
nnes with a vigour and vitality that per-
sisted atter Him ?* By this test Jesus stands

Gautama Buddha.

stands on one of the
corners of history;
events hinge upon
him ; his influence persists.”

*“ Would you class Mohammed and Con-
fucius with these two ? ** 1 asked Mr. Wells.
" They founded great religions also.”

" We know too little about China to
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include Confucius with our half-dozen great-
est,”” he answered *“ He was certainly
a powerful intellect As Hirth says, ' There
can be no doubt that he had a pgreater
intluence on the development of Chinese
national character than 1wrany empcrors
taken together.’ But his teachings lack
the universality of Jesus's teaching and
Gautama's ; he was great. but until we
know China more intimately we cannot
say that he was among the greatest. As
for Mohammed, he scems to me to have
been clearly surpassed by two of his as<oci-
ates : Abu-Bekr, his close friend and sup-
porter, and the Caliph Omar, his successor.

** There is too much of the clay of human
weakness mixed with the finer elements
in Mohammed's character. He had too
many wives and too much trouble with them.
Allah was too often called upon to intervene
with aspecial revelation designed to extricate
the Prophet from domestic difficulties. He
was vain, egotistical, and filled with hot
desire. I do not place him among tle greatest
of human figures, nor am I one of those who
find the Koran wholly inspiring and splendid.
I own it in two translations and I have made
diligent cffort to like it, but I am unable
to lash myself into a glow of admiration.
Mohammed was the immediate cause of
calling forth a power much greater than
himself—the spirit of Islam. It grew out
of the character of the Arab people. It
was, and is, something vastly moresignificant
than the man who made himself its spokes-
man.

“ AGREAT NEW THING IN THE WORLD.” -

‘“No, I would leave out MNohammed.
Instead of his name I would write the name
of a wise old Greek, Aristotle. He began
a great new thing in the world. Before
his time, men had asked questions about
themselves and their world; but he set
them to classifying and analysing the
informaticn which their questions brought
forth. He was the tutor of Alexander the
Great, whose support and resources made
it possible for Aristotle to carry on his
studies on a scale never hefor¢ attempted.
At one time he had a thousand men at his
disposal, scattered throughout Asia and
Greece, collecting material for his natural
history. It is reported that he sent assistants
into far-away Lgypt to study the Nile and
to chart its habit of overflowing its banks.
Political as well as natural science began
with him. The students of the Lyceum
under his direction made an analysis of
one hundred and fifty-eight political con-
stitutions.

‘* The death of Alexander and the breaking
up of his empire put a too early stop to
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Aristotle’s work, -and after him things
lapsed for a long time. But the world had
been given a taste of the scientific method
and never wholly forgot it. Againand again
men kept turning back to the great, <lear,
penetrating intelligence that had set the
example. Plato and other philosophers had
said : ' Let us take hold of life and remodc!
it." Aristotle said : ‘ First of all, let's gci
the facts.” That insistence on facts and the
rigid analysis of facts, that determination
to look the truth in the face, to deal with
the world as it is rather than as we might
wish it to be, was a big new step in human
progress. Asa younger man [ wasa Platonist;
the poetry and fine imaginative power of
his philosophy captivated me. But as I
began to dig into the cause of things in
preparation for ‘ The Outline,’ I became
convinced that Aristotle’s scientific begin-
nings were a far more significant thing
in the processes of history. He was the
founder of the scientific method; and
when we stop to consider what humanity
owes to the development and achievements
of the scientific spirit, I think we must
agree that the name of Aristotle must have
a place on our honour roll.”

** Aristotle the teacher goes on the roll,”
1 suggested, * and Alexander the Great
stays off. Is that correct ? "’

** Unquestionably."”

“ And that holds for Casar and Napoleon,
too, doesn’t it? "

"THE CLAIMS OF ALEXANDER THE
GREAT—

“ I have gone to some pains to make my
position clear on those three gentlemen in
‘The Outline,” '’ he answered with a chuckle.
‘ What were their permanent contributions
to humanity—these three who have appro-
priated to themselves so many of the pages
of our histories ? Take Alexander first
Inheriting an effective military machine
from his father, he conquered Persia and
remained in undisputed possession of that
vast empire for six years. What did he
create ? Historians have said that he
Hellenized the East But Babylonia and
Egypt swarmed with Greeks before his
time:; he was not the cause but a part
of the Hellenization. For a time the whole
world from the Adriatic to the Indus was
under one rule, and that unification had
been his father’s dream. But what did
Alexander do to make the unification per-

manent ? He built no roads, established
no sccure sea communications, gave no
thought, apparently, to institutions of
education.

“ He did one thing that historians have
held up as indicating a vision of a melting
together of racial traditions. He held a
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great marriage feast at which he and ninety
of his generals were married to Persian
brides ; at the same time several thousand
of his soldiers who had
married the daughters

Wells

it is worth quoting again. After relating
how Irance had put herself completely
in Bonaparte's hands, it continues : —

* Now surely here
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of Asia were showered
with gifts. This whole-
sale wedding may or
may not have been
part of a vague plan
of world unity. If it
was, it is about all the
evidence of that plan
that we know.

“ As his power in-
creased, his arrogance
and violence grew with
it. He drank hard and
murdered  ruthlessly.
After a protracted
drinking bout in Baby-
lon a sudden fever came
on him, and he died
at the age of thirty-
three. Almost imme-
diately his empire be-
gan to break up. One

was opportunity such
as never came to man
before. Here was a
position in  which a
man might weil bow
himself in fear of him-
self, and search his
heart and serve God
and man to the utmost.
The old order of things
was dead or dying;
strange new forces
drove  through  the
world seeking form and
direction ; the promise
of a world republic
and enduring world
peace whispered in a
multitude ot startled
minds. Had this man
any profundity of
vision, and power of
creative imagination,

custom remained to
remind men of him.
Previously most men
had worn beards. But so great was
Alexander’s personal vanity that he would
not let his face be covered. He shaved, and
so set a fashion in Greece and Italy which
lasted many centuries. A good fashion,
perhaps, but not a very significant contri-
bution to the race.

CASAR—
‘“ As with Alexander, so with Cicsar.
Here, again, historians have claimed to

discover evidence of marvellous world poli-
cies. But what are the facts ? ‘lhere can
be little doubt that he was a dissolute and
extravagant young man. And in middle
age, at the crest of his power, when he
might have done so much for the world if
he actually possessed the vision ascribed
to him, he spent the better part of a year
in Egypt feasting and entertaining himself
with the lovely Cleopatra. He was fifty-four
when the afiair began. Surely that year in
Egypt seems to reveal the elderly sensualist,
or sentimentalist, rather than the master
ruler of men.”

AND NAPOLEON.

* And Napoleon
A copy of " The Outline ” was on the
table. Mr. Wells opened it and turned to
that passage which is so magnificently at
variance with the traditional histories that

Auistotle. to

had he been accessible
ary disinterested

ambition, he might
have done work for mankind that would
have made himn the very sun of history. ...
There lacked nothing to the occasion but
a noble imagination. And failing that,
Napoleon could do no more than strut upon
the crest of this great mountain of oppor-
tunity like a cockerel on a dung-hill. . . .
Until, as Victor Hugo said in his tremendous
way, ‘ God was bored by him ... !""

I read the passage and laid the book on
the table.

‘* An American professor made a study
of eminent men by measuring the amount
of space given to each one in the biographical
dictionaries,” 1 suggested. ** Napoleon’s
name led all the rest.”

“That is easily explained,” Mr. Wells
replied. A bicgraphical dictionary is a
record of activities, not a weighing of per-
sonalities. A London wine merchant with
a list of all his customers and the clubs he
had joined might conceivably occupy a
very impressive space in a biographical
dictionary. But that would not prove that
the wine merchant was an impressive c¢har-
acter.  Neither the wine merchant nor
Napoleon belongs to our list. One great
monarch does dcserve nomination, however ;
or so it scems to me at least.”

* Charlemagne 2" I asked.

“No, not Charlemagne. Charlemagne
was one ot the ' magnificent barbarians,
as 1 have termed them. Like a number of
others, he pursued the futile ambition of
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restoring the Roman Empire.
that he lacked something,” Mr. Wells added,

with a smile. * For
greatness is a

That proves
Mr. Wells.

one of the tests of * It's a rather

appaliing
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I read ** The Outline,” and 1 said so to

thought that
among so many

man’s capacity to
recognize that
when a thing is
dead it's dead.

A MONARCH
WHO *“SHINES
ALMOST ALONE,

A STAR.”

* The monarch
I have in mind
lived long before
Charlemagne or
even Casar. He
ruled a vast
empire which
stretched from
Afghanistan to
Madras ; and he is
the only mulitary
monarch en record
who  abandoned
warfare afler vic-
tory. After a suc-

monarchs who
lorded it over men
only one should
get his name
written on our
list,” 1 continued.
* And is there no
Prime Minister ?
No Richelieu, no
Talleyrand, no
Pitt ?

THE ONE
ENGLISHMAN
WHO DESERVES
A PLACE.

*“Oh, no; tney
were quite inci-
dental,” Mr. Wells
replied. ' But one
Englishman  does
deserve a place, it

cessful war — his
one and only war
—he announced
that he would
henceforth turn

from battle and devote himself to the hap-
piness of his people.

digging of wells and
the planting of trees for
shade. He appointed
officers .to supervise
charitable works. He
planted gardens for
growing medicinal
herbs, and provided for
the education of
women. He sought to
develop in his whole
people an understand-
ing of the teachings
of Buddha as a guide
to successful living.
FFor twenty-eight years
he worked sanely and

unseltishly for the reai

needs of men. Among
all the thousands ot
kings, emperors, and
majesties, great and
little, Asoka shines al-
most alone, a star.
More living men cherish
iis memory to-day than

have ever heard the name of Charlemagne.”
I had never even heard of Asoka until

King Asoka.

From a Tibetan painted banner.

Keprodueed by kind permission from Havells **Ludwan Seulpture and
Painting™ (John Biuriay).

gress ;
He organized the

Roger Bacon.

without

his name was Roger Bacon.
know very littic -about his life, but his

seems to me. He
was a man who
lacked many of
the elements of

greatness, yet he
was very cardinal
in human pro-
We

books, hotly - phrase:|
and somectimes quite
abusive, voiced a pas-
sionate insistence upon
the need for experi-
ment and of collecting
knowledge. * Experi-
ment, experiment,” he
cried again and again;
and as a promise of
the progress which ex-
periment would make
possible, when once
men had thrown off
the chains of - ignor-
ance and authority,
he wrote this famous
paragraph, which has
been often quoted.
Remember that it was
written more than
six hundred years ago,
somewhere between
1210 and 1203 :—
“*Machines for
navigating are possible

rowers, so that great ships suited
to river or ocean, guided by one man, may
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be borne with greater speed than if they
were full of men. Likewise, cars may be
macle so that without a draught animal
they may be moved cum impetu tnestimabil,
as we deem the scvthed chariots to have
been from which antiquity fought. And
flying machines arc possible, so that a man
may sit in the middle, turning some device

by which artificial wings may beat the air -

in the manner of the flying bird.’

** Thus Roger Bacon, too, set men to
thinking along new, fresh lines, and left an
influence that has

Wells

his tastes, all his tracitions, and many of his
associations and friendships ran back to
the mother country.

“America might have imported her
\Vashington, full grown, from the old world.
She had to grow her own Lincoin.

‘ He, better than any other, seems to,
me to cinbody the essential characteristics
of Amecrica. He stands for equality of
opportunity, for the right and the chance
of the child of the humblest home to reach
the highest place. His simplicity, his humour,

his patience, his
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lived for the bene-
fit of all genera-
tions. There will
be those, of
course, who will
dispute his right
to a place on our
roll ; some will
have candidates
whose claims can
be urged in very
convincing  fash-
ion. A man rises
out of his age; it
1s always difficult
to determine how
much he owes to
his contempo-
raries ; how much
of what he seemed
to be was due to
his own innate
force, and how
much to accident.
But in my judg-
ment these five
names represent
basic contribu-

decp-abiding op-
timism, based on
the conviction
that right will
prevail and that
things must work
themselves out—-
all these seem to
typify the best
that you have to
give. And they
are very rich gifts
indeed.

It is interest-
ing and significant
to the historian
that the Lincoln
lcgend has already
grown to such
proportions.  He
has been dead only
halt a century,
yet already he
has a secure and
permanent  place
in the affections
of men, not only
in America, but
everywhere. 1
think we are safe
in including
Abraham Lincoln
in our list of per-
manently great

tions to human

thought and pro-

gress.
WASHINGTON Ploto, W. S Cumybell
OR LINCOLN??
“Now, when

vou come down

nearer to our own s
times and asl for a sixth name to complcte
the list, the problem is difficult.. ‘I'here
is one striking phenomenon in modern
history, however. That phenomenon is
America. 1t rcpresents something so ncw,
so tremendous, so full of promise for the
future of the world, that it scems as if
America ought surely to have the right
to nominate at least one member to our
list. Shall it be Washington or Lincoln ?
Without Washington, there would hardly
have been a United States; and vet Wash-
ington is mnot the typical American. He
was essentially an English gentleman. All

Abraham Lincoln.

figures ; not merely
because of his own
greatness, but be-
cause of the greatness of the spirit of America,
which he, better than anv other American,
embodies and exemplifies.”

A LIST TO STIMULATE WONDER.

Mr. Wells folded up the paper on wluch
my questions were written as 1if to intimate
politely that he had talkedt long enough.
1 glanced at the list of six names— Jesus,
Buddha, Aristotle, Asoka, Roger Bacon,
Lincoln. Surely a list to stimulate wonder,
to provoke questionings in a man's mind
about the objects for which lives are lived ;
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yes, and questionings about himseclf I
thought of the thousands of kings who had
erected] temples and arches to bear their
names—seeking by brick and stone to
ensure remembrance ; of the emperors who
determined to lay hold on immortality
while they still lived, by decreeing their
own divinity. Not one of them is in the list.
No millionaire is there, except perhaps
Asoka, who is included not because of what
he had but because of what he gave. It
seemed a grim sort of joke that these men
who sought fame with every ounce of their
selfish energies should have failed utterly
to be remembered, while six simple, very
human men should achieve lasting eminence.
I recalled Emerson’s observation that the
mass of men worry themselves into nameless
graves, while here and there a great unselfish
soul forgets itself into immortality.

1 quoted the line to Mr. Wells.

*“There is truth in that,’ he answered.
‘“We think of human history as being
very long; but it is not. In Ceylon there
is a tree which is probably the oldest
living thing in the world. It was planted
from a cutting of the Bo Tree, the tree
under which Buddha had his remarkable
spiritual experience, and it has been tended
with extraordinary care through the cen-
turies. Its limbs are supported by pillars ;
and earth has been repeatedly terraced
about it so that it could keep sending out
fresh roots. How many more generations
of men it may look down upon we cannot
foretell, but we know how many it already
has seen come and go. It was planted in
245 B.C. g

*“ When Ciesar was born the old tree was
already old. That is a startling thought—
that almost all the years since men began
to make dependable records are spanned by
the life of a single tree. We are still in the
beginnings of things; yet enough centuries
have already passed to enable us to see
what kind of lives and what sort of inftuence
persist beyond the grave. In writing * The
Outline of History,” where everything had
to be compressed, we could find no space
for many of the Roman emperors, we could
not mention even the names of many of
the kings of France and Germany and Great
Britain. But we gave a good many lines
to a poor monk named Luther and to two
other very humble, very simple - beings,
Lovola and St. Francis of Assisi. Why ?
Because the kings and emperors only took ;
these men gave ; and by the spirit of their
giving they wrought permanent changes
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in the thought and lives of many milliors
after them.

WHAT CHARACTERISTICS MAKE FOR
REAL HAPPINESS AND PERMANENT
INFLUENCE ?

‘“ So with the six whose names we have
placed in our highest honour list. If the
readers of THE STRAND MACAZINE want
to discover what characteristics make for
real happiness and permanent influence,
they can hardly do better than read what-
ever they can find about the life and works
of these six. The characteristics which they
embody are the characteristics to which
humanity is going to pay more and more
tribute in the future. Napoleon had a run
of almost twenty years. A Napoleon to-day
would hardly run five years; indeed, 1
think I may say that a bad case of Napoleon,
80 to speak, would be nipped before he had
a charce to get really started. The world
has passed the place{where it will any longet
tolerate—to say nothing of honouring—
men who are merely ‘ getters.’

‘ A rather striking instance of the change
that is taking place everywhere was furnished
by a speech given before the head masters
of English schools at I.ceds some time ago.
The late Mr. F. W. Sanderson; head master of
the Oundle School, where the sons of somc
of England’s proudest families are educated,
was the speaker.

‘““We have been training nur boys for
aristocracy,’ he said. ‘We shall have to
train them now for service.’

‘“ That was spoken only a few months
ago, but itis merely an echo of what Jesus
spoke nineteen hundred years back, and
Buddha, in different language, five hundred
years earlier. Our list of great names proves
the truth of the injunction that he who
would be greatest must win his place and
hold it by rendering the best and largest
service.

‘ Without such absorption of one's self
in the service of the Dbusiness the large
rewards do not come. We shall sce that
truth more and more manifest. Therefore
we are giving helpful advice, I take it,
when we suggest to ambitious men that they
make themselves farniliar with the lives
of the six men we have named. Such reading
will give no promise of an easy road to wealth
or position, but it will reveal something
infinitely more valuable. It will furnish an
inspiration to the sort of living that makes
for permanent influence through real service.
That ¢s success.”

Next month a number of eminent men will express their opinions on Mr. Wells's views, including:

G. K. CHESTERTON
EDWARD CLODD

MAURICE HEWLETT
SIR OLIVER LODGE'

GEORGE BERNARD SHAW
ISRAEL ZANGWILL

LORD RIDDELL
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MUSTARD-POT-

HUNTSMAN

L

INCE most

hunting women

and all hunting

men are liars,
and since even the
veracity of my
friend Mustard-Pot
lsometime The
Yellow Peril, some-
time Butter-pat)
may be questioned by modern
readers in search of modern
realism, 1 wish to state very
clearly at the outset of this, the strangest
episode in Mustard-Pot’s strange career, that
the main outlines of it were given to me
one cold kennel-inspecting Sunday after-
noon by one of the most matter-of-fact
among my acquaintances in the Shires, by one
whom I would as soon suspect of skirting as
of falsehood, by none other, to wit, than
Rutland Romeo.

Now Rutland Romeo, though he is a
stalion-hound of no mean lineage, tracing
his pedigree tack through Rallywood and
Reckless to that greatest of all kennel-
ancestors, Rambler himself, belies his name
—being, in cold fact, so ugly in appearance
that when the hunt float first dccanted him
at the Home Farm of Lomecndham Hall,
Sam Slooman, Vic. Lomondham’s Lincoln-
shire cowman, to whose care, in company
with the handsome Wanderer. he was
entrysted for his puppy-walking. declared
him a cross between a badger-pied beagle
and a blooming bulldog.

Wherefore, in his puppyhood, Romeo’s
lineage failed to counteract’ Romeo’s looks :
it being the wdll-formed \Wanderer and
not his bow-legged kennel companion
whom Sam Slooman's daughters petted
and Sam Slooman's wife over-fed; the
straight-limbed Wanderer whom, on sunny
suMmmer mornings, Naomi Lomondham per-
mitted to follow her trom the rose par-
dens to the kitchen gardens and from the
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kitchen gardens to
the paddocks. So
that, although he
was too well-bred
jealousy, the
sensitive puppy-
soul of Romec
suffered as only
sensitive puppy-
souls can; and
when in the fullness
of time, loping aimless and mis-
chievous across far pastures, he
found him a friend, a huge up-
standing horse-friend, yellow as a huttercup
and garrulous as a magpie, he lavished on
that horse-friend all the devotion which
other happier hounds lavish on human kind.

They became inseparables—the bow-legged
badger-pied pup and the straight-limted
saffron gelding ; and Sam Slcoman, who was
imaginative for a cowman, uscd to swcar
they talked to each other, ‘* just like Chris-
tians,” all through those long summer after-
noons when Lomondham Vale drowscd like
a tired fox-huntress and the rare wheatfields
ripened red-gold as Mrs. Monty Perivale's
hair against the green of league-long ridge-
and-furrow.

Possibly those talks were the Primary
Cause of which the following story is only the
Secondary Effect.

11.
WISH to goodness | hadn’t railed those
nags to Up-Tollaton,”” grumbled Sir
Victor Plowright Lomondham, Bart., as
he peered across the vast dining-room of the
Hall to where, between two impossibly-attired
seventeenth-century Lomondhams, the broad
mullioned window showed a late March
landscape, sunless and laced with that
driving rain against which not even the
most expensive red coat avails the frozen
shoulder-blades.
“ It’s putrid weather,” agreed Lady Lo-
mondham, pouring herself another cup from
All rights reserved,



222

the Georgian coffec-pot. * Still, I think
I'd better make a onc-horse day of it.”

“1 shouldn’t if I were vou,” said Lo-
moudham, gloomily. * It'll be as cold as
charity messing about in Lornham Big
Wood."”

Naomi Lomondham drained her cup in
silence. She, too, felt gloomy. She had the
hump, a regular hunting hump. This
second season after their marriage had been
a rotten one—first frost, then foot-and-
mouth disease, and, finally, an influenza
epidemic in stables which was still laying up
a round dozen of their four-and-twenty
horses. ** It mizht clear up,” she ventured,
striving for cheeriness.

** It won't.”” Her husband filled his cigar-
case from the cabinet on the sideboard.
‘“ And even if it does, what are you going to
ride ?

** Well, there’s Selim."”

“ Il want Sclim for Saturday.”

** Ali, then.”

** Ali’s to be shod this afternoon.”

Brightly, Naomi suggested other horses—
Nigger Princess, Quicksilver, Silver Glory.
Darkly, Lomondham vetoed each and every
one. ‘' Just as well give them a rest to-day,"
decided Sir Victor Lomondham. ** Give
yourself a rest, too. It'll do you good."’

“No, it won’t.”” Naomi's black eyes
flashed. “ It won't do me a bit of geod. I
hate missing daysat the end of the season.*

A knock and a footman announcing, * The
car’s at the door, Sir Victor,” interrupted
them ; and Victor, who would have preferred
hunting through the deluge to a first-class
cabin in the ark, cheered up a little. “ I'll
tell you what you can do if you like,” he
said, laughing. “ You can have Mustard-
Pot.” .

“Can I?"” Naomi did not laugh, for
Mustard-Pot—though slightly tamer than
two years since—had never been backed by
female. * Can I really ?° That is kind of
you, Victor”” And she continued, her
husband’s over-night decision to hunt thirty
miles away from home with a pack whose
followers included that particularly hard-
thrusting and even harder-flirting lady,
Mrs. Monty Perivale, adding acid to the
words : ‘* You don’t want me to break my
neck, do you ?

At which ijuncture any ordinary husband
would have kissed his wife and the domestic
breeze subsided. Lomondham’s instinct,
however, being all for dominance, whether
of wives, horses, or tenantry, drove him on a
different course. ‘' Dash it all,”” he thought,
remembering his first hunting experience on
Mustard-Pot, that seven-mile boit which had
culminated in his engagement to Naomi,
‘“she made me ride the brute once. I'll
.ake her ride him this time.” ‘' Of course,

Mustard-Pot— Huntsman

if you haven’t got the nerve,* he said, with
the suspicion of a sncer; and at that the
domestic breeze blew to a well-mannercd
gale.

“ Are you trying to put the wind up me,
Victor ? *’ asked Naomi, her mind visualizing
Mrs. Monty’s auburn hair and pale com-
plexion.

“ Of course not”” Lomondham’s instinct
drove him on. ‘' Of course I'm not trying
to put the wind up you. There’s nothing
the matter with Mustard-Pot these days.
All you have to do is to keep hold of his
head, ride him well up, and wide of hounds.”

** And supposing he bolts with me ? Sup-
posing he puts me down ?

** He won’t bolt with you, and he's never
put anyone down in his life.”

Whereupon their eyes clashed; and
Lomondham, without another word, march«d
for the door.

111,

HE breakfast things had been cleared
away, thecargonea good half-hour ; but
Naomi still sat on in the dining-room,

alone with her thoughts. ‘‘ Vic'sa brute,” she
mused; ‘‘a domineering, selfish brute. Vic
wants all the horses for himself. Vic's
getting tired of me. He doesn’t want me
to go out with him. He’'d rather go out
with Mrs. Monty.”

Angrily she rose and moved to the window.
Angrily she looked out across the terracing
downsweep of Lomondham Vale. The rain-
clouds were lifting. Vague gleams of bright-
ness pecped through the grey. But the
wind had risen. Leafless branches tapped
against the mullioned window-pane. ' Rotten
weather for hunting,”” thought Naomi, ** and
we never do get a run from Lornham.”
Rotten weather would be Mrs. Monty's
opportunity. She would flirt—flirt all day
long at covert-side with Victor. Probably
they’d knock off early, and Vic would drive
her home in the Rolls.

Naomi wandered out of the dining-room
into the hall. The Chippendale clock on the
Tudor mantelpiece pointed to half-past ten.
** And I've got to stop at home,” she mused.
“I've got to stop at home till he comes
back, unless—unless I ride Mustard-Pot.”

Mustard-Pot! How dared Victor dare
her to ride him ! Victor couldn’t be serious.
Mustard-Pot was the hardest puller in all
Leicestershire. Naturally, the idea of riding
Mustard-Pot put the wind up one. Mustard-
Pot would put the wind up anybody
Still

Dubiously Naomi inspected her slim
hands, her slim wrists, If that gigantic
yellow gelding took it into his head to bolt,
no woman'’s hands, no woman'’s wrists could
hold him. Yet Victor, her own husband,




Mustard-Pot began to fidget, rearing and plunging till it took all Naomi's i
horsemanship to simmer him down.

&=~
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ha:l actuzlly suggested Surely Victor
mist be bluffing. This challenge to ride
Mustard-Pot was merely Victor's way of
ordering her not to go out. Victor was a
brute. He wanted everybody to go his way.
Sipposing, though, just supposing that she
wre to call his bluff

Naomi's temper rose, and her courage
with it. Furiously she remembered Victor's
courtship of her. Victor, by riding that
very horse, had frightened her into confessing
her love for him. What was the use of
loving Victor ?  Victor would rather be loved
by Mrs. Monty. Very well, then.

Vaguely and subconsciously Naomi
Lomoadham’s mind conceived the sem-
blance of a plan. Even as once Victor had
frightened her into yielding to him, so now
she would frighten Victor, frighten him away
from hunting with other women.

* But you may break your neck,” said
thought.

' Oh, damn my neck!” said Victor's
wife,

Iv.
RIVER, the stud-groom, watched the
pair as they walked away down the
drive—the boyish, almost manly figure
completely dwarfed by the enormous yellow
horse. ‘" Hope to God he doesn't get
one of his mad fits to-day!” panicked
Driver, turning back to his veterinary duties.

Naomi, trotting out between the lodge-
gates, panicked hardly at all. She was
still in the worst temper of her existence—
a temper of recklessness.

Gradually, though, as her horse made the
high road and broke to an easy canter along
the grass at side of it, Naomi's temper
passed. The rain had stopped, but the sky
was darker than ever. ‘‘ Mustard-Pot's on
his best behaviour,” she thought. And
Mustard-Pot cantered on, easily as a child's
p>ny, his steady hoofs pashing the shallow
m1d-pools, his steady ears forward, and his
eyes bright as brown stars. ‘I wonder if
Rome0's out to-day,” thought the yellow
gding, slowing to a perfect hack pace
along the grassless macadam.

S5 they came, a quarter of an hour past
tim», to Lovers’ Clearing. Here a small
field, some thirty all told, intimates every
one, greeted her with gay * Good mornings
and, greeting, stared._

‘““On, curse! Here's Mustard-Pot,” mut-
tered the master, whom only Vic's two-
hundred-guinea subscription prevented from
forbidding our yellow gelding the chase.

* Damned if I'd let my wife ride that
hrute,” muttered Young Tom Cork. who
was rising forty-five, to Old Tom Cork, who
was just off seventy.

“ Victor’'s at Up-Tollaton. The chances
are he don't know anything about it,”
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muttered back Old Tom; and *‘ My
whiskers | What a prad!” he went on
muttering, as Mustard-Pot began to fidget,
rearing and plunging till it took all Naomi's
horsemanship to simmer him down,

‘ Steady ! ” muttered Naomi. * Steady,
nid thing!"” And miraculously Mustard-
Pot steadied himself, steadied himself so
well that, for the best part of an hour, a
whole fruitless hour during which the in-
visible pack, as is its habit on Lornham
Big Wood days, bustled invisible foxes
between ride and ride, he gave a tare
hundred per cent. more trouble than a weil-
trained hunter should.

‘“He won't bolt with me,’ mused the
pleased Naomi, when, at the end of that
hour, the disgruntled and foxless field found

themselves back in Lovers' Clearing. “‘1t's
only a question of hands. Probably Victor
hangs on to his curb too much.” Mrs.

Monty forgotten, she began to laugh at her
forthcoming score over her husband. i

But Naomi’s laughter was short-lived.
Forsuddenly, startlingly, a great red dog-fox
with a hound, a clumsy, bow-legged, badger-
pied hound giving tongue for dear life close
at his brush, popped across the avenue into
covert; and at sight of that badger-pied
hound, Mustard-Pot, with one forty-horse-
power buck which nearly catapulted her over
his head, started in fighting, fighting like a
mad mastodon, to get away.

Followed despairing seconds when—her
arms nearly wrenched from their sockets—
she was aware, dimly, of Old Tom Cork’s
“ Whoo-hoop ”*; of Young Tom Cork’s
‘“Tally-ho’"; of the Master’s “ Give 'em a
chance, Lady L. ; for God’s sake give ‘em a
chance!" of twenty crazy hound-couples
streaming by, an inch and an inch under
Mustard-Pot’s rearing hoofs; and of Jim
Rogers, the huntsman, his homn at his lips,
cannonading past her up a sodden ride.
Then, irresistibly, Mustard-Pot took charge
of her.

The ride was a mile of twisting danger,
soggy with the yellow mud whereunder flat
stones tip-tilted to the pound of the yellow
horse’s galloping shoes ; and as they rounded
the last of its curves, Naomi, seeing Jim
Rogers'’s scarlet slow to a cautious trot and
disappear among blind alleys of branch and
bracken, thought, ‘“ I'm done for. I'm done
for if I can’t stop him."”

Shesat tight, hoping for the best, expecting
the worst. But Mustard-Pot, when he came
to those blind alleys, dug both forefeet into
the ground and stopped of his own accord—
stopped dead as mutton—stopped and stood,
his cocked ears listening, listening as oniy
a horse can, to the twanging horm and
the crash of hound-voices. Those voices,
Mustard-Pot knew, were circling, circling
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dubious, here and there among the un-
zallopable woods. If only he could hcar
Romzo, his friend Romeo who had found the
fox!

Naomi, too, was listening, listening as well
as humans can, to that music. She tried to
get some hint of which way the quarry might
break ; but the music dwindled, dwindled
awayand away. Looking over her shoulder
she caught a glimpse of the field. ‘' Back,”
they signalled, '*back”; and as, turning
their horses, they pelted off, Naomi hcard
the pack. The pack, once more in full cry,
were making for the south corner of the wood.
She tried to turn Mustard-Pot . . . .

But the yellow horse would not tum. He
answered neither to rein nor toleg. His cars
went back to the backing reins. She tried
to coax him with her voice. ‘* Come along,”
she coaxed. " Come along, Mustard-Pot,
old boy.”

Useless! She might as well have tried
to coax Victor. Victor-like, Mustard-Pot
refused to budge. Still hestood ; still as a
rock, still as the tree-trunks whose branches
moaned in the wind above her head. Only
his ears moved—--cocking, flattening, twitch-
ing. Fruitlessly she tugged at the near
curb.  Fruitlessly she drove her oft heel
into his flanks. That Mustard-Pot of all
horses should jib, frightened her—f{rightened
her more than any bolting. She felt power-
less, ridden rather than rider.

Southward, farther and farther went the
music. Presently it died—died to an utter
silence through which she guessed rather than
heard the faint * View-holla ”’ of the First
Whip, the faint * Gone away ”’ of Jim Rogers’s
horn. All the while, do what she would,
Mustard-Pot refused to budge. ‘“‘Damn!
Oh, damn ! "’ she thought. *It's a run—
and I'm out of it.” Then lifting her whip
to cut Mustard-Pot on theshoulder, she knew
a great amazement.

One hound, one solitary hound, was still
hunting in covert. Weirdly she heard him
giving tongue. Mustard-Pot’s ears twitched
and twitched. Closer the hound drew, and

closer. Mustard-Pot's muscles flexed to taut
steel.  His whole body quivered between her
thighs. She thought, ** I wonder if Mustard-

Pot heard him before I did.
that was why he jibbed.”
Simultaneously, horse and rider saw the
hound. Bow-legged and badger-pied, still
throwing his tongue as though all the pack
were at his heels, he came leaping among the
bracken. Naomi recognized him for the puppy
Sam Slooman had walked last year. She
could see that he was hunting a line of his
own. It flashed through her mind, ** There
must have been two foxes. He's still on the
first one.” Instinctively she called to him.
** Yoi-doit, yoi-doit, Romeo, old man.”
Vol. Isiv.—18.

I wonder if

"her by the throat.
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For a moment the hound looked up frem
his work and his note changed. It was as
though hc no longer spoke his fox ; almost
as though he were speaking in scme strange
language to the cocked cars of Mustard-Pot.
Then his nose dropped to ground and he
went niute, mute as the bracken. Then
suddenly he began feathering. Then he gave
a whimper—a second whimper. Then, still
puzzling his line, he loped away frcm her
between the trees.

ND now Mustard-Pot jibbed no longer.
Slowly, picking his every pace through
the undergrowth, he began to follow

Romeo. Mysteriously Naomi was conscious
of a link, of a definite link between horse
and hound. Mysteriously she knew herself
powerless tobreak that link ; powerless to do
anything save sit still. The hound quickened,
and Mustard-Pot withhim. Presently Rcmeo
approached the north edge of the wocd.
Soon, between the tree-boles, Naomi could
see the rotten boundary-fence, and beyond
the fence, green fields empty under grey
skies. Once more she called to the hound,
‘“ Yoi-doit, then, yoi-doit, Romeo.” Once
more the hound looked up. Once more she
heard that eerie cry of his. Then, not
dubiously, but full-throated for blccd, he
threw tongue again and scrambling through
the boundary-fence went away like blazes.
Naomi had no time to think, no time to
take Mustard-Pot between her knees. Un-
asked, unsteered, the great horse sprang to a
canter and hurtled at his fence. She heard
the top rail crack as they went over, heard
Romeo’s music fifty yards ahead. Mustard-
Pot began to gallop. Galloping, she thought,
“ This is a dream, a drecam. This is the sort
of thing that couldn’t happen.” She lcoked
forward at Romeo. Romeo was on a breast-
high scent, going like the wind over ground
flat as a billiard-table. Romeo was gaining
on Mustard-Pot. Gaining and gaining. He
came to his second fence, naked timber ; and
went through it like astreakof pied lightning.
Naomi felt Mustard-Pot stride to specd ;
felt him balance himself, felt him lift under
her as they cleared. I.anding, she knew
herself still powerless. Between her and the
horse was no link, no understanding. His
thoughts were not with his rider. His
thoughts were with the hound, with the one
solitary hound ahead. Once more she
thought, ** This is a dream, a marvellous,
impossible dream.”
Yet what a dream! Fxhilaration took
She whooped as she rodc.
The great horse quickened and quickened.
But the scent was still breast-high; and
still Romeo gained on him. Four ficlds
flashed by. Four rails flashed under. To
Naomi the whole countryside seemed «¢mpty,
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empty as som= green desert through which
she and Mustard-Pot and Romeo and that
invisible prey whose tlight drew all three of
them tore like beings possessed.

Cams uglier fences—thorned raspers whose
ditches were death-traps.  They slowed
Romz=o, but Mustard-Pot they could not
slow. His great hocks drove him- -drove
him vards and yards beyvond the death-traps.
Presently he began to gain. Presently
horseand hound werealmostlevel. Mustard-
Pot of his own accord drew wide a little,
easing the pace. Ahead, blurred against its
crest of meadow-land, Naomi saw Cobb’s
Gorse. She realized for the first time that it
was raining, a cold rain which stung the
cheeks and blinded the eyes. She thought,
“ Scent’ll fail.”

But scent did not fail. Straight it led
and straight, up the slope, to the Gorse.
Mustard-Pot drew level at last: Side by
side, horse and hound raced for the crest.

\'A

HE ways of a woman, the ways of a horse,
the ways of a hound---of these man may
know a little. But no man knows the
ways of Reynard in his March-madness. Per-
chance there was a vixen in Cobb's Gorse,
soms old flame with whom Romeo’s quarry
tarried flirtatious a while. Perchance he did
not find the earths to hisliking. Perchance
he scorned pursuit by one solitary hound, one
solitary horsewoman. Who shall say ? Re-
maiins as fact only that he waited—waited
till Romeo, leaping red-eyed to the fresh
taint, jumped almost atop of him at the far
edge of Cobb's Gorse ; so that it seemed no
miracle of speed, no miracle of cunning, could

save his brush.

Yet that dog-fox saved it—saved it by
fractions of inches, eeling between ridge and
furrow as he raced for the north !

Of the three, only Naomi saw him racing.
For Mustard-Pot's eyes were on Romeo ;
and after that one glimpse, Romeo's cyes, as
Romeo’s nose, were on the ground. Away
he went and away; stern straight, hackles
up; across ridge-and-furrow that rolled like
the sea; under double-oxers, under single
rails; over blackthorn and through homn-
beam; across ploughlands and across road-
ways; past rare cottages from whose wash-
tubs hoof-deafened women looked yp to see
a vast saffron steed, foam-flecked and sweat-
sodden, striding as never steed strode yet in
pursuit of his hareing friend. *' 'Tis Badger-
pie! " thought the women. ‘' Badger-pie
and Butter-pat. Butter-pat’s bolting again
—bolting with Sir Victor's wife.””

But Naomi knew that Mustard-Pot was
not bolting blindly. Naomi knew that she
was safe—safe as any horsewoman might
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be across a country—unless sheer fatigue
dropped her from the saddie.

That first fine exhilaration had long since
passed, and her brain, one tense concentra-
tion on the ground ahcad, was busy with
torography. Already they were six gcod
miles from Lornham Big Wood. Alread\:
the flat lands lay behind them and the np-
lands in front. Still the dog-fox held on—
held on for his point. He had gaincd
gained a full three fields on his loud pursuer.
But his pursuer, the dog-fox knew, was suli
linked to him, linked by the taint in the air
and the taint on the ground, and the lust for
his blood.

- He swerved down-wind to the west--
swerved for Saxenham Parva over a rain-
channelled ridge-and-furrow where even
Romeo's nose could scarcely hoid the line.

VI

AOMI, watching Romeo as Mustard-
Pot’s slowing hoofs spurted the rain-
channels to yellow fountains, could see

that the hound was at a loss. Almost she
felt glad. Her knees were cold lead under
the wet buckskin. Her thighs ached. Her
mouth, despite the beat of the rain, was a
parched torment. She could feel the sweat
pouring down between her breasts, between
her shoulder - blades. A mile to the west,
she knew red roofs under leafless trees for
Saxenham Parva. There was an inn at
Saxenham Parva. She needed that inn—
needrd it desperately in her weariness.

But Mustard-Pot was still unwearied,
though the breath steamed from his nostrils,
and his yellow ears were caked brown with
sweat and the thorn-pricks had bloodied his
belly. Tireless, he jig-jogged in the wake of
the hound. The hound refused to own de-
feat. Nose to ground, he tried each splashing
furrow. Nose to ground, he tried each
sodden ridge.

‘““Shall T whip him off ? " thought the
weary Naomi. Somehow she could not whip
him off. The tie between fox and hound had
snapped ; but the link between horse and
hound still held. Now she too was linked
with them. She could feel a Power gripping
her—gripping her like a man’s arms round
the waist. Then, once, twice, and again.
Romeo feathered. Then, finding his line,
he gave tongue and went off-—slowly—slowly
along the ridge at fence-side—through an
qpen gateway—and down wind past Saxen-
ham Parva towards Middleton-on-the-Hill.

Breasting that hill, the trail turned up-
wind again; so that the first snow-scurry
caught Naomi full in the face. The driven
flakes blinded her, blinded Mustard-Pot ;
but Romeo they could not blind. Romeo's
nostrils still whiffed his quarry. His quarry
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had veered again, vecred left-handed down
the slope.

The snow-scurry blew clear; and the rain
with it. Wiping her eyves, Naomi saw the
wooded swells and grassy falls of High

Leicestershire spread out maj-like below.
Thorns.”

* Uep-Tollaton she thought, as

Naomi could see
that the hound was
at a loss. Nose to
ground, he tried each
splashing furrow.

hillside.

swerved on the
Tollaton Thorns will be his point.”

And at that thought, for one fleeting
second, she remembered her husband. Some-
where among those wooded swells and grassy
falls her husband and another woman rode

Romeo " Up-

side by side. The thought stung her. Con-
vulsively her wet knees gripped the wet
saddle-flaps as Mustard-Pot went skating for
the valley.

Ahead of them, Romeo hunted mute on a
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dying scent. Behind them, Middleton Hill
rose high and higher, blocking out the
known country. ‘* Up-Tollaton Thorns," sle
thought again. '* Seven good miles if it's
an inch.  And I hardly know a fence of it.””
Then Romeo checked dead at a water-logged
bridle-path, and she forgot Victor, forgot
Mrs. Monty, forgot cverything in the wcrld,
even her own weariness, in sheer love of the

greatest game in the world.
Mutely the hound owned defeat.  Mutely
he looked up at her. It seemed as
though his eyes begged help. Even
Mustard-Pot ayppeared conscious
that now only a human brain
could assist. His self-will had
zcne out of him. She felt
him at last in hand—the
inferior creature subjcct to

her sovran will.

Automatically—hcr:e
and hound answering
her every signal—
Naomi began to cast
for her fox. Right-
handed down the
slope she cast, and
left-handed among
the sparse gorse
bushes; forward
along the bridle-
path; finally—her
inexperience in
despair —
backwards
up the
hill. But

the snow-chillcd ground gave Rcmeo nevera
whiff of fox.

Utterly baffled, Naomi drew rein. Utterly
despairing, she looked down along the bridle-
path, across the gate at the end of the
bridle-path, over the roadway and up the
ant-heaped ground beyond. ' Not a sign
of him. You've had rotten luck. Rcmico,
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old boy; you deserved your kill,” she said
to the beaten hound.

The hot fury of the chase was out of her,
and the hot temper of early morning with
it. Cold shook her as she sat. A deadly
depression nagged at her mind. She had
lost her fox—she had lost Victor—she had
lost everything that made lifc: worth while.
Leg-weary, arm-weary, and love-weary, she
made to turn Mustard-Pot for home.

And then, without waming, there happened
the greatest miracle of all that miraculous
day. For suddenly, strangely, stupefyingly,
Mustard-Pot—his great head lifted, his great
eves staring, and his great ears flatter than
pancakes—began to whinny, as Naomi had
never heard horse whinny before, to rider
on his back and to hound at his heels.
*“ Look ! Look! Look! " whinnied Mustard-
Pot, watching the slope, where a speck, a
far and a fox-shaped speck, fled zigzagging
between the ant-heaps.

Naomi, flung hard against the saddle-peak,
never saw that speck, never realized the
miracle. As therestedMustard-Pot, whinny-
ing no longer, sprang to fullgallop, Fear, the
fear of things uncontrollable—that fear which
nad turned even Victor's bowels to water—
entered into her. Hardly her knees found
their grip again; hardly she knew Mustard-
Pot heading for the gate ; hardly she knew
Romeo following. Speed and panic blinded
her every faculty. She could only cling,
cling in desperation, to the rain-slippery
saddle.

They came to the gate, to the roadway.
Over the gate, over the roadway, flashed
Mustard-Pot. Through the gate, over the
roadway, flashed the badger-pied hound.
For Romeo had understood, dimly, his
friend's whinnying. He and his friend were
one mind, one body now--—anine nose and
equine eye each helping each as the need
arose. Who cared for humans ? Up hill,
missing the ant-hills with every instinctive
stride. bounded the trusty Mustard-Pot.
Up hill, close at Mustard-Pot’s heels, bounded
the trusting Romeo.

Yet still Naomi could not realize the truth.
Even when Mustard -Pot, halting a second
among those ant-hills, whinnied for the last
time, and Romeo, nose to ground, answered
his whinny with one full-throated burst of
blood-mad music, she failed to understand.
Fear paralyzed her every thought; so that
the next four miles were madness—a mad-
ness of swished blackthorn and rapped
timber ;. a madness of scurrying fields that
vanished, as landscapes vanish from train
windows, under Mustard-Pot’s terrible hoof-
ings; a madness of hills up-galloped and
down-galloped ; a madness of wind-whistle
and rain-drizzle and snow-scurry ; of shout-
ing wood-cutters and pointing cyclists and
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dumbfoundered carters glimpsed sidew-ays as
one leaped from turf to road.

But always through her madness Naomi
heard hound-music; and always, even in
her madness, she knew that neither horse
nor hound, neither fox nor rider, could hold
that pace across the cut-and-laids of Tollaton
Vale.

VIL

“ OTTEN, isn’'t it?' murmured Mrs.
Monty Perivale to Sir Victor Lomond-
ham, Bart. “ Why didn’t you take

myadviceand kncck off at the cross-roads ?

** We may find at the Thorns.” Sir Victor
scowled through the rain<drizzle at the jig-
jogging pack. Mrs. Monty had headed the
only fox of the day—and he was hating her
pretty vigorously.

“ What's the good of finding at this time
in the afternoon ? ' she retorted—thinking
of Sir Victor's Rolls-Royce.

They jig-jogged on up Little Tollaton Hill.
Behind them trotted the last remnants of a
disappointed field. Ahead of them, the
Lady Master and her huntsman whispered
in consultation. “ I'd take 'em by Mad-
man's Lane if 1 were you, Hatcher,” said
the Lady Master. * Farmer Luflenham
told me there's an outlier in one of his
fields.”

The First Whip knocked a gate open. and
Masterful, Hatcher's grey, the pack at his

. heels, squelched heavily down the lane.

‘*Might just as well have gone home,”
grumbled Hatcher, looking about him over
the low hedges. On his right plough lands
stretched stickily to the tree-hidden spire
of Up-Tollaton Church. Two miles ahead of
him, down a dip and up again, Tollaton
Thorns showed black and ragged on the
fence-barred slope. Towards the Thorns, half
in view and half crest-hidden, serpentined
the green of Tollaton Vale.

“ Funny,” thought Hatcher. “ I'd swear
I heard a hound.” He drew rein, and the
pack halted at his grey’s heels. He clapped
a hand to his ear. He listened. ‘ Queer!”
he muttered under his breath. *' Deuced
queer ! Must have been a cur-dog. Can't
have been a hound. Nomeet within twenty
miles of us.”

He took his hand from hisearand squelched
on. What the devil was the matter with
Masterful ? Had Masterful, too, heard that
uncanny cur-dog ? Hatcher halted again;
and halting eyed the Vale, Waiting his will,
the bitch-pack quivered round Masterful's
heels.

‘“Why don’t he go on? " groused Sir
Victor to Mrs. Monty; and even as he
spoke, Hatcher stood up in his stirrups, and
with one terrific ** View holla ! "' capped his
pack down the lane, out of the lane and
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“Jump or die,” she thought as she rode. Somehow, she and Mustard-Pot must

struggle over this last obstacle.
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full-spiitfor the Thorns. After him- went the
ficld, and, first of the field, Victor.

Victor had forgotten Mrs. Mcenty, He
could hardly belicve, as he took his roan
between  his calves and lifted him out of
the lane, that his eyes had told himi the
truth ; that he had really seen a fox with
one solitary hound at his brush and one
solitary rider bucketing to catch up with tham
emerge from the green of the Vale and toil
desperately up the slope towards the Thorns.

Yet there they went, fox and hound and
horseman, Dbarely two hundred vyards in
front; and thcie, on his right, hareing
diagonally up the fence-harred slope to cut
them off from the Thorns, went Hatcher
with twenty couples strcaming to his cap.
The fox was decad-beat. His brush draggled
the ground. Hardly he crawled through the
last of his fences ; hardly he held on up the
slop2.

“End now Hatcher's horn twanged ; and
now Hatcher’s pack, strcaming into view
over that ultimate blackthorn, burst to
fiercest music ; and now Romco summoned
his last ounce of strength lcst these upstart
bitchesrobhim of bloodl ; and now, suddenly,
Victor recognized the <olitary rider for his
wife, the solitary horse for Mustard-Pot ;
and now, recognizing Mustard-Pot at the
last gasp and his wife's face death-white
with fatigu>, the heart under Victor’s scarlet
grew cold with fear at thought of the ditch
beyond the blackthorn—the ditch which
even freskest herse might fail to clear.

UT Naomi, riding that desperate finish,
never recognized Victor. Her mind—all
that fatigue had left her of it—was con-

centrated on Mustard-Pot's fencing. Some-
how, she and Mustard-Pot, each aiding each,
had struggled through Tollaton Vale. Some-
how, they must struggle over this last
obstacle. Somchow, not this new pack
which had sprung suddenly from nowhere,
not this fresh huntsman, but weary she and
weary Musturd-Pot and weary Romeo must
kill the fox they had run through half a
county. * Jump or die,” she thoug! t as she
rode. * Jump or die,” she muttered as the
giant gelding, wise to his roan stable-
companion racing diagonally to be level with
him, gathered hocks under belly for the
spring.

She felt that gigantic fore-hand lift
between her aching thighs ; glimpsed black-
thorn under her beots ; felt rather than saw
the unexpected ditch; felt Mustard-Pot
double-jump in mid-air to carry it ; realized,
even before the stirrups flew up from her
tocs, that he had just failed ; felt her hat
crumple to the smash of the ground—and
waited, waited endlessly in gathering dark-
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ness, waited paralysed all through that
century of a second which would tell her
whether or no she had fallen clear.

ONS after that century-long sccond,

Naomi Lomondham rolled over on

her left elbow and opened her eyes.
The world had gone queer. She saw it
double through the blur of concussion and
fatigue; saw two Victors wrenching two
roans to their haunches ; saw two Mustard-
Pots staggering to their feet ; saw—strangest
sight of all—a brace of badger-pied hounds
pull a brace of foxes over in the open.
Then a thousand black-and-tan couples
smothered badger-pies and foxes, and she
heard herself say faintly through the renew-
ing smother, * Hallo, Victor! I thought
you were with Mrs. Monty."”

‘“ Thank God she’s safe; but what the
hell's she talking about ?” thought Sir
Victor Lomondham, Bart., who was inclined
to be coarse when under strong emotion.

VIII.

“ ALL? " protested Mustard-Pot, when 1
went to him for confirmation of the
tale. “Tall? I don’t call that a tall

story. Why, one of Romeo’s great-great-

great-grandfathers B

* You mean Rambler ? ”’ I interpolated.

“Of course I mean Rambler.”” Mustard-
Pot stamped his off-fore on the stable-tiles.
‘“ Didn’t Rambler once hunt a fox on his own
—twenty miles without even a horse to
help him—and kill at ten o’clock o’night ? ”

‘ Admitted,” said I. ‘* But what about
your viewing the fox? No human will
believe that, you know.”

‘* More foo's humans | ” The yellow horse
laid his ears back and snapped at Silver
Glory through the bars of the loose-box.
‘ You ought to know that that's perfectly

ssible.”
mu I ? ’”

“Yes. You. Didn’t that big screw of
yours——?

I protested at this unkind reference to my
one poor animal, but Mustard-Pot, who has
twice in his own varied career fetched as low
as a ten-pound note, went on scornfully.

‘“Screw! Of course Ladybird's a screw.
What can you expect at that price ? Stili,
she hunted a foxonce. On herown. Don't
you remember ? You were hacking across
those fields from Little Overdine station and
Charlie popped out just in front of you.
Now, I ask you, did Ladybird follow that
fox on her own or didn’t she ? **

Whereupon I broke off the argument and
went thoughtful to tea with Naomi.

** Victor can’t bear the Perivale woman,”
she confided, pouring it for me,
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HERBERT SHAW

ILILUSTRATED BY
BALLIOL SALMON

HE discovery was too sudden, too
brutal. It seemed to the pretty
young wife of the Reverend Leonard
Miles that her life and the lives of

the two children bad slammed at full speed
into an unexpected terminus. And she was
bending over the wreckage. Very quickly
other thoughts came, not onc at a time, so
that she could deal with them with her usual
unhurried clearness, but jumping unfairly at
her hand-in-hand. The persisting thought,
for quite a while, was that this cheque she
had found among the littered papers of the
sriting-table was the first real secret she had
ever had from Leonard.

It was the secret itself, in picture form.
Constance Miles had imagination. besides a
cheery courage which expressed itself in
wonderfully efficient handling, both of her
unpractical dreamer-husband and of the
work necessitated by one maid, two children,
a quite inadequate number of hundreds a
vear, and her position as a clergyman’s wife.
Quite gaily, Constance Miles made every
week an adventure in economy ; therc were
few weeks in which she could not honestly
claim a victory over the bogey of expenditure.

. She didn’t know why she was still staring
at the cheque. It looked oddly blurred.
Even for Leonard’s familiar, careless writing
the letters were more waggly than usual.
“ Pay Maud Scrutton twenty-four pounds.
Leonard Miles.”

Suddenly Constance was violently afraid
of the wretched thing. She thrust it far
under the heaped papers, almost at the
bottom, and some of the papers above it
slithcred down and disclosed Leonard's
cheque-book. Sixty seconds of absorbed
and half-guilty accountancy disclosed three
or four counterfoils that were equal calamities
with that astounding cheque.

Constance Miles reburied her discoveries.
She sat upright, stared thoughtfully at
nothing for a little while, and then laughed.

" Poor old Leonard ! "’ she said. " Fancy
coming in for my cheque and finding
this 1"

All the unmarried philosophers tell you
wisely that married life is merely a successien
of discoveries, big and small. The clever
fellows leave it at that. They provide no
useful text-book to tell wives what to do
when the crisis comes. Should they scream
or sit tight ? Ask cunning, trap-like ques-
tions or keep darkling silence ? Should
they shut themselves up in resentful gloom
or cynically sparkle ? Job or George Graves
—under which banner ? In short, should
they act or think ?

It depends on the sort of husband, the
sort of wife. and the sort they visualize
Maud as being. But there is one unchange-
able rule in these affairs. In the first un-
pleasant shock of discovery Everywoman
feels rather as if she had forgotten to put on
her blouse that morning. Looking down to
reassure herself that this is not so, making
certain at the same time that her hair is
not falling down, she resolves, sensibly but
fiercely, never to lell anybody.

Do you think that’s wise of them ?

Anyway, Constance Miles got as far as
that. Then she obeyed an impulse, almost
as unalterable as that other rule of Every-
woman’s, when she got up and looked at
herscif in the oval mirror above the mantel-
picce.

She wondered vaguely, not without a
faint amuscment, rather like making up a
story—-exciting to invent the ends

\Where was Maud ? Not here in Cedars-
wood, that sclect and attractive suburb.
Leonard was popular and above eossip,
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carcless and impetuous, but he would never
have risked the wagging of tongues in
Cedarswood.

In London, where you can hide any knots
that time makes in marriage rbbons ?
Farther, in the North, where Leonard went
sometimes to sce his people? \What was
the name of that girl in saxe blue who was
so friendly with me that week Leonard and
I stayed at the Avalon in Brighton ?

She could not remember the name, but
she was certain that one wasn't Maud.
Mauds into saxe blue don't go. They're
more likely to be rather yellowy persons, on
the big side, in black charmeuse, with a
strong dash of diamond rings. Or so Maud
came to life, vaguely, behind the intent
Everywoman that faced Constance from the
mirror.

* Find Maud,” commanded Everywoman.
* But how do you start ? " asked Constance.
both in silence. And both of them, gazing
fixedly at each other, pressed hard with four
forefingers just where the lines come that
matter most and worst. From the inner
corners of four eyes, steadily along the top
of their cheekbones. Theysmiled in friendly
reassurance. Not even a baby crow had
dared to alight there. Maud, shadow some-
where out in the unknown, no matter what
you are like, you will never be able to better
the lustrous hair, the challenging eyes, the
bright mouths of these two earnest students
of the situation your sudden appearance—
by proxy of one cheque and four counter-
foils—has created.

The steady eyes of Constance Miles sig-
nalled a confident ** Well, 's all right ! *’ to
her close friend in the mirror. There wasn't
a dissentient vote. But there was an inter-
ruption, The front door of the house was
opencd and slammed. Thus, habitually,
Leonard entered.

Constance allowed herself just one more
(look out, Maud !) glance of completely satis-
fied appraisal. Then sheran out of Leonard’s
study, rounded the second flight of stairs
with the silence and speed of a Rolls on top
gear, gained her own room, and, still without
any noise, shut the door.

From the top of the first flight Leonard
called out * Constance!” waited, called
again. No answer. Cicely, the maid, ap-
pearing suddenly with broom and acces-
sories, looked at him in her slow way. It
was her second appearance in the passage.
She had pushed her nose and her broom
slightly into the passage a moment before,
and had only just missed being overturned
by the whirlwind retreat of Constance.
Cicely, a romanticist, noticed things. She
said, lying but truthful :—

‘' Mrs. Miles is very busy in her room, sir.”

“ Oh,” said Leonard. * Isay, if you find
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the Times knocking about, bring it up, will
you ? "

He withdrew into his study. He sat
down, ran his fingers over his unbusiness-
like hair, looked worried, thought with
disgust of his golf handicap and the childish
way he had playcd last Saturday, tried the
telephone for the second time that morning
and again found it woodenly dumb, pushed
aside the heap of papers, dashed at the ink-
stand, and began to write letters. Leonard
always dashed at things. He didn’t like
letter-writing—especially this morming. He
groaned, and told the untidy little study
about it.

*This won’t do,” he declared, and his
tone was unresigned but hopeless. ‘' It's
got to stop.”

He wrote on.

In spotless bedroom, in untidy study
where brooms are rarely allowed to enter.
the opposing forces are entrenched. For
the moment the front lines of both are

quiet. It looks like rain, if not worse. The
story is simple, mathematical. Illustration
follows :—

LLEONARD AND CONSTANCE.

X

In plain words, Leonard and Constance
are divided by Maud, and X is Maud ; but
though we know that, it geis us no farther.
You do not know Maud. Before long you
shall. You are quite right about one thing.
She is not a nice person.

HE doors of the study opened. The
hunched shoulders of Leonard—
Leonard: busily writing—looked as
though he would grunt when he said any-
thing next. He did. He grunted :—
** Put it down anywhere | **

* What ? "
* The Times, of course. Couldn’t you
find it ?

Leonard popred the sealed envelope safely
into the heap, felt a draught, turned, and
saw Constance instead of Cicely. He slewed
round.

‘I beg your pardon, old girl. 1 thought
it was Cicely with the paper. I sit on it all
through breakfast. 1 can’'t make out why
I always lose it directly I get up. Can
you? "

Constance advanced into the room—
metaphorically, into the centre of the ring.
The opening was there. She sparred for
another.

** There are lots of things I can’t make
out,” she remarked, gloomily.

The attempt at another opening flopped.
Leonard did not notice her gloom, her
seriousness.

1 should say there are,” he agrced,



brightty. ' Theres | |
this wretched tele- I
phone still out of ji/|
ordger. I write to tell |
them about it. Do |
they come ? No. Sit |
down, Cennie. What's
that you've got in \
your hand ? ()
*1It's the list of the '
things the child-
ren want atschool
—the things they
must have. Two
new serge frocks,
and more shoes.
And Nancy must
have a new coat.

-~
e

Leonard popped
the sealed enve-
lope safely into
the heap, turned,
and saw on-

stance instead of
Cicely. He
slewed

round.

The one Babs has
willhave to dofor
the present.”’
Leonard be-
came thoughtful.
* I think I can
get  everything
for fifteen pounds ; I've made. out a list.
You said you would let me have a cheque.”
Leonard fumbled. He was awfully nice
and he was awfully sorry, but he had for-
gotten. He admitted being a confirmed
forgetter, But just now he had run very
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short. Didn’t want to write another cheque
if he could possibly help it. There were lots
of things—vaguely. How about next
month? The children must have tie frocks,
of course. ** For the cheque, I mean ?

It was a facer. Constance retreated to the
ropes. This refusal of the promised shcp-
ping cheque was so urexpected. It made
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the secret jump up blackly, and it made her
lose courage. ‘' Pay Maud Scrutton twenty-
four pounds.” She felt hot and angry. The
silence and Leonard were both uncom-
fortable.

‘“We always pay at once for things,
Leonard,” she objected at last.

‘1 know we do. But just for once
Get them somewhere elsc. You necdn't go
to London for them this time, even if you do
have to pay a few shillings more. Get them
at Bird’s. I've seen some very nice kiddies’
things in Bird’s windows."”

“ All right,” said Constance. She got up.
Leonard had the air of hoping she wasn't
going to stay in the room another minute.
"hen a determined Klaxon bellowed outside,
and Leonard came to life. He jumped up.

‘1 knew there was something I had to tell
vou ! ** he exclaimed, reproachfully. ** That's
IKentish. He’s come for you, Connie.”

*“ George Kentish re

‘* There's his car. He wrote this morning,
and I slipped out to telephone him. He’s not
going into town to-day, and he said he'd
come down for you and drive you back to
the Court.”

“ Why ever didn’t you tell me ?

“1 forgot. But, anyway, it's all right,
Connie. I don't know what we'd do without
Kentish in Cedarswood. Directly any fine
weather comes along you can have the
grounds of the Court for your bazaar. He
thought you'd like to look over the place and
make all your arrangements in good time.
Anything you want, he said.”

The door opened as though a storm had
taken command, and the big man who
entered looked first at Constance and then
at her husband before he took the Corona
from his lips.

“ Good morning, Mrs. Constance. How
do youdo, Leonard ? He's quite right, Mrs.
Constance. Anything you want, I told him
—you can have all the downstairs rooms of
the Court if they're necessary. And all the
flowers the gardeners can get together. You
and I aregoing to make this bazaargo. Eh?
\Ve'll have them talking !

The rich bachelor who lived at the Court
radiated the cheerfulness, self-reliance, and
prosperity of the business man to whom
every day brings increasing success. The
best friend they had in Cedarswood, he
owned the largest house in the place, the
lordliest cars, the greatest number of ser-
vants. Constance's eyes sparkled.

“You’re always helping us, Mr. Kentish!
It's tremendously good of you. It was
unfair of me to ask you again.”

‘ Nonsense | **  His big, jolly face was all
smiles. *“ A lonely old man like myself
wants every chance he can get of doing a bit
for charity. I’'m going to ask Leonard if he
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can spare you fo1 the day. I'm ready when-
ever you are, Mrs. Constance.”

“1 won't be five minutes.” Constance
hurried from the room. George Kentish
made Ieonard take a cigar, and asked if he
might use the telephone.

** It's out of order,”” Leonard apologized.

" May 1 use your window, then ? * said
Kentish. Pushing up the window, he leaned
out and called to the blue-uniformed chauf-
feur in the huge blue Daimler. The man
looked up.

" Swish back and tell them Mrs. Miles will
be staying for lunch. And then come back
here just as soon as you can.”

Shutting the window, he looked at Leonard.
“ Three times five minutes, of course,” he
said, sounding his cheery laugh. ‘I know
them. He'll be back in plenty of time.
How are things with you ?

 Fine, thanks,” said Leonard, in a rainy
voice, and his visitor looked at him again—
thoughtfully. * I say, Kentish, it’s awfully
good of you to let us have the Court. Connie
is very keen on making a success of that
show.”

‘“ Now, then,” warned Kentish. “ No
thanks, if you please. She’ll make a success
of it all right; your wife's a wonderful
woman, Miles.”

‘“ She’s the best in the world,” I.eonard
asserted, very warmly.

HANK you, it had been really perfect—

a lovely day. She had enjoyed herself

veiy, very much. Almost a brushing
shadow of regret, of envy, to tarnish her
honest and sincere gratitude. No trouble or
annoyance evenseemed able to come near this
big house with its moneyed easiness of life,
this big, comfortable, smiling man, with his
kindly thoughts and his shrewd, intelligent
cyes.
it I'm very glad you enjoyed it,” George
Kentish said.

As Constance watched for the lights of the
Daimler to appear she realized for the frst
time that the day had been like an hour of
release.

She had almost becn able to forgct her
discovery of the morning. She must now go
back to it.

Constance Miles's little sigh was uncon-
scious. The man sitting near to her on the
wide, soft window-seat moved Lis position.

* What's the matter between you and
Leonard ? ” asked big George Kentish,
bluntly. ‘ What's wrong ? **

He was suddenly very grim. His eys
and his mouth were very hard. Any intclii-
gent man who had seen George Kcntich
just now would have suffered a shock.
Would have placed this big, cheery fellow
as a ruthless thruster towards his own
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purposes; would have wondered whether the
breezy kindliness of George Kentish might
not be a mask for cunning. But Constance
did not look at him. She felt too frightened.
She exclaimed, with incredulous awe :—

“ Mr Kentish! You know /"

He shook his head. * I don’t know what
the matter ss. But I know very well there's
something the matter. You're worried to
death. I didn't want second sight to spot
that the moment I saw you and Leonard
this morning."

“ Leonard’s worried,” she said, lamely.
On the drive wheels grated to a standstill
before the house. Constance got up un-

_steadily. “ I'll go and get my things on, I
think, Mr Kentish. There’s the car.”

** Just as you like, Mrs. Constance.”

ER host’s voice was quite ordinary. He
stood before her now, astonishingly
solid against the darkness of the great

room. And Constance did not quite finish
standing up. She seemed to tumble back
upon the wideseat, beaten. Beaten—by her-
self. Thatwas what made it humiliating.
She knew now that she was just like any
ordinary wife. The gay spirit with which she
had confronted that morning’s revelation was
all pretence. It wouldn't hold. She had
dared to think that she could keep that
secret hidden, could remain undisturbed,

confident—willing to watch Leonard. The
beastliness of watching Leonard:
Did she really know Leonard ? Constance

shrugged her shoulders. At least, she knew
the best of Leonard too well to wish to watch
him.

* We'll have a little light,” said Kentish,
turning in the darkness. The softest light
came from a ceiling bow], the blinds came
down at a touch. " Take it easy, Mrs.
Constance. How do you feel ? If you're
in a hurry you've only to say so.”

‘“I'd rather wait a little while, if you
don’t mind."”

“ Of course you would. Don’t disturb
yourself now; I can get those curtains
without your moving an inch. That's it.”

She lifted her white face. °‘* Mr. Kentish,
I'm afraid for Leonard. I shouldn’t say
anything—but I'm desperately afraid. You
know what Cedarswood is, and how popular
Leonard is with everybody. There are lots
of nice people, but put them all together and
they’d smash Leonard if there was any
scandal. Wouldn’t they ? Leonard’s like a
big boy ; he never thinks what he's doing,
never considers very much. And I'm sure
there’s something wrong. Yet I wouldn't
ask Leonard about it. This moming I
thought I could. But I couldn’'t—not then.
And now—it's funny—I know I could never
ask him.”
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She stopped dead. Had she told him ?
She did not know. One sccond Constance
hoped she had, the next she tried to recall
exactly what she had said. It was odd to
see his usually smiling face so grave. But he
still looked very friendly. And solid—that
was the word, Constance decided, looking at
him in her distress—one of those rarc men
whose foundations are impregnable. Thcre
was such a quality of safety about George
Kentish. He conveyed the idea that his
future was impregnable also.

‘* Rather a lot about Leonard,” he com-
mented, dryly. “ What about yourself ? **

She stared at him. She said, blankly but
quite truthfully. “ I don’t understand. I'm
thinking of Leonard. And then there’s the
children—it’s horrible ! **

* For the moment,” Kentish told her,
stolidly, ** I'm thinking of you, if you don’'t
mind. Is money the trouble ? " He was
aware of a little awkwardness, his big hands
moved a little. * That’s easy; that's down
my street.” d

‘It isn’t money.” Her denial was vehe-
ment. He saw the fingers of her hands grip
together.

‘“Then it's a woman," George Kentish
pronounced flatly. ‘“ I'm going to talk
straight, Mrs. Constance. I never could beat
about the bush—never found it worth while.
You'd better let me ask Leonard, if you can’t.
I'll frighten him out of his life ; it’s the only
way. I’ll pull him up. Trust me!”

Constance was aghast. Then she Aad told
him. She heard his voice queerly, as if it
came from the end of a tunnel. * Of course
I'm right. It’s an infernal shame ! "

** You wouldn’t tell Leonard what I've told
you!"

‘““No. I'm not going to ask you another
question. If you don’t want to tell me what
Master Leonard has been up to, I'll find eut
myself. Whatever it is, I'll see that he stops
it. Because if he doesn’t, as you said your-
self, he’'ll go smash. I know Cedarswcod
people.”

Constance tried to consider, tricd to think.
But she only looked at George Kentish—
realized nothing except his determination,
his strength.

‘“ Leonard would listen to you.”

‘ He'd have to. Nobody outside would
know anything; I'd watch that. Mis.
Constance, I've been here at the Court nearly
five years. When I first took the place
everybody in Cedarswood wanted to know
all about me. They pumped me to know
why I had never married, how much I made
a year, just what my business was in the
City, and all that nonsense. I very soon put
a stop to that, and they leamed to leave me
alone. What’s my business got to do with
them ?
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** Thev can take me or leave me—and I
guess they take me all right now—I'm
worth something to the place. They don't
look down their noses at me now, as they did
then, I'm business all the time—always
have been—and everyvthing goes back to
money, when you work it out.  I'mvery fond
of vou and your husband. There wasn’t any
of that questioning flummery about you;
vou were nice to me from the start. I've
backed him every way I could, I i

“ You've been the kindest friend to us
both, Mr. Kentish—to me."”

“ It's been all pleasure. Leonard’s a good
boy, but he’s got no business. He doesn’t
want it, perhaps. in his work—we all know
there isn’t another church in Cedarswood
that's packed every Sunday. I've helped
there, Mrs. Constance, though I say it
muveelf.”

He was right there. George Kentish
was one of the most prominent, certainly
the most influential, of the members of
Leonard’s chutch. She recalled his unfailing
help, the value of his quiet advice on occa-
sions hard to count. She murmured, *If
only you could help Leonard ** and
stopped. .

‘“Leave it to me,” he declared, instantly.
His confidence made her think of George
Kentish as a rock, of Leonard as drifting
sand, blown near the edge of a cliff. “1I
said I wouldn’t ask another question; I'm
not going to. If Leonard’s gone off the rails,
I'll put him back again. Without a soul in
Cedarswood knowing, except you and me.
That's a promise, Mrs. Constance. And
Leonard will never know you told me a word.
I promise that too.”

She gazed up at him during a long moment
of silence. Something of his own confidence
passed to her, and she welcomed it with a
wonderful sense of relief. Again Constance
thought of him as impregnable. Could it be
true that the thing which was worrying her
to death was there only to be swept away—
by him ? Suddenly she felt it must be true.
And after that it was inevitable. She told
George Kentish everything.

She felt years younger. She felt every
tit as young as yesterday morning, when
Ieonardand the children had beeneverything
there was to think about. Before the in-
tolerable shadow of Maud had come into her

house.
‘“I'm your plain man,” George Kentish
told her. “I'm money and common-sense,

you might say. And money and common-
sense can settle anything in the world. I'll
settle this. You're to go home and forget all
about it till I've got something to tell you.
Leave it to me.”

He helped adjust her coat (its second
season), patted her shoulder, held her hand
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for quite a little while, opened the door of
the magical Daimler himself. Waved good-
bye to her till the bend of the drive toek the
car. Went back into the big room and stood
in exactly the same position. A dark dis-
content changed the jolly face of George
Kentish, He scemed to see Constance Miles
still sitting there before him, welcomed a
return of a pleasant thrill. George Kentish
was a rich man, but he was a lonely man.
The last half-hour of Constance’s visit, the
slow half-hour in which his sympathy had
persuaded her to confession of her trouble,
had been none too long for him.

He roused himself, shaking off that vision.
of Constance sitting there, shaking off regret-
fully that other vision of a woman like
Constance moving like light about the roems
of his big house. George Kentish became
money and common-sense again. Problems ;
To find Maud ; to frighten Leonard Miles out
of his life about Maud ; to send Maud pack-
ing. And Leonard must on no account
know how George Kentish had known of
Maud's existence. i

He had promised that.

Money and common-sense rang up his
office in the City, asked a few quick questions.
Then Kentish rang up the superintendent ot
the telephone area which included Cedars-
wood. Money and common-sense never for-
gets anything, always knows the right men,
always has a pull.

‘1 want to ask a favour,” said George
Kentish,  ““ You know the Miles's house in
Hillcrest Avenue ? His telephone’s out of
order. . Would it hurt anybody very much if
it wasn’t put right again for th-ee day-s from
now ? Or two days, even, might do—I'll
let you know."”

HREE days later George Kentish called
at the Miles’s house. Constance was
out. and he found Leonard in his study,

waitingfortea. Tea came. Kentish allowed
his host to enjoy half a cup, and then pulled
the rope—hard.

“““This won't do, you know, Leonard,’ he
said, bluntly.

Leonard’s first bewildered fancy that he
was referring to the tea crumbled to dust at
the sight of the other’s face.

* What on earth do you mean, Kentish ? *
he asked.

‘“Maud," said Kentish.

It was brief but alarmingly adequate
Leonard stared at him as though he had teen
a wizard. Kentish awaited anger, rebellion,
or passionate denial, but none of these thingy
came. Leonard Miles just stared at his
accusing guest with terror in his eyes.

‘“ Maud,” repeated Kentish. ‘‘ Maud
Scrutton, Old Yorke Street, London, W
For your sake, Leonard, I've been making a
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lot of inquiries about thelady. Some friends
of mine on the Baltic Exchange know pretty
well all there is to know about the way she
does business. It’s hard for anybody to get
out of her clutches once he gets in. But I'm
going to get you out, Leonard. You must
have been mad! "’

“1 meant no harm,
wrong. [ hoped &

“Cut it out,” the
other ordered. His
face was hard. " The
Bankruptcy Court is
fuil of hopers who
didn’t stick to 1heir
own job. Hopers who
back horses get the e
quicker han the ordi-
nary kind. ' How much
have you lost to this
advertising woman
bookmaker? How
long has it been.going
on?"

Leonard Miles re
covered a little. He
gasped his chin back
into position, and tried
to meet the other's
eyes.

** What's the good o
your bullying me,
Kentish ? You're rich
—you've everything
you want. You
couldn’t  understand,
you

" I'm a plain man,
and perhaps 1 can’t
understand,” Kentish
interrupted, dis-
gustedly. “ But don’t
forget I'm talking to
you as a friend, and
that sort of whining
excuse makes me sick
1 never backed a horse
n my life, so 1 don’t
know much about it
But I've friends in the
City that do. I've
made it my business
to collect inforination

I've done nothing

Latiye Saeann, o
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from them about this
Maud Scrutton. Did
vou ever have a win
from her ?

“What's the matter between yc;u
and Leonard? ' asked big George
Kentish, bluntly, “What's wrong?™

“Two or three
pounds now and then,” Leonard answered,
mserably.

" 1 thought so. And you're atraid to tel
me what you’ve lost. And you've got the
Lest wife in the world, two jolly children—
and you sit there and tell me I've got every

thing. | know what you get trom the
church, Leonard. Five hundred would almost
cover your income. It isn’t only that: you
put your whole future in jeopardy. How
long do you suppose Cedarswood would stand
you if you were known to be a betting man ¢
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They'd have you out the quickest they know
how. You'd be finished—done !

Leonard’s silence admitted it. He felt—
and still looked—like a convicted prisoner
at the bar. He could find only two words of
delence 1 —

* Nobody knows."

‘ Not your ’‘ault if they don’t.” Judge
and prosecuting counsel spoke, as it were,
together. ** The day before vesterday I saw
you coming out of the little post-office at the
end of the town. Suppwse you thought it
clever not to use the main one. I shouted
after you, but you didn't hear. I had to
send a wire, and there on the pad, scratched
with a hard pencil in plain English, 1 saw
the impression of the wire you had just sent.
I've got it here."”

He unfolded it.

‘“ There it is, as plain as if it was actually
written. Code, I suppose. Wouldn't it
make anybody curious, anybody who knew

you, anybody who liked you ? ‘To Maud
London. Hunt Galloping Dick.” Signed,
* Miles” That's how 1 knew. Galloping
Dick is the name of a horse. That's
obvious to an idiot. What's ' Hunt’
mean ?

1 forget,” said Leonard, honestly.

“ Good Lord! ""exclaimed Kentish. ‘“ And
you tell me you hoped to make money out of
backing horses! Did you remember what
it meant when you put it down, or didn't
you? "

** Of course,’” Leonard Miles answered, with
dignity. ‘I don't suppose you'll helieve
me, but I was really very careful. That's
the first wire I ever sent from any Cedars-
wood post-office. I always used the tele-
phone, but it got out of order, and I can't
persuade them to send anybody to see to it.
I'll tell you what * Hunt * means in a minute.
Here you are,” Leonard announced, un-
locking a drawer of his writing-table and
fishing from a heap of papers a neat gold-
printed card. * This is the code. ‘ Hunt’
means two pounds.”

* To Maud Scrutton or to you ? ** Kentish
inquired, with sarcasm. '* Did Galloping
Dick win orlose that day ? "

The effort to remember was obviously

painful. It lasted over a minute.

** She lost.”

““Who ? Maud ? " asked Kentish, not
very hopefully.

*“No. Galloping Dick."”

1 think I should have guessed it
Kentish commented, dryly. ““ Any other
winne:s this week ? '

Leonard shook his head. ‘I decided,”

he said, brightly, *“ to do nothing more till
the telephone was in order. Yes, I remember
now, I decided that—firmly."”

““You are visited by occasional moments
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of sense,” remarked his questioner, approv-
ingly. ** Did you lose anything last weck ? **

“Did I? Let me think.” Leonard con-
sulted a few samples from the muddle of
papers with a gainful slowness. “ Ah, I've
got cverything here. 1 put it down sys-
tematically. I'm afraid I lost last week, t
scems.”

George Kentish was valiantly patient,
though his hands moved irritably. * How
much ?

** A bad week, I fear,"” replied Iconard, in
a kind of frightened whisper. ** No, not a
good week at all.”

** How much ?

‘I have it here.” Leonard's wavering
forefinger pinned down a piece of paper. *“ 1
have everything here—if I can find it. Last
week—twenty-four pounds. The Times—in
other matters an excellent paper—favoured,
wrongly, a filly with a very pretty name.
Etta-something—no, that isn't right—nearly
right, though. Now I have it—Coronetta.
It—she—came in, I believe, fourth.”

ENTISH saw red. Perhaps he thought
of the worry Constance had suffered,
and he slammed one of his great hands

upon the table so that the other man jumped.

* Twenty-four pounds!” he echoed
** Twenty-four pounds in a week—and you
don’t earn six hundred a year. What have
you got to say for yourself, man ? **

Iconard jumped again, and said it. And
slowly the hard face of George Kentish
changed. Constance hadn't been well lately
—she wasn't up to things—there was too
much work in the house—and then the
Church work. Leonard had dreamed a
wonderful dream of, somehow, getting enough
money together to send her to Switzerland
for a month. IKentish, always so decent to
them, would understand. There had come,
addressed to the previous tenant of the
house next door, which hsd been emprty
for some time, one of the inviting circulars
of Maud Scrutton, Old Yorke Street.
Leonard, like the lamb he was in all practical
matters, had jumped at the bait with the
utterly foolish hope of getting the funds ta
provide a really good holiday for Constance

He had lost. He had won, by sheer tiuk-
ing. a pound or so. He had lost. He had
kept on. Still dreaming. The holiday for
Constance was farther off than it had ever
heen. In short, Maud triumphed. Leonard
was ashamed, penitent, bitterly remorseful.

* I see,” said Kentish, at the end of this
confession, His voice was a great deal softer.
‘ I'm going to get to the end of this business
—I want the facts. Turn out all those notes
you've got there, Leonard, and push them
over to me. I want to know how much
you've lost altogether. I've got an idea.”
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In his scrambling way, on odds and ends
of paper, Leonard Miles had made a note of
every winning and losing transaction in his
futile career as a gambler; had kept—care-
fully locked up—several of the weekly
accounts of Maud Scrutton. Kentish’s
painstaking accountancy of profit and loss
was suddenly interrupted by a startling
discovery. His exclamation awoke Leonard,
brooding painfully over his folly.

* Didn’t you tell me you never backed in
big amounts ? There’s no less than two
thousand mentioned here—on this coloured
slip. What does that mean ?

“1 do remember that one’ Leonard
explained, with a kind of jerky pride. * It's
a double event. Long odds, they call it—
you risk your money a long time before the
races are run. You back two horses to-
gether. I remember thinking that bet alone
would settle Constance’s holiday and leave a
lot over. Two separate races—two thousand
pounds to two pounds—but both horses have
got to win, you understand ? ”

‘“ No, I don't,” Kentish grumbled. * This
slip says, ‘ Dear Sir, I have obtained the
following commissions for you : Cesarewitch
and Cambridgeshire, two thousand pounds
to two pounds win. Odd Money and Double *
—Double something—what's the name of
the second horse ? **

** Doub'e Baulk," replied Leonard, readily.
‘* Wait, though—there were two horses with
names very much alike, Double Baulk and
Double Blank. I remember hesitating for a
long time. Let me think. Yes, I remember
now. I decided on Double Baulk for the
second race, just because the Times said it
hadn't a chance, and I'd been playing
billiards with Horton at his new house.
The first race is over—the Cesarewitch. It
was run the other day, and Odd Money won.
Didn't you know ?

‘“I1did not,” said Kentish, testily, lookingat
the slip. “ You’ve got me all tangledup. Do
you mean to tell me that if Double Baulk wins
the second race this Maud Scrutton person will
pay over a couple of thousand to you? "’

* Of course,” Leonard answered, simply.
* And if it doesn’t win I shall owe her two
pounds, It's a thousand to one against—
what did she call it in a special circular she
sent >—spotting the double. So you can see
for yourself that's the same as two thousand
to two.”

‘ It seems wonderful to me,” remarked
Kentish, and a sudden recollection came
to him. ‘* By the way, they were shouting
something as I drove past the station.
When's that second race of yours run ?

Leonard couldn't remember for the
moment. So he found the Times under a
pile of manuscript paper and library books,
and opened it.
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*“ By Jove, it's to-day!” He was quite
surprised. He looked steadily at Kentish.
Quite unexpectedly, he took the other man’s
hand.

“ You've put me right, Kentish. I've
been an utter fool. If you like, I'll promise
you that I'll never have another bet of any
kind. But just fancy, if Double Baulk #4as
won, I'll be able to arrange for that holiday
for Constance straight away. Two thousand
pounds ! And you'll have to come with us—
I shall insist upon that.”

George Kentish laughed. But he did not
let go at once of the other’s hand. ** There’s
nothing would give me more pleasure,” he
said, heartily. “ If you've brought this
amazing chance off: .

And then he pulled his hand away. ‘' I've
a paper here,” he cried. ‘' I stoppcd the car
and bought a paper for the result of the East
Darkshire by-election. Let's have a look.”

Even stolid George Kentish was conscious
of an odd, but not unpleasant, tingling of
excitement. ‘‘ Double Baulk,” he whispered,
unconsciously, and Leonard Miles, already
looking over his shoulder, echoed, * Yes,
that's the one. Double Baulk! "

HERE it was, in the Stop Press, in rather
sludgy type. Very near, but very differ-
ent. DOUBLE BLANK 1—at the head

of a list of fourteen runners.

Midway down the list of useless names
was Double Baulk. The holiday for Con-
stance was still uncharted.

‘“ Well, that's that,”” Leonard murmured.
He sat down, rather white. ** Of course, you
couldn’t expect it to happen.”*

‘No,”” agreed Kentish, refolding the
stupid paper carefully. *‘Sit there and try
to forget about it, Leonard. Give me those
notes of yours again. Now I'll get back to
the ordinary world. To work—Lord, if you
knew what I think of all this gambling!
It ruin's nine out of every ten who fool about
with it.”

“ It'snot going toruin Constance and me,"’
declared Leonard. * I've finished with it.”

‘“Good man!’ said Kentish. But he
spoke abstractedly, busy with the other's
puerile figures. Nearly ten minutes had
gone before he looked up and laid down his
fountain-pen.

**Now, then, Leonard. I've got it all
down. Youseem to have been feeding Maud
Scrutton with pocket-money for the last
eleven weeks. Before we go any farther, is
there anybody else in this line ?

‘ On my honour, no.”

‘I only asked. In those eleven weeks
you've won a shilling or two over twenty-one
pounds. Were you stupid enough to pay
these losing accounts by cheque ? The bank
would know where it was going: 3
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** Always by notes. Except thislast week.
I paid the twenty-four pounds by cheque.”

“It can't be hclped. Then all these
losing accounts are paid ? Right. Then in
eleven weeks you've paid this woman just
over ninety pounds. Maud Scrutton benefits
by a balance of seventy odd. She would !’

Ieonard sat silent. He found himself
wondering. George Kentish seemed to him
to be suppressing a savage mirth. He saw
the other pull a cheque-book from his pocket,
and he cried out :—

‘* What are you doing ? "

‘“ Making good your losses,” Kentish
barked, crossly, rather as though a dog under
the writing-table had suddenly bitten iim.
** I hate seeing good money wasted. Seventy
pounds—on your solemn promise that you
drop all betting, all gambling, for ever.”

Leonard touched his arm violently.

‘“ Don’t, please, Kentish. It's absurd!
I won't take it from you."

" Do you mean you won't give me that
promise ? "'

** Certainly not. I've given it you already.
Don’t be afraid I sha'n’t keep it."”

“I'm not in the least afraid of that. I
think you've learnt your lesson.”

He began to write. ILeonard fumbled
with ineffective words of remonstrance. He
fidgeted nervously, determined not to let
Kentish do what was in his mind. Suddenly
George Kentish jumped up. It was astonish-
ing that he should be the first to know that
Constance Miles was standing in the study
by the door.

“I'm having trouble with an obstinate
husband,” Kentish informed her. ‘‘I'll
transfer the discussion to you, if you'll let
me explain.”

“ You needn’t. I've been listening for the
last five minutes. You were too busy with
the paper to notice when I came in."”

Constance spoke gravely. But then she
laughed. And George Kentish noted that
her eyes were shining and that shestood very
upright. She was not the same woman who
had made confession to Kentish in his house.
She had discovered Maud. A smile moved
the lips of Kentish and danced for a second
in his heart. She went across to her hus-
band. -Kentish scarcely heard her musing
whisper, ** Poor old Leonard ! **

‘“ Touching this little matter of a holiday,"
tegan Kentish, without hesitation, and lifted
a warning hand. “ I'm in the chair—I don’t
want either of you to speak a word, please.
I'm a faddy person, and I've got to be
humoured. I've got money, and nothing to
do withit.”

“ What ever are you talking about, Mr,
Kentish ?

Kentish looked at her, whipped out his
watch, pretended to be flurried for time.
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‘ It's quite simple, Mrs. Constance. I.ord,
I shall have to hurry ! ILeonard's got to take
vou on a holiday—a real holiday—NMIrs
Constance, as soon as he can find sometodv
to take his place for a Sunday or so. And
the bill's mine. There's nothing more to
be said. To please me! *’

He turned savagely on
Leonard expostulating.

‘1 can’t hear you! Take hold of this—
quick ! " Ieonard making no movement,
he stuffed the cheque into I.eonard’s nearest
pocket. It's two hundred; balance over
the seventy is for holiday money. If you
tear that up—if you don’t present it before
the end of this week—you’'ll lose me as a
neighbour. I'll put the Court into the mar
ket and clear out of Cedarswood. Get me ?

That was George Kentish, Always, they
reflected, he meant what he said, meant
whole-heartedly what he did. While they
stood in silence, intently getting him, he
glared at them both in tumn.

‘“ Aren’t I godfather to yourlittle Nancy ? ”
he half shouted. Then Constance moved.

‘ Won’t you stay and let us try to.thank
you ? " she said.

Kentish threw back his head. * Thank
me! Whatfor? I'dlove to stay, but I've
something I must fix up in town. Good-bywe,
both of you. Mind you have a good time.”

Leonard—aon

HEY would never forget it, either of
them. They said so to each other
many times.

George Kentish drove his fast two-seater
very fast to London—the same car in which
he had patiently waited at the outlying
post-office—waited for hours, till I.eonard
should come to send a telegram. His cam-
paign was over. He glowed with success.

All the oftices on the third floor, to which
the lift took him, were his. George Kentish
entered the small and beautiful room which
was his private office. Here there were
three prints of Hiroshige, two wonderful
armchairs, and one Aubusson carpet of great
merit. One shining tape-machine, at which
George Kentish looked and frowned. A
couple of favourites—the devil fly away with
all favourites '—had won the last two races.

The sallow clerk who came at his summons
was dressed to equal the appearance of a
Prime Minister’s secretary.

* Any news ? ' asked Kentish.

‘“ Not so good.” About the black brushed
head of the confidential clerk a shade of
gloom was almost visible. * Some mug
punter in a suburb called Cedarswood has
done the dirty on the book. Miles, whoever
he is. He’s had the nerve to click the
Cesarewitch and Cambridgeshire double—we
laid him two thousand pounds to two some
weeks back—Odd Money and Double Blank."
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-

“Leonard’s got to take you cn a holiday—a real holiday—Mrs. Constance. And
the bill's mine. Take hold of this—quick! ™

Vol. Ixiv.~16.
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murmured
what do

= Fluked the double, has he ? ™
Keatish, thoughtfully. “ Well,
you think of that ¢

The clerk defined it angrily as a nasty jar.
Ientish told him to bring the books.

He brought a big bouk, open at the name
of Miles. Kentish dismisscd him and sat
down.  George Kentish is Maud Scrutton ;
I hope you haven’t guessed it.  These serene
and discreet offices in Old Yorke Street, the
Daimler, the Rolls, and the two-scaters, the
spreading gardens and the big house at
Cedarswood called the Court, are all Maud's.
Maud, the lucky wench, George Kentish,
the merry well-doer, here in Old Yorke Strect
(and nowhere else) meet as onc.

George Kentish took from his pocket the
slip of tinted paper that recorded the winning
bet. Already, in the book before him, neat
round figures announced Maud Scrutton’s
indebtedness of two thousand pounds to
Leonard Miles of Cedarsweod.  Kentish had
studied the book on the previous afternoon.
Five minutes before he had entered the
Miles's house on tlus exciting day he had
known that Leonard had backed the winner
and won two thousand pounds.

Leonard Miles had successfully remem-
bered only his intention to back Double
Baulk. He had successfully forgotten that
he had abandoned that intention and backed
Double Blank instead. All the evidence of
that glorious change of mind was in the slip
Gearge Kentish now inspected with a cheerful
eye. Double I3lank, the winner, seemed
to leap trom it in foot letters. He addressed
the slip as though it were human,

“ 1 was cold all over till I'd got hold of
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you, my darling,” he told it, chattily. °* And
1 kidded Leonard Miles he was on Double
Baulk! Two thousand to a couple of measly
jimmies—not likely! I ask you, what a
forgetter ! '

Silence. A kind of digestive silence, while
a Corona was being procured from store,
and on the wall the Japs of Hiroshige went
blandly through their rice-fields and their
ran.

Solitoquy, with puffs :—

“How do I stand ? A hundred’ll settle
the fitments they want for their bazaar—and
two hundred the cheque. Saved a solid two
thousand—on balance I'm a clean seventeen
hundred pounds up. Good enough! "’

George Kentish rang the bell, took up a
broad-nibbed pen, and splayed a thick line
diagonally across the account of Leonard
Miles, wrote CLOSED across it in huge,
painstaking capitals. By this time the
magnificent clerk looked on.

“TI'll settle this man Miles’s account
myself,” said Kentish. ' And I'm closing
his account altogether. Writing him ; I
don’t want him to bet with me again. And
I don’t want any circulars sent to any address
at Cedarswood in future. 1've a reason.”

‘“Bet you have,” grinned the young
nobleman, cheerfully. He was a privileged
person. * They're a bit too hot for you
down that quarter, what ? Two thousanil
totwol "

T'S an odd world, an unjust world.
Business is business, sureenough. Isn’t it
nice to write a story where everybody is

happy at the end t Even Maud !

ACROSTICS.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. [l
(The Sceond of the Serics.)

MEeN cling to place ; in first for last
'They stick, when nscfulness is puist,
1. They measure what YOUu cannot see,

And carriage free will gunrnnl( .
2. In this, a princess comes te view

An insect small i in it, too,
3. On ground forbidden prone to rush ;

Though naught is in it, 'tis a crush,
4. Land where reversed is stvle behold,
r etrangely crossed of old.
a poct would appear

If stones enough were added here,
6. Not hard, as interpoeed ; for you

From midshipman may take your cue.
QUIVIS.

Anmrers to Acrostic No. 110 should e addrrzsed to the
Acrostic Editor, THE STRAND Macazise, Sowthampten
Street, Strand, London, W.C.2, and must arrive nol later
than by the firsl post an September 12th.

To every ‘\ght ome alternative anszer may be eenf .
ahould be uvilten at the mde. Al the foot of his angues every
wleer should write his pscudcmym and nothing else.

ANSWER TO DOU_BLE ACROSTIC No. 109.
LeavivG tewn and work Uehind.
Leaving carc of every kind,

Sample joye m life we prize—
Cloualess days and sunny ekies,

I. Ked was suit of thievish knave.
2. Greater pait of Gallic grave.
3. Clas«ic tongue, of b one time.
4. Cunishsaint, n riddling rhyae.
6. Mild expletive, mostly tree,
6. Elscwhere—oft a useful plea.
1. Money, turn a marsbal rouad.
8. Scottieh isle with heavenly sound.
PAX,
1. H eart 8
2. 0 mbea U
3. L ati N
4 1 ve S
6. D as H
6 A 1 i b 1
7. Y N
8. 8 k E

Notes.—Light 2. French, lmbmv. 6. Ash. 7. Mar.
ehal Ney.

The last light of No. 107 lends itself to & few other
answers besides the published one, and these five worde
must be accepted : Three (Oneycr, Tyrome, Ocpone);
Tantalisc and Tantalize (Tanrec, Talbot, Iseult, Md
Izcutz): Twenty-one (Tweeny, county, Oenone); Tat-
lanthe (Tatare, rk, Tanthe)



He no longer sees the girl as she is; he seé the idealized image of her which love
has created in his heart.

4.
Arnold Bennett

THE CONTROL OF LOVE.

WONDER how many people grow

up with the fixed idea that love is

a thing which human intelligence
cannot effectively control? The per-
centage of citizens—and cspecially Anglo-
Saxon citizens—thus deceived about a vital
matter must be very large. We probably
get our notions concerning love and falling
in love from the sentimental drawing-room
ballad, which, at any rate in Britain, has
an immense influence over the private
dreams of the population. (There is no
sentimental drawing-room ballad in France—
or none to speak of, and the institution of
the ballad concert is entirely unknown there.)
In the sentimental drawing-room ballad
one special girl awaits one special young

man ; they meet by accident or by the will
of the gods ; at the meeting she looks into
his eyes, he into hers; a miracle happens :
and they both know that from that moment
their two lives were changed for ever and
ever, and also that no other girl could have
had the wondrous effect that that special
girlhad on that special youth, and vice versd.
They know further that the affair could
not have been avoided, love being a sort of
inscrutable higher power tyrannizing over
human beings, and that nothing on eart':
matters except the one supreme fact of love.

The sentimental drawing-room ballad rec-
gards love as mankind usod to regard disease
and pestilence—that is to say, as a visita-
tion, vastly more agreeable, of course, than
an epidemic of smallpox, but nevertheless a
visitation, which mortals did not cause an:l

Copyright, 1922, by Arnald Rennett
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cannot cure—something similar to a thunder-
storm or a flood. All delusions have some
basis of truth, and the delusion propagated
by the sentimental drawing-room ballad can
occasionally find justification for itself in
certain very odd and striking phenomena ;
hut broadly speaking it does not at all
correspond to life as we know life, and it
has been the cause of more unhappy and
tedious marriages than anything else since
marriage was invented. I might put the
case more strongly, but 1 will not do so,
lest I should anger the ballad-loving Anglo-
Saxon publics, who love to dwell upon the
allcged awful ravages of love, and upon the
helplessness of love’s victims, and upon the
futility of trying to escape love when Love
has made up his mind to have you.

Falling in love, being in love, loving—
three stages of a single process-—constitute
often an exceedingly fine experience, possibly
the finest of all worldly experiences. The
experience, however, does not lie entirely
beyond human control. Nor is it generally,
or often, productive of more happiness than
unhappiness. It sometimes is, but not
frequently. This statement contains no
cynicism ; it is the fruit of quite benevolent
observation, and few really mature impartial
observers would challenge it. I am, never-
theless, well aware that it will infuriate a
considerable proportion of readers—men as
well as women.

Love, despite the sentimental drawing-
room ballad, is usually determined by indi-
vidual circumstances of a material kind.
For example, if a man who has been too
poor to marry comes into a sufficient income,
the chances are a hundred to one that soon
afterwards he will be in love with some likely
girl. You may argue that the thing was a
coincidence, and that he would have been
in love with that young woman anyhow.
But is it not far more probable that he fell
in love because he was ready to fall in love—
in other words, because he had deliberately
prepared himself to fall in love ?

Similarly, a man who begins to find life a
bore will fall in love.

And, conversely, a man who finds his
existence full and interesting, an ambitious
man, will not fal! in love. He misses the
. visitation because he does not want it.

Again, a man who has been baulked in a
love affair will fall in love a second time
within a brief period, for the reason that
he wanted, not a particular girl, but love
itself. He had tasted it and he was deter-
mined to get his fill of it.

Instances could easily be multiplied to
illustrate the broad truth that people who
want to fall in love will fall in love, and
those who don’'t, won't. So far from Cupid
running after you with a bow and arrow,

Falling in Love

you must run after Cupid and bare your
breast and entreat the fellow to shoot if
you desire to feel the dart. I admit willingly
that there are exceptions to this proposition.
Now and then an individual may be posi-
tively struck down by love in a highly incon-
venient and even tragic manner. He may
curse, and strive against it, and still be
conquered by it. But this individual is very
rare—save in ballads.

As for the ballad thebry that every youth
and every girl has his or her particular
‘ fate,”” and unless or until he or she meets
that " fate ” his or her life cannot be ** ful-
filled,” it is as certain as anything human
can be that in the average happy marriage
the husband would have been equally happy
with any one of ten thousand other women,
and the wife with any one of ten thousand
other men. (And when I say ten thousand
I am understating!) The choice of a partner
is seldom due to aught but fortuitous cir-
cumstances. If each individual has his
‘“fate,”” it is extremely curious that his
fate so often happens to be living in the
same town, or eyen in the same street !

Am [ seeking to rob life and love of their
romance ? Assuredly I am not. Life and
love are incredibly and incurably romantic,
and the more honestly you examine them
the more romantic they seem. A man does
not find his ** fate.”” He takes a woman—
one of tens of thousands—and gradually
fashions her into his unique fate. Is not
this astonishing process more romantic than
the prosaic business of lighting on her by
accident ready-made ?

HAT nearly every man has a very large
measure of control over the love which
may make or spoil him cannct be

doubted. In order eflectively to exercise
that control he must give his mind to the
subject of love and its probable influence
upon his career. This does not mean that
he must spend his days in dreaming of
the delights of love. It means that he
must begin by putting certain questions
to himself and answering them as sincerely
as he can. On the other hand, it does not
mean that he must try to lay down a plan
of love as he might lay down the plan
of a careerr No! Love is a ticklish and
incalculable affair; it cannot be reduced
to a formula ; it cannot, without absurdity,
be approached exclusively in a spirit of
pure logic ; it may easily upset the schemes
of hard common sense. But it is in general
amenable to the suggestions of sagacity.
And, seeing its importance, its beauty, its
magnificence, its romance, its immense con-
sequences, every effort should be made by
the reasoning faculty to guide it wisely.
Now the young man who is not a fool
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will first decide whether or not he is ready
for love. He will deliberately decide it ;
and no jeering of sentimentalists shall
move me from this statement.

Is it better to marry earlier or later ?
It is unanswerably better to marry earlier,
provided that the material basis for marriage
exists. Itis better becauseit is more natural,
because it is more healthy, because it is
more agreeable, because the
young more easily accom-
modate themselves to one
another, and because their
offspring have in every way / Y
a better chance on earth. [

But none of these con
siderations can properly
weigh against the absence
of a suitable material basis.
1f theincome of the married
couple would be inadequate
to the needs of wedlock and
is without a fair prospect
of improvement, or if the
income is precarious
and anreliable, then
no marriage could
rightly take place,
despite any-
thing that
ballads may
assert to
the con-
trary.

And if
no mar-
riage can
rightly
take
place,
then the
young man
must decide
that he is net
ready for lovc,
and get himself
into a frame of
mind accord-
ingly. The
frame of mind
duly arrived at,
he will b2 nuch less liable to fall in
love, no matter how splendid may be
the girls he meets! Thus he will save
himself, and perhaps another, from a lot
of trouble which a less prudent young
man might unreflectingly tumble into.

Of course, there may be cases in which
a young man who has both the material
basis and the desire for marriage would
still be foolish to adopt the frame of
mind favouralle to love. Such a case
is that of the ambitious man who has
sworn to rise high in the world. If this
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man marries young he may discover that lus
wife, through no fault of her own, is in-
capable of rising with him. Too early mar-
riages have marred the lives of countless
ambitious men—and of not a few ambitious
women,
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CHOOSING.

TLet us assume that a young man is in
a position to marry,
and that he has re-
flected, not unfavour-
ably, about thestate of
marriage, and that he
has the ordinary facili-
ties for encountering
young women. That
young man is almost
certain to meet fairly
s0On a young woman
concerning whom his
first thought will be:
*“She is not a bad
sort.” We say: ‘" He
has taken a fancy to
her,” but the situation
would be more cor-
rectly described by the
words : ‘' His fancy has
been taken.”

Now here “is the
moment of peril. If at
this moment circum-
stances arose which
prevented him from
ever seeing the girl
again, he would
not suffer. No
harm has been
done. The
< strange
little mi-
crobe is
only on
the sur-
face as
vet ; it has not
penetrated into
the system ; it
can be brushed
off. Reason and
\ judgment are
still in control
of the proceed-
ings. The young
man ought to
realize, and can
easily realize by
an effort of de-
‘ tachment, that

he is playing
with fire. He
ought to realize
that he may be

They meet by accident; a
miracle happens.



246

at a crisis of his life, and that within the
next few weeks things may have happened
in his heart which will affect profoundly
the whole of his carcer. He ought not to
conduct himself lightly.

Yet few young men do in fact realize
these matters. The average young man
just goes cartlessly on, listening to his fancy
alone. He will see that girl again. He docs
see her again. In a couple of months, even
if not betrothed, his aflections may be
so deeply involved that reason has ceased
to be in command of the proceedings. He
no longer sees the girl as she is ; he sees the
idealized image of her which love has created
in his heart. He no longer sees the pros
and cons of the tremendous and endless
enterprise which we call marriage ; he sees
only the pros, and he sees them greatly
exaggerated. ~

The affair, of course, may turn out excel-
lently well; but if it does he is lucky—
not meritorious, because he -has neglected
the early precautions which he ought to
have taken.” |

The lesson is: that if reason is to act
in a love affair, it must act in the earliest
stages, or it cannot act at all. By deliberate
thought and intention reason can be made
to act, and its operation will be invaluable.

How should reason act ? At the very start,
before the matches have even been brought
into the chamber where the powder-barrel
lies, the young man should say to himself :
1 am thinking about that girl. DBefore
1 go any farther let me think seriously and
widely; dreaming about the attractiveness
of her is not serious thinking. 1 must stand
on one side and try to see the situation as
a third person would see it."”

The first point for his attention is this:
From the inception of any love affair, a
continuous process of falsification is going
on. The girl is showing the best of herself
and hiding the worst of herself. She cannot
help doing so. Sometimes she does it uncon-
sciously, but as a rule she does it quite
deliberately,  She is anxious to please;
she is anxious to be esteemed and liked—
whether or not she regards the young man
favourably as a suitor. He is not seeing
the girl in full, and it is impossible that
he should see her in full. And even the care-
fully selected portions of her individuality
which he does sce are scen by him
through the rose-coloured glasses of his
excited fancy. If he marries her he is certain
to ecxperience disillusion, tecause he has
heen asking for it.

Further. the young man himself, preciscly
like the girl, is showing the test of himself
and hiding the worst of himself. DBoth
parties, therefore, are being continuously
misled, and the disillusion will be mutual.
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Let the young man reflect upon this, so
that his enthusiasm may be duly tempered.
Let him also reflect that, just as in the
project of marriage he is ‘“ out' mainly
for his own interests, so is the girl *out ** for
her own interests. Drawing-room ballads
notwithstanding, love and self-interest are
quite compatible. The simple realization
of this unquestionable truth will help the
young man to judge with more reason and
less passion than otherwise he could do.

GREAT deal depends upon the circum-
stancesin which the first meetings occur.
If these, as often happens, arein a resort
of pleasure, the difficulties of true judgment
are gravely increased. A girl who is ideal
at a social entertainment may be a very
different girl in the eternal dailiness of
marriage. (And be it ever remembered
that marriage is about seventy-five per
cent. humdrum, twenty per cent. trouble-
some complications, and a bare five per
cent. festivity of one"kind or another.)
~The girl is excited. The young man is
excited. The material available for wise
judgment i$_very meagre. The-young man,
however, can trust to at any rate three
symptoms.  If she is obviously a devotee
of pleasure, beware, for she cannot fail
to be disappointed—with the usual results
wpon character. If she shows no thought
for what he is spending with her or on her,
‘beware, for either she is selfish or she is
incapable of putting herself in his place.
Thirdly, if she speaksill of women in general,
beware, for she is a woman herself. And
in this connection I will add that if the young
man catches himself thinking that by a
most fortunate chance she is free from the
characteristic feminine faults, let him rule
out the notion instantly. She is not. No
woman is. A woman may have these faults
in a greater or less degree, but she has them,
and if the young man does not discover
this soon he will discover it too late. The
same, naturally, is true of men. (Yes, young
man, all men, including yourself, have
characteristic masculine defects of character.)
If the early meetings occur in a place of
business, under business conditions, the
chances of a sound judgment are consider-
ably strengthened. But the young®' man
should see the young woman in her own
home, difficult though this often is to arrange
in the preliminary stages. And if her own
home is not satisfactory, let him guard
against imagining that she has escaped all
the faults of her family. She hasn't; and
to imagine such an absurdity is a sure
symptom that the young man is losing his
head and his reasoning faculty about her.
In any case, the young man should take
measures, however awkward they may be.
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to see her in prosaic circumstances, and
circumstances which are apt to be trying for
her. circumstances which ordinarily do bring
to the surface the roots of the character. He
can even create these circumstances himself.

And, lastly, he should meditate upon the
possibility that he is not the
seeker but the sought. He
may fancy that heis about to
choose the girl, whereas the

/
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and, second, that, while it is controllable, it
ought in the interests of individual and

general happiness to be controlled so far
as possible by the guidance of reason.

Love is, I believe, the greatest and the
finest phenomenon in human life ;

its in-

o
[

Girls have immense advantages. A beat;tiful or a charming girl, in order to be
admired, has simply to be ; a man, in order to be aamired, must do.

fact is that the girl s about to choose him.
He may conceive himself as playingthe active
rcle, whereas in truth-he may be playing the
passive #dle. The nature of men and women
1s such that a girl can just as casily select
and mark down and capture a man as a
man can select and mark down and capture
a woman. Provided that a girl has a fair
amount of charm and is suitably situated as
regards material conditions, she can, in my
firm belief, win almost any man she chooses—
znd this without in the least departing from
the rules laid down by society for the deport-
ment of nice girls.

There are those who will here protest,
and perhaps violently, that, in spite of my
previous assurances to the contrary, I am,
as a fact, in the above suggestions, com-
mitting an outrage upon love, trying to
make love a matter of cold calculation, and
Heaven knows what else. But it is not so.
I wish merely to insist, first, that love is
not uncontrollable in its first manifestations,

fluence is tremendous ; nothing transcends
it in importance. Why should reason and
deliberate judgment be excluded from it at
the very moment when theey can make
themselves useful > Some people seem to
think that it is a grand thing to throw one-
self blindly into romantic danger and to
risk the welfare of a lifetime in an hour of
abandonment. I do not agree, and I doubt
whether the said persons are wholly sincere.
I behold them as the victims of the senti-
mental drawing-room ballad. Recason, I
admit, cannot do everything in love. No
man, however young and omniscient, :an
completely arrange his heart's destiny by
taking thought. Love cannot be treated as
an algebraic equation. But Reason can
emphatically do something—and something
worth doing—to lessen the risks of a disaster,
if only she is called into consultation soon
enough. )
THE WOMAN’S CASE.
So far I have, at any rate in appearance,
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regarded the matter from the man's point
of view ; and in the acid judgment of ardent
feminists I may have had the air of treating
the wonderful preliminaries to marriage as
a struggle of calculation in which the man
should be encouraged to do the very best
he can for himself while ignoring the claims
of the woman. Such is not my attitude.
Nearly all the suggestions which I have
offered for the conduct of young men I
would offer with equal vehemence for the
conduct of girls in this great and critical
affair ; and indeed, with the necessary changes
of detail, they can obviously be applied with
at least as much force to the woman's case
as to the man's, If a man should give
heed, a woman should give more heed.

Some say that modern social conditions
have fundamentally changed the girl's rela-
tion to the man. They have changed it,
but not fundamentally. In essentials it
remains the same as it was. A girl can now
earn her own living; she has freedom, in-
cluding the freedom to think for herself ;
she is not so afraid as she used to be of
becoming an old maid. She has a far larger
choice of men than her ancestress, merely
Lecause she goes about more. True! But
she cannot earn her own living as well as
a man; with all her new freedom she has
less freedom than a man; and she still has
a horror of becoming an old maid, whereas
men still contemplate with perfect calm the
prospect of becoming old bachelors. The
crucial fact is that maidens still hanker
after the wedded state a great deal more
than young men do. Further, there are
more maids than young men.

The theory, launched in various quarters,
that girls are no longer particularly interested
in marriage, that they prefer their salaried
work to the hard labour of housekeeping
and rearing children, and that if the truth
were known they would prefer not to marry—
this theory does not at all accord with the
evidence of my eyes daily seen. I am quite
ready to call it a grotesque theory, invented
by persons whose visual organs are in grave
need of an oculist. The differences of sex
survive, and arc likely to continue to survive
for quite some years yet.

IRLS have immense advantages; on their
own ground men cannot touch them. A
beautiful or a charming girl, in order to

be admired, has simply to e a man, in order
to be admired, must do. And thc husband,
in the majority of marriages, has the sole
financial responsibility ; the wife's responsi-
bility in spending is less serious in the same
degree as creating is less serious than dissi-
pating. On the other hand, girls have
immense disadvantages. They grow old!
For many of them, if not for most, this is a
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genuine tragedy. Their share in the vast
business of producing the next generation
is incomparably heavier than that of men.
And also, whatever their financial indepen-
dence may have been before marriage, they
generally lose it after marriage. Financially,
the average wife is little better than helpless.

On the whole, I consider that the dis-
advantages of being a woman outweigh the
advantages. I think that women, during
the major part of their lives, have a some-
what harder time of it than men. I have .
not yet met a man who really regretted that
he had not been born a woman ; but I have
met many and many a woman who really
regretted that she had not been born a man.

Finally, marriage is always a captivity ;
it may be and often is delightful, unique in
its satisfactoriness; but it is a captivity,
and sometimes a terrible captivity. And
nearly invariably it is more of a captivity
for the wife than for the husband.

Hence we arrive at the triple conclusion :
that maidens desire marriage more than men
do; that, being numerically superior, they
have a more restricted choice than men ;
and that as a consequence of her financial
dependence and of her liabilities as a mother,
an unsuccessful marriage will bear more
hardly upon the wife than upon the husband.

I maintain, therefore, that the girl has
more cause even than the young man to
bring her reason into play immediately and
without the slightest delay when her affec-
tions begin to be engaged. I doubt whether
a woman is less calculating than a man
before her affections are caught, but I am
quite sure that, once her affections are
caught, she can be more devoted than a man,
more sacrificial, and more capable of grief.

It would be absurd to attempt general
advice to women about men. Tastes differ
infinitely, and there are mysteries in marriage
incomprehensible save to the two people
chiefly concerned. No one can safely predict
that a given man will not prove satisfactory
to a given woman.

But one generalization may be suggested
without excessive rashness. Beware of any
man whom men do not like. Such men often
please women; they absolutely fascinate
women ; they seem to mesmerize ; they
are adored to the point of ecstasy. But never
for long. A moment always comes when
the woman learns, as a rule to her cost,
that the general masculine judgment was
right. There may be exceptions to this
rule, but for myself I have not met one.

I would venture no other generalization.
All else that can be said in this connection
amounts to a vague warning against shutting
the eyes and rushing forward until the
heart has obtained complete control and
reason has becen reduced to a nonentity.
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A queer false shame adversely influences
the earthly relations of a man and a girl
who have at the back of their minds some
idea of ultimately marrying each other.
And the girl vsually has more of this false
shame than the mzn. Conversatious, instead
of being serious, are superficial : and the
exhibition of a legitimate curiosity on vital
matters is genteelly avoided.  The girl
_should acquire knowledge concerming not
merely the financial status of the possible
man, but about his health and about his
tastes, particularly about’ his tastes. For
she will be more at the mercy of his tastes
than he of hers.

Of course, no social interchanges can
go on without some uscful information
being obtained. And yet it.is astonishing,
it is pathetic, the small quantity of informa-
tion that actually is obtained. Lots of
couples enter into the most solemn com-
pact that exists, and they know no more |
of each other than their respective pre- |
ferences in furniture and in
theatrical entertainments.

And now, wken, for good
orevil, the choice
has been made
and the compact
sealed, the
youn g
woman
should be-
think her-
self con-
:cientiously
ofa matter
which has a
greater in-
fluence upon
the success or
lallure of mar-
riage than any.
thing else lying
ovutside the
affections. Be-
fore he is ac-
vepted as a
fiancé the
voung man
must put his
cards on the
table. He must
reasonably de-
monstrate his
abilityto main-
‘taina wife and
2 household
in a satisfactory manner. If he cannot
demonstrate this there is trouble, and he
may be asked what he impudently means
by expecting a girl accustomed to comfort
and all the proprieties to entrust herself

MR. ARNOLD BENNETT'S NEXT ARTICLE WILL DEAL WITH

“You want to marry my son. | must request you
to prove to me that you can run a house.”
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to his incompetent arms. He expects to
be called upon for this demonstration,

and neither he nor anybody else is surprised
at the insistence on the ordeal. But sup-
posing that, when the couple had arrived
at an unspoken or spoken understanding,
the young man’s mother were to send for
the young woman and say to her: * You
want to marry my son. Which means that
vou will have to run his house for him and
bring up his children. I must request you to
prove to me that you can run a house,
manage servants, buy food economically,
cook it attractively, make rooms attractive,
keep order, be punctual,” etc, etc.

Naturally the girl would be startled.

But she would have no right to be startled.
The error into which innumerable girls fall
is of expecting the man to bring various
important things to the marriage while for-
getting that they, too, have re-
sponsibilitics to discharge and
duties to fultil in an accomplished
manner. Girls are too apt to
imagine that in giving their hearts
they have given
all that the
mutual bargain
of marriage de-
mands from
them. It very
cemphatically s
not so.

A Love is enor-

L mous; but love
18 not
cnough.
To be a
wife is a
profes-
sion, and
a skilled
‘and a learned pro-
fession at that.
\Vhile she is engaged
in loving the young
woman should also
be engaged in more
material and carthly
atfairs. And you may
cryout against reason
and practicality and
mechanical house-
hold efticiency as
much as you please—
there is nothing like
these for supporting
and preserving love
in its fight against time.

The tendency of the age is towards mar-
riages of reason. A good tendency! But
courtships of reason are equally to be
desired.

4

‘ MARRIAGE.”
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No. 10.THE MYSTERY ADVERTISEMENT.

MICHAEL TELLS THE WHOLE STORY.

T has always been my custom, as a
I notorious and much - sought - after

criminal, to give special care to

the building up of a new identity.
It is my success in the various impersona-
tions I have attempted which has enabled
me for many years to completcly puzzle
that highly astute body of men lcagued
together under the auspices of Scotland
Yard.

After my brief but successful career as
Colonel Escombe, of the Indian Army, I
determined upon a complete change of
characterization and circumstances. I
established myself in modest rooms at the
back of Russell Square, took a small office
at the top of a block of buildirgs in Holborn,
had cards and stationery printed and a brass
plate engraved, and made a fresh appearance
in the Metropolis of my fancy as Mr. Sidney
Buckross, jobbing stationer. I cannot say
that my operations made very much im-
pression upon the trade which I had adopted.
1 transferred a thousand pounds to my
credit at a well-known London bank, wrote
myself several letters a day, which I opened
and replied to at my office, sallied out with
a small black bag socn after ten, and, with
the exception of a leisurely hour for my
midday meal, spent the rest of my time in
the safe seclusion of the British Museum.

I re-established a new hobby. In the
intervals of idleness which the spasmodic
activities of my profession had entailed, I
had always been fascinated by the subject of
ciphers. I knew perfectly well, for instance,
that half the advertisements in the Personal
Column of the Times contained, to the
person for whose eyes they were intended, a
meaning utterly different from their obvious
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one. For example, one afternoon, afte:
having wasted a score of sheets of paper and
an immense amount of ingenuity, I was able
at last to find the real message conveyed
under this absurd medley of words :—

‘* Charles. What you requive may be found
in 1749. Laughing Eyes bids you have
courage. Bring James.”

With only one word of the cipher at first
clear to.me, I looked upon it as something of
a triumph when I was able to extract from
this rubbish the following message :—

“ Lady in green, man dinner jacket and
white tie. Frascati's 8 o'clock Monday. Wili
bring documents. Have currency.”

The announcement interested me. If
these documments were worth money to the
person towhom thisinvitation was addressed,
they were probably worth money to me. I
decided, without a moment's hesitation, that
I would meet the lady in green and the
gentleman in a dinner coat and white tie on
Monday at Frascati's, notwithstanding the
shock to my sartorial instincts which the
costume of the latter was likely to inflict.
My only trouble was, not to clash with the
person for whom the advertisement was
really intended. At this I could only make
an attempt. I inserted the following adver-
tisement in the Personal Column of the
T'imes on the following morning :—

‘ Frascati’s 7 not 8.”

The upshot I was compelled toleave to fate.

T ten minutes to seven on Monday

A evening I arrived at the restaurant in-

dicated. Iordereda table for three and

the best dinner the place could offer. The

moment | stepped back into the reception.

room I recognized, beyond a shadow of
Phillips Oppenhein.
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doubt, my prospective guests. The man
was a powerful-looking fellow, with large,
climsy limbs, a rass of untidy hair, a
bushy brown moustache streaked with grey,
a somewhat coarse complexion, and bulbous
eves. He wore, gracelessly, the costume
which the advertisement had -indicated.
The woman in green had somewhat over-
done her colour scheme. There was a green
plush band in her hair and she wore an
evening gown of the same colour, cut very
low and distinguished by a general air of
tawdriness. She was, or rather had been,
good-looking in a bold, flamboyant sort of
way, and she had still a profusion of yellow
hair. They both stared at me when they saw
me looking around, and with a little inward
shiver I took the piunge. 1 went boldly up
to them and shook hands.

1 have ordered dinner,” I announced.
" Will you let me show you the way ? '

They accepted the situation without
demur, and viewed the gold-topped bottle
in the ice-pail, and the other arrangements
for their entertainment, with considerable
satisfaction.

* 1 must say you're not quite the sort of
chap we expected to find, is he, Lizzie? "
the man remarked, as he seated himself
heavily and performed wonderful operations
with his napkin. " I thought all your lot
were water drinkers,”

I smiled.

" We are often misunderstood,” I ven-
tured

E settled down and took stock of onc
anqther. The woman looked approv-
ingly at my black tie and pearl studs.

I have made it a rule never tu be without a
supply of the right sort of clothes.

“I'm sure, if 1 may say so, it's much
more agreeable to do business with a gentle-
man,” she remarked, with a sidelong glance
at me. ' Makes onc feel so much more at
home."”

“ Cocktails, too!' her companion ex-
claimed, cheerfully, as the wine waiter
approached with a silver tray. * You're
duing us proud and no mistake.”

I bowed and drank their healths. A
cordial but cryptic silence seemed to me to
be my best role. 1 had always the fear,
however, of the other man arriving before
the business part of our meeting had been
broached. Sov as soon as the effects of the
wine had begun to show themselves in some
degree, 1 ordered another bottle and leaned
conhidentially forward.

“You have brought the docnments with
you ? '' I asked.

* You don't think we are out to make an
April fool of a gentleman like you!™ the lady
replied, with a languishing glance. ** But
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I would like you to understand this, Mr.—
Mr. ¥

** Martin,” I suggested.

“ Mr. Martin,”” she went on. “ I would
pever have rounded on Ted if he had kept
straight. He and I didn’t get on, and that's
the long and short of it. He was all right so
far as the drink was concerned, and I never
saw him look at another woman in his life.
All the same, Mr. Martin, for a woman of iny
temperament he was no fitting sort of a
husband.”

I' felt a moment's sympathy for Ted.
lady, however, had more to say.

* \When first Lie started those proceedings
for divorce,” she went on, dropping her
voice a little and adopting a more intimate
manner, 1 was knocked altogether silly
like. You know that, Jim, wasn’t 1?’ she
added, appealing to her male companion.

‘ Same here,”” he growled. * I'd have
broken his blooming ‘ead if I'd thought he
was having us watched.”

" And it's a broken head he’ll get, the way
he’s going on, if he's not careful.’”” the woman
continued, truculently. ‘* Talk about making
him a Cabinet Minister, indeed, and me left
without a penny just because he got his
divorce | I'll show him ! "

* To revert for a moment to the docu-
ments,” I ventured.

The lady touched a soiled, shabby hand-
bag. opencd it, and gazcd inside fora moment.

* They're here all right,”” she announced
in a tone of satisfaction. ‘‘ Mixed up with
my powder and rouge and what not. You
shall have them presently, Mr. Martin.**

*That is, if you are prepared to part,"
the man intervened. ** Cash down and no
humbug about it."”

The

“Part? Of course he's prepared to
part ! the woman declared, sharply.
“ Wouldn't be here if he weren’t. That's

right, isn't it, Mr. Martin ?

* Naturally,” 1 agreed. * I have brought
a considerable amount of meney with me,
quite as much as I can afford to part with,
and the only question left for me to decide is
whether the documents are worth it."

“You talk as if you were doing this little
job on your own,” she remarked, looking
at me curiously.

I have to he as careful as though I were,”
I replied ' 1 am sure you can understand
that."”

Her escort laughed coarsely.

-1 guess you'll sec there's some pickings
left for yourself,” he observed. ' You
know what I heard your boss say at Liver-
pool once.”

* That will do, Jim,” the woman inter-
rupted, impatiently. ‘* Remember we are
here for business.”

I returned to the subject of our meeting.
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“ 1 think,” 1 suggested, ' the time has
arrived when you might allow me to glance
through those documents.”

The woman looked across the table at her
companion. He nodded
assent.

" No harm in that, so
far as 1 can see,” he ob-
served. ** There's all in
them as | promised, and
a trifle more. Enough to
cook Ted’'s goose, and his
swell friend’s.”

The woman opened her
hand-bag and produced a
dozen pages of typewritten i
manuscript, soiled and a
little tattered..

* Just cast your
eye over that first,”
she invited. “ That's
an exact copy ot
the speech which
led prepared, for
the 1nass meeting
in  Liverpoal in
March.”

* InLiverpool,” ]
repeated, hoping for
some elucidation.

“The meeting
that was called to
decide upon the
shipping strike,”
she explained,
little impatiently.

1 glanced through
the typewritten
pages. They seecmed
to consist of a vehe-
ment appeal to the
dockers, bonders, and

of Norman Greyes

inopportune for a strike. Not onlv that,
but the next day he bamboozled them into
accepting the employers’ terms.”

‘' Satisfactory so far as it goes,’” 1 observed

! »,
=2

Union of Seamen to
inaugurate on the
following day the
greatest strike in his-
tory, promising them
the support of the
miners and railway-

“1f we make a deal and you part with these
documents to me, what use do you expect
me to make of them?"

“ Any use you choose, so long as you pay
enough,” the woman answered, bluntly.

men, and predicting

the complete defeat o1 the Government
within six weeks. The spcech conclude:l
with a peroration full of extreme revolu-
tionary sentiments, and on a blank page at
the end, under the heading of "* Approved of,”
were the signatures of a dozen of the best-
known men in the Labour world.

" This speech——"" I began, tentatively, for
the matter was not yet clear to me.

‘ Was never delivered, of course,” the man
interrupted. ** You know all about that.
Ted went down to Liverpooi as mild as a
lamb. He stood up there on the platform
and told them that the present moment was

And now

didactically, but with caution.

* Here,” the woman interrupted trium
phantly, “is Lord Kindersleys letter, dc
livered to Ted that afternoon in Liverpool.

I read the letter, dated from South Audley
Street, and its opening phrases were illu
minative. ] knew now that Ted was Mr
Edward Rendall, the present lcader of the
Labour Party in the House ot Commons.

* Mydear Mr. Rendall,” it began,
“ This letter, which I am dispatching
by aevoplane messengey, will veach you, 1
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trust, before you addyress the wmecting this
evening. The matter with which it is con-
cerned cannot be dealt with by the Federation
of Shipoumers, but, confirming our recent
conversations, Sir Philip Richardson and I
arve willing, between us, to advance to-morrow
bank-notes tv the velue of fifty thousand
pounds, to be paid to the funds o f your cause

or to be made use of in any way you think
fit, provided the strike threatened for to-
moryow does not take place.

Fathfully yours,
GEOFFREY KINDERSLEY.

P.S.—1In your own wmterests, as well as ours,
1 suggest that you immediately destroy this
letter.
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Things were now becoming quite clear to
me. Ieven began to wonder if { had brought
enough money.

‘* As a matter of curiosity,” I asked, ** why
did your husband not take Lord Kindersley's
advice and destroy this letter ?

The woman laughed unpleasantly. There
was mingled cunning and self-satisfaction in
her expression.

*He told me to’ she replied. “ As a
matter of fact, he thought he saw me tear
it up. It was just at the time that I was
beginning to have my suspicions of Master
Ted, so I tore up a circular instead, and
put this by for a bit.”

" A pretty clever stroke of work, too,”
the man opposite murmured, with an approv-
ing grin. “You put a rod in
pickle for Ted that day, Lizzie.”

" And serve him right, too,” the
lady remarked, glancing in her
mirror and making some trifling
rearrangement of her coiffure.

There was a brief silence. The
man-drew his chair a little closer
to the table and addressed me with
a business-like air.

“Now, Mr. Martin, or whatever

your name is, let's finish this job
up,” he proposed. ' You've got
a copy of the speech that Ted
Rendall promised his pals to deliver
at Liverpool, typed at Mrs. Simons's
office, number twenty-thrce, Dale
Street. You've got the original
letter from Lord Kindersley, proving
up to the hilt why he didn’t deliver
it, and,”” he went on, strilking the
table with his fist, “ I am now
going to tell you that that fifty
thousand pounds was handed over
to Ted at the National Liberal
Club the following cvening at six
o'clock, and was paic in by him,
to his own credit, to tive different
banks on the following morning.
The names of the banks arc there,
in pencil, on the back of Lord
Kindersley's letter.””
* And when | asked him for a hundred a
year to keep me respectable,” the woman
declared, with an angry colour rising to
her checks, "* he sent my letter back through
his lawyers, without a word.”

I leaned back in my chair and felt my
way a little tarther.

" If we make a deal and you part with
these documents to me,” I said, " what
use do you expect me to make of them ?

“ Aay use you choose, so long as you pay
enough,” the woman answered, bluntly.

“We know pretty well whom you'te
acting for,” the man put in, with a knowing
grin. "1 guess it won't be long belore
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Charlie Payton handles these documents, if
we come to terms.”

“ You have no conditions to make ? "’ I
asked.

“ None !’ the woman snapped. * I've
finished with Ted. He's a cur. You can
publish the whole lot in the papers if ycu
like, forall I care.”

“ Then there remains only the question of
price,”” I concluded.

The flush of wine and the momentary
expansiveness of good feeding seemed to
pass from the faces of my two guests. A
natural and anxious cupidity took its place.
They feared to ask too little; they were
terrified lest they might scare me away by
asking too much.

‘“ They’d be worth a pretty penny to
Ted,” the woman muttered.

‘“ You don’t want to sell them to him,” I
pointed out.

‘I don’t, and that's a fact,” she admitted.
‘ Look here, Mr. Martin, they're yours for
a thousand pounds.”

A thousand pounds was precisely the sum
1 had brought with me. Without remark, I
counted out the notes and pocketed the
documents. The man and woman seemed
very surprised at this uneventful finish to
the proceedings. The latter tucked away
the notes in her handbag whilst I paid the
bill. When I rose to take leave of them
I could see, standing in the doorway and
looking at us with a puzzled expression, a
middle-aged man who I decided at once
was the individual whom I had impersonated.

‘“ The business is over, and, I trust,
pleasantly,” I said. *“ Will you forgive me
if [ take my leave ? There are others who
are anxious to hear from me.”

The woman clutched her bag with her
left hand and extended her right.

‘“Well, I'm sure you've been quite the
gentleman, Mr.—Mr.—let me see, what was
the name ?

‘' Well, it doesn’'t matter, does it,” I
replied, * especially as it was only assumed
for the evening. Good night and good luck
to you both,” 1 added, as 1 made my escape.

There was a fine rain falling outside, but
I'walked steadily on, obsessed with the sudden
desire for fresh air. The atmosphere of the
place I had left, the character of my com-
panions, the sordid ignominy of the trans-
action which I had just concluded, had filled
me with disgust. Then I began to laugh
softly to myself. It was a queer anomaly,
this, that I, the notorious criminal for whom
the police of the world were always searching,
should feel distaste at so ordinary an ill-deed.
I had robbed, and struck ruthlessly enough,
in my time, at whoever might stand in
my way, but, as a matter of fact, black-
mailing was the one malpractice which had
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never happened to come my way. In any
case, as I reminded myself, the ignominious
part of the affair was over. Its continua-
tion was likely to appeal more both to my
sense of humour and my natural instinct
for cruelty. Over a late whisky-and-soda
that night in my room, I began to build my
plans. It seemed to me that the career of
Mr. Edward Rendall, M.P., and the reputa-
tion of Lord Kindersley were equally in
my hands. It was surely not possible that
the two combined would not produce a
reasonable profit upon my outlay of a
thousand pounds. As I sat and smoked
another idea occurred to me, and before I
retired to rest I wrote a long letter of instruc-
tions to Mr. Younghusband.

the following morning until I heard from

Mr. Younghusband upon the telephone.
As usual he was most formal, addressing
me as though I were one of his ordinary
and respected clients. It was obvious, how-
ever, that he was perturbed. ...

“ I have carried out your instructions to
the letter, Mr.—er—Buckross,’' he announced,
‘“ but the magnitude of the operation which
you have ventured upon has, I confess, rather
staggered me.’

‘“Let me know exactly what you have
done,” I said.

‘1 have sold,” he continued, “on your
account, through various firms of stock-
brokers, twenty-five thousand ordinary shares
in the Kindersley Shipping Company at six
pounds each. Fortunately, there is no
immediate prospect of a rise in shares of
this description, and I was able to arrange
to leave cover amounting to only ten shillings
a share—namely, twelve thousand five
hundred pounds.”

‘“ Very good,” I assented.
price just now ? ’

‘“ The shares have dropped a trifle,
naturally,” the lawyer replied, ‘“ owing to
your operations. The stockbroker, Low-
ever, at whose office I now am, advises n:e
to disregard that fact. He thinks that they
will probably recover during the day."”

‘ Just so! Whenis settlement day ? **

‘“On the fourth. Apropos of that, the
varjous brokers with whom I have had deal-
ings on your behalf desire to know whether
you would wish to close your transactions,
or any portion of them, during the next
few days if a profit of, say, a quarter a share
is shown.”

‘“ Not on any account,” I insisted. ‘‘ The
transaction must remain exactly as it is
until I give the word.”

I rang off, filled my bag, as usual, with
stationery samples, and took the Tube to
Bond Street, whence I walked to South

l REMAINED at my office in Holborn on

‘“ What is the
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Audley Street. Upon arrival at my des-
tination, I was informed, by an imposing-
looking butler, that Lord Kindersley was at
home, but it was scarcely likely that he would
receive me unless I had an appointment. 1
risked the butler’s being human, and bought
my way as far as the waiting-room. Once
arrived there, I managed to impress an
untidy and bespectacled secretary with the
idea that 1t might be worth Lord Kinders-
ley’s while to spare me a few minutes of his
time. In the end I was ushered into the
great man’s sanctum.

‘ What can I do for you—er—Mr. Buck-
ross ? ”* he inquired, glancing at my card.

I was anxious to test my new identity
and I stood full in the light. It was obvious,
however, that Lord Kindersley had not an
idea that we had ever met before. He did
not connect the slightly nervous business
man who now addressed him with the wood-
man-chauffeur who had brought him safely
from the Forét du Dom to England.

** 1 have come to see you on a very serious
matter, Lord Kindersley,” I said, “and I
am anxious that there should be no mis-
understanding. 1 do not wish for a penny
of your money. I am here, in fact, to save
you from the loss of a great deal of it. My
visit, nevertheless, has a very serious side.”

He looked at me steadily from under his
bushy eyebrows.

“* Go on,” he invited, curtly.

“ Last March,” I continued, ‘* you averted
the threatened shipping strike and saved
yourself the loss of at least one of your
millions by bribing a well-known Labour
leader to declare for peace instead of war.
You and one other great shipowner were
alone concerned in this matter. That other
man, 1 gather, is dead.”

Lord Kindersley was looking at me with
a queer look in his eyes. I realized suddenly
how heavily pouched they were underneath,
how unwholesome the power of his face.
His voice, when he answered me, was
unsteady.

‘* What on earth are you talking about. ? *’

TOOK the two document; f{rom my

I pocket and moved a little nearer to him.

** Here," I said, "' is Rendall's proposed
speech, counselling the strike and signed
by the leaders of the various Unions. Here,
also, is your letter to Rendall, making him
the offer of fifty thousand pounds to with-
hold it, which sum was paid to him the next
evening at the National Libcral Club.”

All the initial affability and condescension
had gone from Lord Kindersley’s manner.
He looked like a man on the verge of a
collapse.

“My God!” he muttered. ‘' Rendall
swore that he had destroyed my letter !

Oppenheim 255
“ He instructed his wife to do so. She
retained it for her own purposes. A few

months ago her husband divorced her.
This is her revenge. She has sold the copy
of the speech and the letter to me. 1 know,
also, the other facts in connection with the
case.”

Lord Kindersley took out his handkerchief
and mopped his forehead. Already he
began to see his way.

‘1 will buy those documents from you,"
he proposed.

“ Your lordship,” I replied, “ 1 am not a
blackmailer.”

“You shall receive the money quite
safely,” he went on, eagerly. ‘I should not
dream of communicating with the police. I
shall look upon it as an equitable business
transaction. Name your price. I am not
a mean man.” .

“ Neither, as I remarked before, am I a
blackmailer,” I persisted. “ My use for
these letters is predestined. They go to the
Press.”

Lord Kindersley sprang to his feet.

‘ What good will that do you?" he
demanded, hoarsely.

* Not very much financially, perhaps,” 1
acknowledged. " On the other hand, I know
one newspaper, I think, which would pay
me a large sum for them. ”

He brushed the idea on one side.

“ Listen,” he said, impressively. ‘' No
newspaper would deal with you as liberally
as | am prepared to. Those documents must
not be published. If it were generally known
that I had bribed Rendall to hold up that
speech, the Unions would declare war against
me to-morrow. Not a man would stay in
my employ. Besides, it would bring dis-
credit upon my Party. It would ruin me
politically as well as actually. Come now,
Mr. Buckross, you look like a business man.
Let’s talk business. I'll write you a cheque
for ten thousand pounds this morning.”

“ Your lordship,” I replied, ‘if I dealt with
you in the way you suggest, it would amount
to a criminal offence. My conscience forbids
it. 1 can deal with the Press fairly and
openly. Your political ruin I cannot help,
Your financial ruin I may help you to modify.
I offer you four days’' grace. during which
time you had better get rid of as many of
your shares in the Kindersley Shipping
Company as you can.”

" You promise to do nothing for four
days ? ” Lord Kindersley exclaimed, eagerly.

I promise.”

He leaned back in his chair and mopped his
forehead.

* Well, that’s a respite, at any :ate,”” he
said. “ Now, Mr. Buckross, you and I have
got to understand one another on this deal.”

‘* We shall never get any nearer under-
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standing one another than we
are at present,” 1 assured
him.

“ Rubbish !"" he answered.
““\What I want you to do:is
to get that blackmailing idea
out of your head. You have
something to sell and I want
to buy it. It's a com-
mercial transaction, pure
and simple, and the end
and aim of all commercial
transactions is to obtain
the best price possible
for what you have to
sell. I mentioned ten
thousand pounds. It
seemed tomea comfort-
able little, sum, but I
can afford miore, if
necessary. Look here,
stay and have lunch
with me, and we'll
discuss the matter
over a cigar and a
glass of wine.”

“I should be
taking - your - lunch
under false pre-
tences,”.. 1 replied,
rising and buttoning
my coat. ‘. Youshall
have the four days’
grace which I have
promised.”’

He_,-followed me
to the door, en-
treating me for
my address. So
convinced was
he that I would
change my =
mind that he
sent his secre-
tary out into
the street after
me. In the end
I made my
escape by pro-
mising to see
him again on
the evening of
the third da\
I1'made the
pl’OlnlSE in ln} one
‘moment of weakness.
It occurred to me
that it would give
me pleasure if, by
any chance, I should
see, for a moment,
the girl whose cour-
age was of so fine a
quality that she

e

neither feared a
hideous death on
the verge of a preci-
pice nor disgrace in
a London drawing-
room,

1 took my usual
leisurely lunch and
afterwards  made
my way to the
uninspiring neigh-
bourhood of
Streatham. ‘' The
Towers,” which I
had discovered
from- a :book of
reference to.be Mr.
Edward Rendall's
address, was a

hopelessly  vulgar
edifice of grey
stone, approached

by what is: gener-
ally described as a

short carriage
drive. An untidy-
looking servant

admitted me, after
some ; delay, ,and
escorted .me across
a lmo_leu_m—covgred
hall, odoriferous of
a hot meal, to a
small study at the
back of the house,

" filled with shoddy

furniture and hung
with.imit ation
prints. The popu-
lar M.P., as was
his boast, was not
in the least difficult
of access.. He came
into the room with-
in a few minutes, a
pipe in his mouth,
and giving evidence
of all the easy
good-nature which
befitted his posi-
tion.

“Don’'t know
who you are, Mr.
Buckross,” he said,
noticing with some
surprise that I had
not availed mysell
of the opportunity
of shaking hands
with him, *“ but sit

He followed me to the door, entreating me for my address. So

out into the
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down, and welcome. What can I do for you 2"

“ 1 have brought you bad news, Mr.
Rendall,” I announced.

* The devil you have!"” he answered,
removing his pipe from his teeth and staring
at me. ‘" Who are vou, any way ? I don't
seem to recognize your name.’’

“ That really doesn’t matter,” I replied:
“You can call me a journalist, if vou like.
It's as near the truth as anything about
myself that I'mlikely totell you. Somcthing
very disagrecable is going to happen te you
on the fourth day from now, and, as I am
partly responsible for it, I have come out
here to give you a word of warning."

“ Youre getting at me,” he protested,
uneasily.

" Not in the least,” I assured him. " The
facts to which I allude are these. I have in
my possession a copy of the speech which
you ought to have made at Liverpool last
March and didn't, and also the original
letter from Lord Kindersley offering you
fifty thousand pounds to hold it up. I also
know that you received that money on the
following evening at the National Liberal
Club, and I know what banks you entrusted
it to.”

convinced was he that 1 would change my mind
tireet alter me.
Vol lxiv.—17.
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Rendall was, I belicve, at heart, just as
much of a coward as Kindersley, but he
showed it in a different fashion.

“You d-——d, lying blackmailer!” Le
shouted. ** How dare you come here with
such a story ! Get out of the house or I'll
throw you down the steps.”

I have fulfilled my mission,” I told him.
I shall be very glad indeed to go."”

*Stop! " he shouted, as I turned towards
the door. * How did you come by this cock-
and-bull story ?

* How should I have come by it at all
unless it were the truth?” I answered.
* The whole world will know the facts soon
enough. [ obtained the papers from your
wife.”

* That's a lie, then,” he declared, trucu-
lently, ** for I saw her destroy the letter.

I smiled. The man, after all, was poor
sport.

*“She deceived you,”
saw her destroy a circular.

1 replied. “ You
She kept the

that he sent his secretary
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letter. Perlaps she had her reasons. 1
bought it irom Ler and another man at
Frascati’s Restaurant last night.”

Conviction scized upon NMr. Edward Ren-
dall, and, with conviction, fear.

*“Look here,” he proposed, ‘‘let's sit
down and talk this over. I'll tell the girl
to bring in cigars and a drop of whisky.”

"I have not the least idea of accepting
any hospitality from vou,”” I assured him.
** The documents are going to the Press in
four days’ time. I came here to give you
that much notice."

His eyes narrowed a little.

**How do I know that the whole thing
isn't a kid? ** he said, suspiciously. *‘ Have
you got them with you?”

*1 have,” I told him.

He attempted nothing in the way of
subtlety. He relied, I suppose, upon his
six feet and his brawny shoulders. He came
at me like a bull,headdown and fists sivinging.
It was a very ridiculous encounter.
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EXT morning there were sensational
paragraphsin most of the financial pa-
pers. Shippingshares allreacted slightly

in sympathy, but the slump in Kindersley's
was a thing no ope could account for. They
had fallen from six to five within twenty-four
hours, and as soon as I reached my office in
Holtorn I received frantic messages from
Mr. Younghusband, imploring me to close
with a profit of over twenty thousand pounds.
There was nothing whatever wrong with the
shares, he assured me, and they were bound
torally. Ilistened to all he had to say, gave
him positive instructions not to disturb my
operations in any way, and, disregarding his
piteous protests, rang off and made my way
to the great newspaper offices, where my
business of the morning lay.

It took me an hour to get as far as the
assistant editor. He was a lean man, with
horn-rimmed spectacles and an inevitable
sequence of cigarettes. He told me frankly
that I had as much chance of seeing the
editor as the Pope. So I told him my story
and showed him the documents. He went
out of the room for a moment and returned
with the editor. They looked at me curiously.

“Who are you, Mr. Buckross? " the
editor asked.
‘* A speculator,” I answered. ‘' 1 bought

those papers from Rendall's divorced wife.
She has a spite against him."”

‘How can one be sure that they are
genuine ? "

‘ Anyone who studies them must know
that they are,’ I replied. ““ If you want
confirmation, I told Lord Kindersley yester-
day of their existence and forthcoming
publication, and advised him to sell as
many of his shares as possible. Your finan-
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cial column will tefl you the rest of the
story.”

The two men whispered together for some
time. Then the editor, who was a grey-
haired, clean-shaven man, with a mouth
like a rat-trap and a voice like a military
martinet, drew up an easy-chair and seated
himself by my side.

" What do you want us to do with these
documents, Mr. Buckross ? " he asked.

** 1 want you to give me a very large sum
of money for them, and then publish them,”
1 replied.
© " You know that there will be the devil
of arow? "

‘“That will be your look-out.
genuineness will be your justification.”

The editor looked thoughtfully out of the
window. His face was as hard as granite,
but he had very grey, human eyes.

** We should have no compunction about
bringing the thunders down upon Rendall,”
he said, ‘* but with Lord Kindersley it is a
little different. He is a considerable and
reputable figure in Society.”

** He might survive the disclosures,” I
suggested. ‘‘ After all, there was a certain
amount of justification for his conduct. He
averted a national disaster, even if the means
he used were immoral."’

‘“ A case can be built up for him, certainly,”
the editor remarked. musingly. ‘* What is
your price for these documents ? **

“ Ten thousand pounds, and they must
not be used before Thursday,” I replied.

** Why not before Thursday ? **

“ I have given Lord Kindersley so much
grace.”

“You will leave the documents in our
hands ? "' the editor proposed.

I considered the matter. I could thinkof
nothing likely to alter my plans, but I was
conscious of a curious aversion to taking the
irrevocable step.

“You shall have them,” I agreed, * if
you will give me a letter acknowledging
that they are my property, and promising
to return them to me without publication,
should I desire it, on Wednesday afternoon.”

" What about the money ? " the editor
asked. ** Doyouwant anything on account ?”’

" You are prepared to give me the ten
thousand pounds ? **

He shrugged his shoulders.

‘ We never bargain,” he said. ' There is
no standard value for such goods as you
offer. The question is whether you want
anything in advance ? ”

“ No, thank you,” I answered. ‘Tl
have the whole amount on Wednesday after-
noon, or the documents back again. I think
that it will be the money."”

“1 trust so,”” my two editorial friends
replied, in fervent unison.

Their
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N Wednesday morning the Kindersley
Shipping Company sharesstood at three
and three-quarters, and a brief notice in

the Times announced that his lordship was
confined to his house in South Audley
Street, suffering from a severe nervous
brecakdown. Some idiotic impulse prompted
me, after I had paid my brief visit to my
cfficc, to take a stroll in that direction. A
doctor’'s carriage was waiting outside
Kindersley House, and, as I passed on the
other side of the way, the front door opened,
and the doctor himself stood on the thres-
hold. The thought of ILord Kindersley's
sufferings had, up to the present, inspired
in me no other feeling than one of mild
amusement. By the side of the doctor,
however, Beatrice Kindersley was standing.
I knew then that the end of my career must
be close at hand. I was weakening. My
nerve had gone. The instincts of childhood
were returning to me. The morbid curiosity
which had brought me to the house had
been gratified with a. vengeance. I had
received a psychological stroke. The girl's
drawn and tear-stained face had disturbed
the callousness which I had deemed im-
pregnable. A new scheme was forcing its
way into my mind. There was only one
redeeming point about it all—I walked for
the next few hours in peril of my life.

T half-past two that afternoon Beatrice
Kindersley hastened into the little
morning-room on the ground floor of

Kindersley House to receive an unexpected
visitor. Her lips parted in amazement when
she saw who it was. I held up my finger.

‘* Colonel Escombe,”’ I reminded her.

* You! " she exclaimed.

I knew that there was not a flaw in my
make-up or deportment. I was the Colonel
Escombe who had attended Norman Greyes’
wedding, and in connection with whose
presence there there had been some slight
question concerning a pearl necklace.

‘* What do you want ? ’ she asked, breath-
lessl%'_.

““To help you,” I answered. ‘I saw you
this morning, and you seemed in trouble.”’

She smiled at me gratefully, but a moment
later her face was clouded with anxiety.

‘It is dear of you,” she said, “ but you
must go away at once. You are running a
terrible risk. Sir Norman Greyes is in the
house. He is with my uncle now.”

‘“ Whatis he doinghere ? ”’ I demanded.

* My uncle sent for him to see if he could
help. There is some serious trouble. I don’t

Next month :
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know what it is, but my uncle says that it
means ruin.”’ R
At the thought of the near presence of
my old enemy my whole being seemed to
stiffen. Yet, alas! the weakness remained.
* Listen,” I said. ““What does your distress
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mecan ? Has your uncle always been good
to you? Is it for his sake that you are
unhappy ? "

‘* Entirely,” she answered, without hesita-
tion. ‘I know that a great many people
call him hard and unscrupulous. To me he
has been the dearest person in the world.
It makes my heart ache to see him suffer.”

I glanced at my watch.

‘* Listen,” I said. " Give me five minutes
to get clear away. When I am gone, give
him this message. Tell him that Buckross
has changed his mind and that he will hear
from him before five o'clock.”

‘ What have you to do with all this ? "' she
asked, wonderingly.

‘“ Never mind,” I answered. '‘ Be surc
to give me five minutes, and don’t deliver
my message before Norman Greyes "'

She walked with me to the door, but when
I would have opened it she checked me.
Already her step was lighter. She took my
hands in hers, and 1 felt her soft breath
upon my face.

‘I am going to thank you,” she whispered.

It was an absurd interlude.

OTH the editor and the assistant editor
did everything, short of going down on
their knees, to induce me to change my

mind. Theyoffered me practically a fortune.
They hinted, even, that honours might be
obtained for me. Theytried toappeal to my
patriotism, to every known quality, not
one of which I possessed. In the end I
obtained the documents, addressed them
to Miss Beatrice Kindersley, bought a great
bunch of fragrant yellow roses, hired a
messenger to go with me in the taxi-cab, and
saw them delivered at Kindersley House.

That night I spent in my room, taking
stock of. myself. On the credit side, my
deal in Kindersleys had bronght me a profit
of something like thirty thousand pounds,
likely to be considerably added to as I had
bought again at four. Further, I had
abstained from becoming a blackmailer and
I had knocked Mr. Edward Rendall down.
On the other hand, I might easily have
made a hundred thousand pounds—and I
had behaved like a fool.

Perhaps the most disquieting feature of
it all was that I wassatisfied with the deal.

“The Great Elusion.”
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P.G WODEHOUSE

OBODY is more alive
than I am to the fact
that young Bingo

Little is in many respects a sound
old egg: but I must say there are
things about him that could be improved.
The man’s too expansive altogether. When
it comes to letting the world in on the
secrets of his heart, he has about as
much shrinking reticence as a steam calliope.
Well, for instance, here’s the telegram I got
from him one evening in November :—

I say Bertie old man I am in love at last.
She is the most wonderful givl Bertie old man.
T his 1s the real thing at last Bertie. Come
here at once and bring Jeecves. Oh I say
you know that tobacco shop in Bond Street
on the left side as you go up. Will you get
me a hundred of thewr special cigarettes and
send them to me here. 1 have run out. I
know when you see her you will think
she 1is the most wonderful girl. Mind you
bring Jeeves. Don't forget the cigarettes.
—BIxGo.

It had been handed in at Twing Post
Office. In other words, he had submitted
that frightful rot to the goggling eye of
a village post-mistress who was probably
the mainspring of local gossip and would
have the place ringing with the news before
nightfall. He couldn’t have given himself
away more completely if he had hired the
town-crier. When I was a kid, I used to
read stories about knights and Vikings
and that species of chappie who would get
up without a blush in the middle of a crowded
banquet and loose off a song about how
perfectly priceless they thought their best
giri. I've often felt that those days would
have suited young Bingo down to the
ground.

ILLUSTRATED BY
AWALLIS MILLS

Jeeves had brought the thing
in with tlrc evening drink, and
I slung it over to him.

‘“It's about due, of course,” I said.
‘Young Bingo hasn’t been in love for at
least a couple of months. I wonder who
it is this time ? ”

" Miss Mary Burgess, sir,” said Jeeves,
‘* the niece of the Reverend Mr. Heppenstall.
She is staying at Twing Vicarage.”

“ Great Scott!” 1 knew that Jeeves
knew practically everything in the world,
but this sonnded like second-sight. ** How
do you know that ?

‘““\When we were visiting Twing Hall in
the summer, sir, I formed a somewhat
close friendship with Mr. Heppenstall's
butler. He is good enough to keep me
abreast of the local news from time to time.
From this account, sir, the young lady
appears to be a very estimable young lady.
Of a somewhat serious nature, I understand.
Mr. Little is very épris, sir.  Brookfield,
my correspondent, writes that last week
he observed him in the moonlight at an
advanced hour gazing up at his window."

‘ Whose window ? Brookfield's ? *

" Yes, sir. Presumably under the impres-
sion that it was the young lady’s.”

* But what the deuce is he doing at
Twing at alt ? ”

‘“ Mr. Little was compelled to resume his
old position as tutor to Lord Wickhammers-
ley’'s son at Twing Hall, sir. Owing to having
been unsuccessful in some speculations at
Hurst Park at the end of October.”

‘“Good Lord, Jeeves! Is there anything
you don't know ? ”

‘1 could not say, sir.”

I picked up the telegram.

1 suppose he wants us to go down and
help him out a bit ? *’

CopyTight, 1922, by P. G. Wodehouse.
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““That would appear to be his motive
in dispatching the message, sir.”

‘“ Well, what shall we do? Go ? "

‘1 would advocate it, sir. If I may say
so, I think that Mr. Little should tie encour-
a ed in this particular matter.”

* You think he’s picked a winner this
time 2”7

“ 1 hear nothing but excellent reports
of the young lady, sir. I think it is beyond
question that she would be an admirable
influence for Mr. Little. should the affair
come to a happy conclusion. Such a uiion
would alto, I fancy, go far to restore Mr.
Little to the good graces of his uncle, the
young lady being well connected and pes-
sessing private means. In short, sir, | think
that if there is anything that we can do
we should do it.”

** Well, with you behind him,” I said,

* I don’t sce how he can fail to click.”

" You are very good, sir,” said Jeeves.

“ The tribute is much appreciated.”

INGO met us at Twingstation next day,

and insisted on my sending Jeeves on

in the car with the bags while he and I
walked. He started in about the female the
moment we had begun to hoof it.

" She is very wonderful, Bertie. She is
not one of these flippant, shallow-minded
modern girls. She is sweetly grave and
beautifully earnest. She reminds me of—
what is the name I want ? "

‘“ Marie Lloyd ?

* Saint Cecilia,” said young Bingo, eyeing
me with a good deal of loathing. *‘‘ She
reminds me of Saint Cecilia. She makes me
yearn to be a better, nobler, deeper, broader
man.”

‘ What beats me,” I said, following up
a train of thought, *is what principle you
pick them on. The girls you fall in love with,
I mean. I mean tosay, what's your system ?
As far as I can see, no two of them are alike.
First it was Mabel the waitress, then Honoria
Glossop, then that fearful blister Charlotte
Corday Rowbotham

I own that Bingo had the decency to
shudder. Thinking of Charlotte always made
me shudder, too.

" You don't seriously mean, Bertie, that
vou are intending to compare the feeling
1 have for Mary Burgess the holy devotion,
tne spiritual

** Oh, all right, let it go,” I said. * Isay,
old lad, aren’t we going rather a long way
round ?

Considering that we were supposed to
be heading for Twing Hall, it seemed to me
that we were making a longish job of it.
The Hall is about two miles from the station
by the main road, and we had cut off down
a lane, gone across country for a bit. climbed
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a stile or two, and were now working our
way across a field that ended in another
lane.

** She sometimes takes her little brother
for a walk round this wa v;"" explained Bingo.
*I thought we would meet her and bow,
and you could see her, you know, and then
we would walk on.”

“Of course,” 1 said, “ that's enough
excitement for anvone. and undoubtedly
a corking reward for tramping three miles
out of one’s way over ploughed ficlds with
tight boots, but don’'t we do anything ¢lse ?
Don’t we tack on to the girl ancd buzz along

with her ? ”
“ Good Lord!” said Bingo, honestly
amazed. " You don't supposc I've got

nerve cnough for that, do you ? T just look
at her from afar and all that sort of
thing. Cluick! Here she comes! No, I'm
wrong '

It was like that song of Harry Lander’s
where he's waiting for the girl and says
‘“ This is her-r-r. No. it’s arabbut.” Young
Bingo made me stand there in the teeth of
a nor’-cast halt-gale for ten minutes, keeping
me on myv toes with a series of false alarms,
and [ was just thinking of suggesting that
we should lay otf and give the rest of the
proceedings a miss, when round the corner
there came a fox-terrier, and Bingo quivered
like an ‘aspen. Then there hove in sight
asmall boy, and heshook like a jelly. Finally,
like a star whose entrance has been worked
up by the personnel of the ensemble, a gil
appeared, and his emotion was painful to
witness. His face got so red that, what
with his white collar and the fact that the
wind had tumed his nose blue, he looked
more like a French flag than anything else.
He sagged from the waist upwards, as il
he had becn filleted.

He was just raising his fingers limply
to his cap when he suddenly saw that thc
girl wasn’'t alone. A chappie in clerical
costume was also "among those present,
and the sight of him didn't seem to do
Bingo a bit of good. His face got redder
and his nose bluer, and it wasn't till they
had nearly passed that he managed to get
hold of his cap.

The girl bowed, the curate said: * Ah
Ltttle. Rough weather. " the dog barked.
and then they toddled on and the enter-
tainment was over.

HE curate was a new factor in the
T situation to me. [ reported his
movements to Jeeves when 1 got
to the Hall. Of course, _]eeves knew
all about it already.
“ That is the Reverend Mr \Vinghnm.
Mr. Heppenstall's new curate, sir. I gather
from Brookfield that he is Mr. Little's rival.

\
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and that at the moment the voung lady
appears to favour him. Mr. Wingham has
the advantage of being on the premises.
He and the young lady play duets after
dinner, which acts as bond. Mr. Little
on these occasions, understand, prowls
abaut in the road, chafing visibly.”

‘* That seems to be all the poor fish is
able to do, dash it. He can chafe all
right, but there he stops. He's lost his
pep. He's got no dash. Why, when we
met her just now, he hadn’t even the
common manly courage to say ‘Good
evening ' 1"

“ I gather that Mr. Little’s affection is
not unmingled with awe, sir.”

‘ Well, how are we to help a man when
he s such a rabbit as that ? Have you any-
thing to suggest ? I shall be seeing him
atter dinner, and he's sure to ask first thing
what you advise."

‘In my opinion, sir, the most judicious
course for Mr. Little to pursue would be
to concentrate on the young gentleman.” .

‘The small brother? How do you
mean ? ”

‘“ Make a friend of him, sir—take him
for walks and so forth.”

‘It doesn’t sound one of your red-hottest
ideas. I must say I expected something
fruitier than that.”

It would be a beginning, sir, and might
lead to better things.”

*“Well, I'll tell him.
her, Jeeves.”

‘A thoroughly estimable young lady,
sir.”

I slipped Bingo the tip from the stable
that night, and was glad to observe that
it seemed to cheer him up.

‘* Jeeves is always right,’ he said. ‘I
ought to have thought of it myself. I'll
otart in to-morrow.”

It was amazing how the chapple bucked
up. Long before I left for town it had become
a mere commonplace for him to speak to
the girl. I mean, he didn’t simply look
stuffed when they met. The brother was
forming a bond that was a dashed sight
stronger than the curate's duets. She and
Bingo used to take him for walks together.
I asked Bingo what they talked about on
these occasions, and he said Wilfred's future.
The girl hoped that Wilfred would one
day become a curate, but Bingo said no,
there was something about curates he
didn't quite like.

The day we left, Bingo came to see us
off with Wilfred frisking about him like an
old college chum. The last I saw of them,
Bingo was standing him chocolates out of
the slot-machine. A scene of peace and
cheery good-will. Dashed promising, I
thought

I liked the look of
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HICH made it all the more of a jar,
about a fortnight later, when hzs
telegram arrived. As follows :—

Bertie old man I say Bertie could you

possibly come down here at once.  Every-
thing gone wrong hang 1t all.  Dash i
Bertie you simply must come. I am in

a state of absolute despair and heart-broken.
Would vou mind sending another hundred
of those cigarettes. Bring [eeves when you
come Bertie. You simply must come Bertie.
I relv on you. Don't forget to bring Jecves.
—Bixco.

Ior a chap who's perpetually hard-up.
I must say that young Bingo is the most
wasteful telegraphist I ever struck. He’s
got no notion of condensing. The silly ass
simply pours out his wounded soul at two-
pence a word, or whatever it is, without a
thought.

‘* How about it, Jeeves ? " I said. ' I'm
getting a bit fed. I can’t go chucking all
my engagements every second week in order
to biff down to Twing and rally round young
Bingo. Send him a wire telling him to end
it all in the village pond.”

‘If you could spare me for the night,
sir, I should be glad to run down and
investigate.”

* Oh, dash it! Well, I suppose there's
nothing else to be done. After all, you're
the fellow he wants. All right, carry on.”

Jeeves got back late the next day.

“Well? " I said.

Jeeves appeared perturbed. He allowed
his left eyebrow to flicker upwards in a
concerned sort of manner.

** I have done what I could, sir,” he said,
“but I fear Mr. Little’s chances do not
appear bright. Since our last visit, sir,
there has been a decidedly sinister and
disquieting development.”

‘“Oh, what's that?"”

“ You may remember Mr. Steggles, sir
—the young gentleman who was studying
for an examination with Mr. Heppenstall
at the Vicarage?

Of course I remembered Steggles. You'll
place him if you throw your mind back.
Recollect the rat-faced chappie of sporting
tastes who made the book on the Sermon
Handicap and then made another on the
Choir Boys' Sports ? That's the fellow.
A blighter of infinite guile and up to every
shady scheme on the list. Though, thanks to
Jeeves, we had let him in pretty badly cn
the Girls' Egg-and-Spoon Race and collected
a parcel off him in spite of his villainies.

‘ What's Steggles got to do with it? "
I asked.

** I gather from Brookfield, sir, who chanced
to overhear a conversation, that Mr. Steggles
is interesting himself in the affair.’”

.
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** Good Lord !
it?”

‘1 understand that he is accepting
wagers from those in his immediate circle,
sir.  Against Mr. Little, whose chances he
does not seem to fancy.”

‘1 don't like that, Jeeves.”

** No, sir. It is sinister.”

What, making a book on

* From what | know ot Steggles there
will be dirty work.”

" It bas already occurred, sir.”

“ Already ?

“ Yes, sir. It seems that. in pursuance ot
the policy which he had been good enough to
allow me to suggest to him, Mr Little
escorted Master Burgess to the churéh
bazaar, and there met Mr. Steggles, who
was in the company of young Master Hep-
penstall, the Reverend Mr. Heppenstall's
second son, who is home from Rugby just
now, baving recently recovered from an
attack of mumps, The encounter took place
in the refreshment-room, where Mr. Steggles
was at that moment entertaining Master
Heppenstall. To cut a long story short,
sir, the two gentiemen became extremely
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interested in the hearty manner in which
the lads were fortifying themselves:; and
Mr. Steggles offered to back his nomince
in a weight-for-age eating contest against
Master Burgess for a pound a side. M:.
Little admitted to me that he was consciots
of a certain hesitation as to what the upshet
might be, should Miss Burgess get to hear
of the matter, but hs
sporting blood was too
much for him and re
agreed to the contest.
This was duly carried out,
both Jads exhibiting the
utmost willingness and en-
thusiasm, and eventually
Master Burgess justifiesd
Mr. Little’'s confidence by
winning, but only after a
bitter struggle. Next day
both contestants were in
considerable  pain ; in-
quiries were made and con-
fessions extorted, and Mr.
Little—I learn from Brook-
fieid, who happened to be

e

was forming a
bond. She
and Bingo
used to take
him for walks
together.
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near the door of the drawing-room at the
moment—had an:' extremely unpleasant
interview with the young lady, which
ended in her desiring him never to speak
to her again.”

There’s no getting away from the fact
that, if ever a man required watching, it's
Steggles.  Machiavelli could have taken
his correspondence course.

“It was a put-up job, Jeeves!' I said.
"1 mean, Steggles worked the whole
thmg on purpose. It's his old nobbling
game

N There would seem to be no doubt about
that, sir.”

‘ Well, he seems to have dished poor old
Bingo all right.”

“That is the prevalent opinion, sir.
Brookfield tells me that down in the village
at the Cow and Horses seven to one is being
freely offered Mr. Wingham and finding
no takers."

‘“Good Lord! Are they betting about it
down in the village, too ? "

" Yes, sir. And in adjoining hamlets also
The affair has caused widespread interest.
I am told that there is a certain sporting
reaction in even so distant a spot as Lower
Bingley."

" Well, I don’t see what there is to do.
If Bingo is such a chump——""

" One is fighting a losing battle, I fear,
sir, but I did venture to indicate to Mr.
Little a course of action which might prove
of advantage. I recommended him to busy
himself with good works."

“ Good works ? "'~

* About the village, sir. Reading to the
bedridden—chatting with the sick—that
sort of thing, sirr We can but trust that
good results will ensue."

" Yes, I suppose so,” I said, doubtfully.
“ But, by gosh, if I was a sick man I'd
hate to have a looney like young Bingo
coming and gibbering at my bedside.”

' There s that aspect of the matter, sir,”
said Jeeves.

DIDN'T hear a word from Bingo for

a couple of weeks, and I took it after

a while that he had found the going
too hard and had chucked in the towel.
And then, one night not long before Christ-
mas, I came back to the flat pretty lateish,
having been out dancing at the Embassy.
I was fairly tired, having swung a practically
non-stop shoe from shortly after dinner
till two a.m., and bed seemed to be indicated.
Judge of my chagrin and all that sort of
thing, therefore, when, tottering to my
room and switching on the light, I observed
the foul features of young Bingo all over
the pillow. The blighter had appeared from
nowhere and was in my bed, sleeping like
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an infant with a sort of happy dreamy smile
on his map.

A hit thick, I mean to say ! We Woosters
are all for the good old medizval hosp. and
all that, but when it comes to finding chappies
collaring yeur bed, the thing becomes a
trifie too mouldy. I hove a shoe, and Bingo
sat up, gurgling.

‘'s matter ?
Bingo.

“ What the deuce are you doing in my
bed ? ** I said.

“ Oh, hallo, Bertic! So there you are!*

" Yes, here I am. What are you doing in
my bed ? *

"1 came up to town for the night on
business."

" Yes, but what are you doing in my
bed ? "

" Dash it all, Bertie,” said young Bingo,
querulously, ** don't keep harping on your
beastly bed. There’s another made up in the
spare room. - I saw Jeeves make it with my
own eyes. I believe he meant it for me,
but I knew what a perfect host you were,
so I just turned in here. I say, Bertie, old
man,” said Bingo, apparently fed up with
the discussion about sleeping-quarters, "I
see daylight.”

" Well, it’s getting on for three in the
morning."*

"1 was speaking figuratively, you ass.
I meant that hope has begun todawn. About
Mary Burgess, you know. Sit down and
I'll tell you all about it ,

“1won't. I'm going to sleep.”

" To begin with' said young Bingo,
settling himself comfortably against the
pillows and helping himself to a cigarette
from my special private box, “ 1 must
once again pay a marked tribute to good
old Jeeves. A modern Solomon. I was badly
up against it when I came to him for advice,
but he rolled up with a tip which has put
me—I use the term advisedly and in a
conservative spirit—on velvet. He may
have told you that he recommended mie to
win back the lost ground by busying myself
with good works? Bertie, old man,” said
young Bingo, earnestly, " for the last two
weeks I've been comforting the sick to such
an extent that, if I had a brother and you
brought him to me on a sick-bed at this
moment, by Jove, old man, I'd heave a
brick at him. However, though it took it
out of me like the deuce, the scheme worked
splendidly. She softened visibly before I'd
been at it a week. Started to bow again
when we met in the street, and so forth.
About a couple of days ago she distinctly
smiled—in a sort of faint, saint-like kind
of way, you know—when I ran into her
outside the Vicarage. And yesterday—
I say, you remember that curate chap,

's matter ? "’ said young
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Wingham ? Fellow with a long nose and
a sort of goofy expression ? "’

*“Of course I remember him. Your
rival.”
“Rival ?” Bingo raised his eycbrews.

“ Oh, well, I suppose you could have called
him that at one time. Though it sounds
a little far-fetched.”

‘“ Does it? " I said, stung by the sickening
complacency of the chump’s manner. ** Well,
let me tell you that the last 1 heard was
that at the Cow and Horses in Twing village
and all over the place as far as Lower Bingley
they were offering seven te onc on the curate
and finding no takers.”

Bingo started violently,
cigarette-ash all over my bed.

** Betting !’ he gargled. ‘‘ Betting !
You don't mean that theyre betting on
this holy, sacred—— Oh, I say, dash it all!
Haven't people any sense of decency and
reverence ? Is nothing safe from thcir
beastly, sordid graspingness ? I wonder,”
said young Bingo, thoughtfully, * if there's a
chance of my getting any of that seven-to-one
money ? Seven to one! What a price!
Who's offering it, do you kncw ? Oh, well,
1 suppose it wouldn't do. No, I suppose
it wouldn’t be quite the thing.”

‘“You seem dashed confident,” I said.
“ I'd always thought that Wingham it

‘“ Oh, I'm not worried about him,” said
Bingo. * I was just going to tell you. Wing-
ham’s got the mumps, and won't be qut
and about for weeks. And, jolly as that is
in itself, it’s not all. You see, he was pro-
ducing the Village School Christmas Enter-
tainment, and now I've taken over the job.
I went to old Heppenstall last night and
clinched the contract. Well, you see what that
means. It means that I shall be atsolutely
the centre of the village life and thought
for three solid weeks, with a terrific triamph
to wind up with. Everybody lockiig up
to me and fawning on me, don’t you see,
and all that. It's bound to have a powerful
effect on Mary’s mind. It will show her
that I am capable of serious effort; that
there is a solid foundation of worth in me;
that, mere buttertly as she may once have
thought me, I am in reality. .

* Oh, all right, let it go !

* It's a big thing, you know, this Christmas
Entertainment. Old Heppenstall very mich
wrapped up in it. Nibs from all over the
countryside rolling up. The Squire present,
with family. A big chance for me, Bertie,
my boy, and I mean to make the most of
it. Of course, I'm handicapped a bit by not
having bcen in on the thing from the start.
Will you credit it that that uninspired
doughnut of a curate wanted to give the
public some rotten little fairy play out of
a book for children published about fifty

and sprayed
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years ago, without one good laugh or the
semblance of a gag in it? It’s too late to
alter the thing entirely, but at least I can
jazz it up. I'm going to wrile them in
something zippy to brighten the thing up
a bit.”

" You can’t write.”

‘" Well, when I say write, I mean pinch.
That's why I've popped up to town. I've
becn to see that revue, ‘Cuddle Up!’' at
the Palladium, to-night. Full of good stuff.
Of course, it’s rather hard to get anything
in the nature of a big spectacular effect
in the Twing Village Hall, with no scenery
to speak of and a chorus of practically
imbecile kids of ages ranging from nine
to fourteen, but I think I see my way.
Have you seen ‘ Cuddle Up "’ ? ”

* Yes. Twice.”

** Well, there’s some good stuff in the first
act, and I can lift practically all the numbers.
Then there’s that show at the Palace. I
can see the matinée of that to-morrow
before I leave. There's sure to be some
decent bits in that. Don’t you worry about
my not being able to write a hit. Leave it
to me, laddie, leave it to me. And now,
my dear old chap, said young Bingo,
snuggling down cosil)u ‘“ you mustn’t keep
me up talking all night. It's all right for
you fellows who have nothing to do, but
I'm a busy man. Good night, old thing.
Close the door quietly after you and switch
out the light. Breakfast about ten to-
morrow, I suppose, what? Right-o.
Good night.”

R the next three weeks I didn’t see

Bingo. He became a sort of Voice

Heard Off, developing a habit of
ringing me up on long-distance and
consulting me on various points arising
at rehearsal, until the day when he got
me out of bed at eight in the morning to
ask whether I thought ‘‘Merry Christ-
mas!” was a good title. I told him then
that this nuisance must now cease, and
after that he cheesed it, and practically
passed out of my life till one afternoon
when I got back to the flat to dress for
dinner . and found Jeeves inspecting a
whacking big poster sort of thing which
he had draped over the back of an arm-
chair.

‘““Good Lord, Jeeves!’ I said. I was
feeling rather weak that day, and the
thing shook me. ‘“What on earth’s
that ?

‘“ Mr. Little sent it to me, sir, and desired
me to bring it to your notice.”

‘“ Well, you've certainly done it

1 took another look at the object. There
was no doubt about it, it caught the eye.
It was about seven feet long, and most of



266
the lettering in about as bright red ink as
I cver struck.

" What do you make of it, Jeeves 2 I
said.

“ I confess 1 am a little doubtful, sir.
I think Mr. Little would have done better
to follow my advice and contine himsclf
to good works about the village.”

“You think the thing will be a frost ? "

“1 could not hazard a conjecture, sir.
But my experience has been that what
pleases the London public is not aiways
so acceptable to the rural mind. The metro-
politan touch sometimes proves a tritle too
exotic for the provinces.”

“ 1 suppose I ought to go down and sce
the dashed thing ? "

“1 think Mr. Little would be wounded
were you not present, sir.”

HE Village Hall at Twing is a smallish
building, smelling of apples. It was full
when I turned up on the evening of the

twenty-third, for I had purposely timed
myself to arrive not long before the kick-off.
I had had experience of one or two of these
binges, and didn’t want to run any risk of
coming early and finding myself shoved
into a seat in one of the front rows where
I wouldn't be able to execute a quiet sneak
into the open air half-way through the
proceedings, if the occasion seemed to demand
it. I secured a nice strategic position near
the door at the back of the hall.

From where I stood I had a good view of
the audience. As always on these occasions,
the first few rows were occupied by the
Nibs—consisting of the Squire, a fairly
mauve old sportsman with white whiskers,
his family, a platoon of local parsons, and
perhaps a couple of dozen of prominent
pew-holders. Then came a dense squash
of what *you might call the lower middle
classes. And at the back, where I was,
we came down with a jerk in the social
scale, this end of the lall being given up
almost entirely to a collection of frankly
Tough Eggs, who had rolled up not so much
for any love of the drama as because there
was a free tea after the show. Take it for
all in all, a representative gathering of
Twing life and thought. The Nibs were
whispering in a pleased manner to each
other, the Lower Middles were sitting up
very straight as if they’d been blcached,
and the Tough Eggs whiled away the time
by cracking nuts and exchanging low rustic

wheezes. The girl, Mary Burgess, was at
the piano, playing a waltz.  leside her
stood the curate, Wingham, apparently

recovered. The temperature, I should think,
was about a hundred and twenty-scven.

Somebody jabbed me heartily in the lower
ribs, and I perceived the man Steggles.
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“ Hallo!* he said.
were coming down.’

I didn't like the chap, but we Woosters
can wear the mask. I beamed a bit.

‘“Oh, yes,” I said ‘ Bingo wanted me
to. roll up and see his show.”

‘I hear he's giving us something pretty
ambitious,” said the man Steggles. * B:g
effects and all that sort of thing.”

*“ I believe so."”

“ Of course, it means a lot to him. doesn't
it? He's told you about the girl, of
course ? "

“Yes. And I hear vou're laying scven
to one against him,” I said, ecycing the
blighter a triflc austerely.

He didn't cven quiver.

“ Just a little flutter to relieve the mono-
tony of country life,” he said. * But you've
got the facts a bit wrong. It’s down in the
village that they're laying seven to one. |
can do you better than that, if you feel in a
speculative mood. How about a tenner ata
hundred to eight ? "

“ Good Lord! Are you giving that ?

‘“ Yes. Somehow,” said Steggles, medita-
tively, “I have a sort of feeling, a kind of
premonition, that something's going to go
wrong to-night. You know what Little is.
A bungler if ever there was one. Something
tells me that this show of his is going to be
a frost. And if it is, of course I should think
it would prejundice the girl against him pretty
badly. His standing always was rather
shaky.”

‘* Are you going to try and smash up the
show ? ' I said, sternly.

“Me!"” said Steggles. “ Why, what
could I do? Half a minute, I want to go
and speak to a man."”

He buzzed off, leaving me distinctly
disturbed. I could see from the fellow’s
eye that he was meditating some of his
customary rough stuff, and I thought Bingo
ought to be wamed. But there wasn't
time and I couldn’t get at him. Almost
immediately after Steggles had left me thc
curtain went up.

Except as a prompter, Bingo wasn't
much in evidence in the early part of the
performance. The thing at the outset was
merely one of those weird dramas which
vou dig out of books published around
Christmas time and entitled ** Twelve Little
Plays for the Tots,” or something like that.
The kids drooled on in the usual manner,
the booming voice of Bingo ringing out
from time to time behind the scenes when
the fat-heads forgot their lines; and the
audience was settling down into the sort
of torpor usual on these occasions, when the
first of Bingo's interpolated bits occurred. It
was that number which What’s-her-name
sings in that revue at the Palacc—you

‘1 didn’t know you
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would recognize the tune if I hummed it,
but I never can get hold of the dashed thing.
It always got three encores at the Palace,
and 1t went well now, even with a squcaky-
voiced child jumping on and off the key
like a chamois of the Alps leaping from
trag to crag. Even the Tough Eggs liked
it. At the end of the second refrain the
entire house was shouting for an encore,

|

1

v /
7

P

“Good Lord, Jeeves!™ | said.

/5"/‘?/r/,-/12\ YL
CIcAATD 37 e |
\ %’ /‘///I."/'(/;{ :7‘
V74 (C’/"///'/l/yy i >

LA o

267
spell, as you might put it. Pcople started
to shout directions, and the Tough Eggs
stamped their feet and settled down for
a pleasant time. And, of course, young
Bingo had to make an ass of himself. His
voice suddenly shot at us out of the darkness.

* Ladies and gentlemen, something has
gone wrong with the lights i

The Tough Eggs were tickled by this

I RICHARIT
o

</ <

==

2=y

“ What on earth’s that ?

“Mr. Little sent it to me, sir, and desired me to bring it to your notice.”

and the kid with the voice like a slate-
ncil took a deep breath and started to
et it go once more.
At this point all the lights went out.

DON'T know when I've had anything
so sudden and devastating happen to

me before. They didn’t flicker. They
just went out. The hall was in complete
darkness.

Well, of course, that sort of broke the

bit of information straight from the stable.
They took it up as a sort of battle-cry.
Then, after about five minutes, the lights
went up again, and the show was resumed.

It took ten minutes after that to get the
audience back into its state of coma, bhut
eventually they began to settle down, and
everything was going nicely when a small
boy with a face like a turbot edged out in
front of the curtain, which had been lowered
after a pretty painful scene about a wishing-
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ring or a fairy’s cursc or something of that
+ort, and started to sing that song of George
Thingummy's out of ** Cuddle Up.” You
know the one I mean. “ Always Listen to
Mother, Girls!" it's called. and he gets
the audience to join in and sing the refrain.
Quite a ripcish ballad, and one which I
mysclf have frequently sung in my bath
with not a little vim: but by no means
—as anyene but a pcrfect sapheaded prune
like voung Bingo would have knewn—by
no means the scrt of thing for a clildren’s
Cl ristmas entertainment in the o!d village
hall. Right from the start of the first refram
the bulk of the awudience had begun to
stiffen in their scats and fan thomsclves,
and the Burgess girl at the piano was accom-
yanying in a stunned, mcchanical sort of
way, while the curate at her side averted
his gaze in a pained manner. The Tough
Egps, however, were all for it.

At the ¢nd of the second refrain the kid
stopped and began to sidle towards the wings.
Upon which the following brief duologue
tcok place :—

YounG Binco (Voice heard off. ringing

against the vafters) : “ Goon!”

THE Kip (Coylv) : " Idon't like to.”

Younc Binco (S/ill louder) : ‘' Go on,

you little blighter, or I'll slay you!”

I suppose the kid thought it over swiftly
and realized that Bingo, being in a position
to get at him, had better be conciliated
whatever the harvest might be; for he
shuffled down to the front and, having shut
his eyes and giggled hysterically, said :
‘“Ladies and gentlemen, I will now call
upon Squire Tressidder to oblige by singing
the refrain!”

You know, with the most charitable feel-
ings towards him, there are moments when
you can't help thinking that young Bingo
ought to be in some sort of a home. I suppose,
poor fish, he had pictured this as the big
punch of the eveming. He had imagined,
I take it, that the Squire would spring
jovially to his feet, rip the song off his chest,
and all would be gaiety and mirth. Well,
what happened was simply that old Tres-
sidder—and, mark you. I'm not blaming
him—just sat where he was, swelling and
turning a brighter purple every second.
The lower middle classes remained in frozen
silence, waiting for the roof to fall. The
only scction of the audience that really
sccmed to enjoy the idea was the Tough
Eggs. who yelled with enthusiasm. It was
jam for the Tough Eggs.

And then the lights went out again.

HEN they went up, some minutes
later, they disclosed the Squire
marching stifly out at the head

of his family, fcd up to the eyebrows ;

The Metropolitan Touch

the Burgess girl at the piano with a
pale, set look; and the curate gazing at
her with something in his expression that
seemed to suggest that, though all this was
no doubt deplorable, he had spotted the
silver lining.

The show went on once more. There were
great chunks of Plays-for-the-Tots dialogue,
and then the girl at the piano struck up
the prelude to that Orange-Girl number
that's the big hit of the Palace revue. 1
took it that this was to be Bingo's smashing
act one finale. The entire company was on
the stage, and a clutching hand had appeared
round the edge of the curtain, ready to pull
at the right moment. It looked like the
finale all right. It wasn't long before I
realized that it was something more. It
was the finish.

I take it you know that Orange number
at the Palace? It goes—

Oh, won't yvou something something oranges,
My scmething oranges,
My something oranges ;

Oh, won’l you something something some-

. thing I forget,

Something  something  something  tumty
timty yet:

Ok

or words to that effect. It's a dashed clever
lyric, and the tune's good, too; but"the
thing that made the number was the business
where the girls take oranges out of their
baskets, you know, and toss them lightly
to the audience. I don't know if you've
ever noticed it, but it always seems to tickle
an audience to bits when they get things
thrown at them from the stage. Every
time I've been to the Palace the customers
have simply gone wild over this number.

But at the Palace, of course, the oranges
are made of yellow wool and the girls don't
so much chuck them as drop them limply
into the first and second rows. I began to
gather that the business was going to be
treated rather differently to-night, when
a dashed great chunk of pips and mildew
sailed past my ear and burst on the wall
behind me. Another landed with a squelch
on the neck of one of the Nibs in the third
row. And then a third took me right orr the
tip of the nose, and I kind of lost intercst
in the proceedings for awhile.

When I had scrubbed my face and got
my eves to stop watering for a moment,
I saw that the evening's entertainment had
begun to rescmble one of Belfast's livelicr
nights. The air was thick with shrieks and
fruit. The kids on the stage, with Bing:
buzzing distractedly to and fro in then
midst, were having the time of their lives.
I suppose they realized that this couldn’t
go on for ever, and were making the most
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shooting them back. so that the audience got it both coming and going.

of their chances. "I'ne Tough Eggs had begun
to pick up all the oranges that hadn’t burst
and were shooting them back, so that the
audience got it both coming and going.
In fact, take 1t all round, there was a certain
amount of confusion; and, just as things
had terun really to hot up, out went the
lights a zain.

It seemed to me about my time for leaving,
so I slid for the door. i was hardly outside
when the audience began to stream out.
They surged about me in twos and threes,
and I've never seen a public body so dashed
unanimous on any point. To a man—
and to a woman—they were cursing poor
old Bingo; and there was a large and
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rapidly growing school of thought which
held that the best thing to do would be to
waylay him as he emerged and splash him
about in the village pond a bit.

‘There were such a dickens of a lot of these
enthusiasts and they looked so jolly deter-
mined that it scemed to me that the only
matey thing to do was to go behind and warn
young Bingo to turn his coat-collar up and
breeze off snakily by some side-exit. I went
behind, and found him sitting on a box in
the wings, perspiring pretty freely and
looking more or less like the spot marked
with a cross where the accident happened.
His hair was standing up and his cars were
hanging down, and one harsh word would
undoubtedly have made hirg burst into tears.

** Bertie,” he said hollowly, as he saw me,
‘it was that blighter Steggles! [ caught
onc of the kids bcfore he could get away
and got it all out of him. Steggles sub-
stituted real oranges for the balls of wool
which with infinite sweat and at a cost of
nearly a quid I had specially prepared.
Well, I will now procecd to tear him limb
from limb. It'll be something to do.”

1 hated to spoil his day-drcams, but
it had to be.
*“Good heavens, man,” I said, ‘‘you

haven’t time for frivolous amusements now.
You've got to get out. And quick!"”

‘" Bertie,” said Bingo in a dull voice,
*“she was here just now. She said it was
all my fault and that she would never
speak to me again. She said she had
always suspccted me of being a heart-
less practical joker, and now she knew.
She said. Oh, well, she ticked me off
properly.”

‘" That’s the least of your troubles,”
I said. It seemed impossible to rouse the
poor zib to a sense of his position. *‘ Do
rou realize that about two hundred of
I'wing’s heftiest are waiting for you outside
to chuck you into the pond ?

“No!”

“ Absolutely ! ”

For a moment the poor chap scemed
crushed. DBut only for a moment. There
has always been something of the good old
English bulldog breed about Bingo. A
strange, sweet smile flickered for an instant
over his face.

“It's all right,” he said. ‘I can sneak
out through-the cellar and climb over the
wall at the back. They can't intimidate e /*’

The Metropolitan Touch

T couldn’t have becen more than a weck
l later when Jeeves, after he had brought
me my tea, gently stcered me away
from the sporting page of the Mornmng
Post and directed my attention to an
announcement in the engagements and
marriages column,

It was a brief statement thata marriage
had been arranged and would  shorth
take place between the Hon. and Rev.
Hubert \ingham. third son of the Right
Hon. the Earl of Sturridge, and Mary,
only daughter of the late Matthew Burges,
of Weatherly Court, Hants.

“ Of course,” I said, after I had given
it the cast-to-west, ** ] expected this, Jeeves.”

“ Yes, sir."”

“She would ncver forgive him what
happened that night.”

* No, sir.”

“Well,” I said, as I took a sip of the
fragrant and steaming, ‘I don’t supposc

it will take old Bingo long to get over it.
It's about the hundred and eleventh time
this sort of thing has happened to him.
You're the man I'm sorry for."”

“ Me, sir ?

‘“ Well, dash it all, you can’t have for-
gotten what a deuce of a lot of trouble you
took to bring the thing off for Bingo. It's
too bad that all your work should have been
wasted.”

** Not entirely wasted, sir.”

“Eh2"

** It is true that my efforts to bring about
the match between Mr, Little and the young
lady were not successful, but still I look
back upon the matter with a certain satis-
faction.”

* Because you did your best, you mean ? **

‘“Not entirely, sir, though of course
that thought also gives me pleasure. I was
alluding more particularly to the fact

that Ifound the affair financially remu-
nerative.”

* Financially remunerative ?
you mean ? *’

“ When I learned that Mr. Steggles had
interested himself in the contest, sir, I went
shares with my friend Brookfield and bought
the book which had been made on the issue
by the landlord of the Cow and Horses. It
has proved a highly profitable investment.
Your breakfast will be ready almost immedi-
ately, sir. Kidneys on toast and mushrooms,
I will bring it when you ring.”

What do

Next month: “ The Delayed Exit of Claude and Eustace.”
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O curfew

tolled the

knell of

parting
day; nor did any

lowing herd wind
slowly o'er the lea.
But the advance
parties of flying
foxes stringing out
across the sky,
slowly flapping their
leathery wings as
they ‘“zoomed”’ over
the mango trees of
the Bagh qn their
nightly foray to the
fruit gardens on
the other side of the
river, announced as
clearly as any bell
the approaching close
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was not sufficient
breeze to disperse
the straight ascend-
ing cheroot smoke of
the two men clad in
flannels who were
seated outside the
racquet courts, wait-
ing their turn for
another game and
idly watching the
distant polo through-
the dust haze.

They sat for a few
minutes silent, smok-

ing and sweating,
especially sweating.
A hard single at

racquets is no gentle
exercise, When
played within four
walls whose dull
black surface has

of another long, long

Indian day.
In front of the
Gymkhana club-

house sat a few ladies
talking listlessly and
discussing tea or ices.

The Ball no question makes of Ayes and Noes.
But Right or Left as strikes the Player goes:
And He that toss’d you down into the Field,
He knows about it all—HE knows—HE knows!

been drinking in the
heat of the tropical
sun for hours, only
to radiate and give
it out when the sun
itself goes down, the

—The Rubdiydl.
players can verily be

They were inactive.
But all round were sights and sounds which
showed that the British male cannot take his
ease or enjoy relaxation after his daily toil
without the assistance of a spherical body
of some sort, whether it be hollow or solid,
or of indiarubber, boxwood, ivory, bamboo-
root, or of string sewn up in kid. From the
hard tennis courts—there were no such
things as grass courts—came the pat of the
balls and the voices of the players scoring ;
from the croquet ground came the bang of
wood against wood ; from inside the club-
house the click of the billiard and pool
tables ; from the nearer polo ground the
thud of hoofs on hard soil, and from that
farther off the same sound reduced to a
mere drumming; while from the roofless
rectangular mass of brickwork behind one
end of the club echoed the shrill cries of a
racquet marker calling the game, the smack
of the ball, and an occasional loud report as
the wood skirting received a hard drive.
The searing hot wind which had been
blowing all day had now dropped, and there

said to lard the lean
earth. At last one spoke: “ Who's in
No. 3 Court?

“ Rayce and Leslie Jerome.”

“1 can’t make out why young Jerome is
such pals with Rayce. He's a rotter.”

“ He's not so bad really, if he didn’t lift
his elbow quite so much and always play to
win: But I must say he was the limit last
Wednesday. Were you here ?

“ No; I was at polo.”

* But haven’t you heard what an infernal
ass he made of himself ?

“No.”

‘1 should have thought it had gone the
round of the station by now. We were
playing a four—me, Rayce, Tomkins, I think
it was, and the Colonel.”

* What, Foxy Grandpa ? ”

‘“ No, no, Tomkins's Colonel, old Tomato.
I was playing with him. We had had a jolly
tight game and had got to one sett all and
were leading in the third and Rayce was in.
Rayce had been rather ratty the whole game.
He served a fault, and then old Ghafoor.
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who was marking, called his sccond a fault.
I thought he was right, but it was a very fast
ball near the line and difficult to judge. I
don’t know if Rayce, who'd put up a run of
six, was just riled at serving himsolf out
or rcally thought it was a wrong call, but
he turns round, curses Ghafoor for not
keeping his eyves open, then walks up to the
end wall, where there were dozens of used
balls. and whangs one slap at him as hard as
he can—and you know how he can hit.
Luckily he misscs by a few inches, and the
surprised  Ghafoor, who wasn’t taking any
chances, gently fades backwards on to the
floor of the gallery. Rayce was too angry
to see this, and without saying any more
continues to let fly at the corner of the
gallery like a bally machine-gun. It was
funny. As soon as Ghafoor hears a ball hit
the angle or whiz safely overhead into the
gallery, he pops up his silly old face like a
Jack-in-the-Box and begins to whine out:
* Ghareeb parwar—mera hkhasoor ‘—and the
usual song, when—' Ping,’ up comes another
hot one, and down goes his head. Of course,
all the balls that didn't chase each other
round the gallery seats or bift out into the
middle of the polo ground came back round
the angle like lightning. Rayce was too
angry or too muzzy to notice them or to
dodge, and when one catches him a fair
dinger on the brisket he only gets madder
than ever. At first, when we saw that
Ghafoor was in no danger, we others thought
it rather a joke. But when the ass went on,
and there were about three balls in the air
at once, all travelling about a hundred
miles per hour, it got a bit thick.”

** How priceless | ”*

‘“M’yes! Anyway, it was too much for
our money. First we cursed the fool and
told him to chuck it. Then we threw
ourselves spread-eagled on our bellics, with
our racquets over our heads.”

*“Old Tomato as well 2" chuckled the

other.
“ Rather. He was the first to play
spatchcock. It was ' Ping’ from Rayce's

racquet, ‘B-r-r-r,” ' Smack,” Smack,’ ' Smack,’
on the walls, and then a treble-barrelled
volley of oaths from three mouths just
raised off the floor, before the ncxt shot.
Finally the Tomato, almost apoplectic, puts
up his old purple phiz behind his racquet
and roars out in his best brigade drill voice :
*Mr. Rayce, if you don’t stop this infcrnal
nonscnse at once, sir, I'll put you under
arrest.” DBy then Rayce, whod got close
to the end wall without noticing it, smashes
his racquet slap in half and throws the bits
at the place where Ghafoor no longer was.
When the ' Ccase Kire' sounds, up spring
Jerome and me smartly to attention, and
the Tomato scrambles to his knees, all black

Game and Sett

as sweeps from the muck on the floor.
‘ What the devil do you mean, sir ?’ starts
off the old boy, and didn't he dress Rayce
down to rights neither ? That sporéeman, if
you please, tried to bluff it out ; insisted on
finishing the sett ; said he was winning and
wanted to bet on the result! The Tomato
naturally not only refured to go on, but said
he'd never play with Rayce again, and would
report the whole matter to his CO. And
he was jolly well right, I say.”

“Yes, but what had bitten Rayce?
He's usually a pretty cool card, a bit too
cool, I've always found.”

‘I don't know if it's the bheat or the other
thing, but he has bcen looking very bulgy
about the collar latcly. I think he's also
had a bad month at cards. It's a pity, be-
cause if he would only take a pull at himself
he’d be all right. He's a jolly good all-
round man.”

“Yes. God’s given him a straight eye
and a quick wrist. But a man ain’t a sports-
man simply because he's good at games;
and I have no use for Rayce. I don’t know
anything about his birth; but he’s one of
Nature's cads, and his charm and savosr fasre
make him all the more dangerous—showy
bounder. It's a pity that young Leslie
Jerome’s so thick with him.”

“ Oh, I dunno. I think you're a bit hard
on him. I'm rather sorry for the poor devil.
I kind of suspect he's up against it in mere
ways than one. Anyway, he's not entirely
the scheming bad man of the play. He does
give himself away sometimes.”

‘ His uncontrollable brandy temper gives
him away, as in the case you've just been
telling me about, and then the hairy heel
comes out. Fancy plugging old Ghafoor!
There's Mummie's real little gentleman for
you! He's got cad stamped all over himin
plush letters a foot high. Thank God he's
not in my regiment. It ain’t for nothing
they call him ' Honest Henry ' in his own,
my boy. Dam’‘im, anyway. It's gettin’
dark pretty quick. Any use waiting for
another game ? ™

“Yes. I thought I heard ‘game ball’
called in No. 3, so they may be near the end.
Let's wait a bit. There's still light.”

He was correct.  In No. 3 Court the native
squatting on the parapet at the corner ot
the gallery, bag of balls at his side, little
scoring board in his hand, had just called
« game ball”’ Leslie Jerome and Henry Rayce
were playing a single ; it was fourteen-ten
in Jerome's favour, the games standing at
one all. Jerome, a slight, pleasant-faced,
freckled youth with light hair, was a good
player. His opponent, some five or six
ycars his senior, was a bdlkier man and in
a fleshy way good-looking, with dark crisp
hair and blue eyes. He was powerfully
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eagled on our bellies, with our racquets over our heads.
Vol. Ixiv. 18.
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built, especially about the neck and shoulders.
At the moment the expression on his face,
now purple with exertion, was distinctly
unpleasant, for he was losing. He did not
like being beaten at anything, and owing to
his skill and generally cool temperament
rarely was.

The youngster was ‘“ in’" He served one
of his best, hoping to finish the game. But
he was a little over-anxious and hit too
straight, and the ball came back down the
middle of the court. Rayce saw his chance
and took it. He volleyed the service low
and hard in an absolutely untakeable
return.

* Ten-FourTeen,"” sang out the marker.

Rayce had a glint in his eye as he went
across to the right-hand serving box, holding
up his hand for a new ball. He bounced it,
found it too soft, and threwit away. After
trying two more he was satisfied. He then
served, and the rasping twang of the catgut
told of the vicious cut put into the stroke.

‘‘ Perlay," cried the voice from the gallery.

The serve was a beauty which, hard as
it was, hugged the walls and left Jerome
guessing.

** Elleven-FourTeen,” echoed from above.

With three more equally unplayable serves
which almost split the ball the score mounted
up; and the voice on high, vibrant as that
of a muezzin from a minaret, rang out:

o

“ Perlay "—"' Terweluv-FourTeen.””  ‘‘Per-
lay "—'* ThatTeen-FourTeen.”” '’ Perlay ' —
“ FourTeen Arl. Game Ball Arl. Sahib

e'sett ? "’

‘“ Anyone waiting ? ** asked Jerome.

‘* Assuredly ; two sahibs are without.”

‘* Sudden death, then.”

From the left-hand serving box, '* Honest
Henry,” perhaps to give his opponent a
chance, perhaps to set a trap, knowing that
he had him rattled, deliberately served a
** donkey drop ' down the middic. Jerome
took the bait, ran forward, and tried to kill
it, but hit too low; and the game ended
with a deafening report on the wood.

“ Damn ! ” said Leslie Jerome,

* Game and e'sctt,”” called the impassive
voice of Fate.

HE two dripping figures passed out of

the four-walled oven, and sank into the

chairs vacated by the waiting pair. who
had got up on hearing the game called.

“Peg?" suddenly remarked Jerome.
** Sun's about down.”

‘“ Thanks,” said the other, who did not
attach much importance to the altitude of
the sun when it was a matter of drinks.
“Gave you a sportin' chance with my
last.”

“Yes, I know. ' was the slightly disgusted
reply. 1 took the bait all right; but

Game and Sett

vou'd got me rattled and, of course, I foozled.
Thought I'd got you beat. You made a
splendid recovery with that service of yours;
couldn’t get near it don't know how you
get so much cut on.  It's enough to pull the
skin oft the ball.”

“M'yes, it seems to bally well pull the
guts out of my racquets. I wonder what
my bill is going to be this month ? Ghafoor
is no ecarthly at re-stringing, and Ali is a
perfect coolie. Once a racquet goes it's
done. And they're fifteen dibs a time now.
Yes, I knew you thought it was all over but
the shouting,” he chuckled—‘ but, as I've
often told you, a game is never lost till it's
won. ‘Game and——' is the only thing
that counts.”

“Yes, I know,” was the rueful reply.
“ When it's ' game ball,’ or ninety-nine in a
hundred up, against you, up goes your tail
and you make a special effort. It’s no good
trying to rattle you, '‘Onest 'Enry, you only
produce some more trumps. But still, I
don’t agree about ‘ Game and being
the only thing that matters. If the match
is a good hard one I like it, whoever wins.
But push down your drink and come and
change. I want to poodle-fake for a bit.
Don’t you hear the band a-callin’ ?

‘ Right-o. The mosquitocs have chewed
the pattern of the seat of this chair on me
by now.” The tone was one of indifference.
At heart the speaker was the reverse of
indifferent. He had been itching to get
away, but did not want to show it, and did
not dare propose it for fear of giving away
his motive. Jerome, however, was totally
unsuspicious of Rayce’s hidden desire or of
the existence of the motive.

** By the way,” continued Rayce, as both
strolled towards the dressing-rooms, ‘‘ about
to-morrow ; playing polo ? *

** Yes, on the Gunners' ground.”

*“I'm playing here. What about having
a swim afterwards at the Civil Club, and a
bite of dinner together ?

** Good egg.”

‘“Well, I'll pick you up here and drive
you down and back. No; we'll go straight
down as we are and dress after bathing.
I'll collect you at your ground. Is that a
deal ? We'd better fix it now, as I don't
suppose I shall see you again this evening.”

The tone of the last sentence was again
quite casual, but if the supposition of the
spcaker were correct there was something
in what he said which might convey a
hidden meaning to the listener, and possibly
provoke a reply and the disclosure which the
speaker sought. However, if it had really
been Rayce's intention to draw his friend
he was disappointed.

“ Right,” said Jerome; ‘“ meet me at the
Gunners’ ground. I'll send my kit down to




Ole Luk-Oie

the club.” He turned his head away
slightly as he spoke. He felt for some
reason annoyed. He also realized that he
was blushing.

I1.

HERE is a cause for everything.
There was the usual cause for Rayce’s
suggestion that he was probably secing
Jerome for the last time that evening ; and,
unknown to either, she was actually walking
past the front of the club-house on her way
to her father's barouche, with its pair of
fat Walers, just as the two men entered the
dressing-rooms at the back. Patty Graham
was one of the not very numerous band of
ladies out of all the cold-weather crowd of
femininity which had not flown to the Hills
with the general exodus at the end of April.
She had insisted on staying down through
the heat to look after her old father, the
Civil Commissioner, whom, after many
years’ separation, she had come out to join
the previous autumn. He was a widower,
now nearing the time of retirement and
pension.

Of the many swains at her feet it was
not possible to point to any one specially
favoured. Nor amongst half-a-dozen was it
casy to name the man who was outwardly
and visibly most devoted. But at heart no
one was more her slave than Leslie Jerome,
though he had not yet given open expression
to his passion, having so far, owing toshyness
and natural difiidence, refrained from épeak~
ing the word. He nevertheless intended to
put his fate to the test shortly, for he realized
that there were others who might have the
same intention as himself, and that if he
wished to win he would have to speak soon.
About his infatuation there is nothing to be
said. It was natural, open, and without
ulterior motive.

But in spite of his realization of the
existence of competitors, one thing he did
not even dream was that his blasé friend,
Rayce, had entered the lists against him.
As a matter of fact it was only recently
that the latter had fallen a victim, much to
his own surprise. To the type to which he
belonged, the art, or knack, of pleasing the
opposite sex comes natural. And from his
previous experiences Rayce had no reason
to doubt his powers of fascination when he
chose to exercise them. His tastes, however,
lay really in the direction of mrore sophisti-
cated fair ones of greater knowledge and
riper charms than Patty Graham; and
though her youthful freshness had at first
appealed to him, it had been more in the
way of admiration for a charming child than
any stronger sentiment. Gradually, how-
ever, she had begun to exercise a certain
intriguing attraction for him. He found
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himself unconsciously trying to ingratiate
nimself with her, to attract her favourable
notice. Being what he was, he was even
guilty of " showing off.”” But the friendly
aloofness with which his half.veiled, easily
assumed gallantry had been received at first
surprised and then piqued him. He found
himself thinking a great deal of this slip of a
girl ; amnl the more calmly unconscious of
his attentions she was the more desirable did
she seem, and the more did she occupy his
thoughts.

His feelings and motives were perforce
more subtle and complex than those of his
friend and unconscious rival. Since he had
realized what an attraction the damsel he
had at first called ““ a nice little filly "’ had
begun to exercise over him, he had set
himself to * appreciate the situation " in all
its bearings, even to contemplate the prospect
of marriage. He was a thoroughly selfish
man and there were many considerations.
Possessing small means, he was cursed with
expensive tastes, but had always managed
to “do himself well,” one of his favourite
sayings being that for him the best, or
‘* a little bit off the top,” was good enough.
His good looks, his address and skill at games
had all helped him in an environment where
externals count a good deal. Always ex-
travagant and always a gambler, his last
racing season had been disastrous, and for
some time the moneylenders had been
extremely troublesome. I3eing in a popular
regiment, with the consequent slow promo-
tion, his captaincy was still in the distant
future.

Now, old man Graham was one of the
" Heaven-born.” He had served uncounted
years in India, during which he had held a
succession of fat, well-paid posts. He was
a widower with one child, and having simple
tastes and an economical nature must have
put away a considerable amount of money ;
not much, perhaps, as money goes, but still
a tidy little sum. When Rayce began to
work things out on cold business lines,
everything pointed to the fact that marriage
with Patty was the solution of all his troubles.
It was obvious. So soon, therefore, as he
had come to this conclusion and found that
the girl was by no means the easy conquest
that he had at first anticipated, he had,
again like a good soldier, altered his tactics
and added to his frontal attacks on thelady
herself a flank approach through the father.
And not for a long time had the Civil Com-
missioner rcceived so much deferential per-
sonal courtesy from a member of the garrison.
But, gratifying as this attention was, Mr.
Graham did not like Rayce in spite, or
perhaps because, of his politeness, and he
partly appreciated his motives. But he said
nothing. Patty did not show any signs of
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succumbing to the advances of this dasher;
and there was no need to speak. So to
Rayce the flank approach appeared to be
progressing favourably.

UT Life is full of snags, and there was
another obstacle in the way of Rayce's
success. jerome, who was not of a sccre-

{ive nature, had for months past unbosomed
himself to his friend in regard to his feelings
for Patty. Rayce had listened to his rhap-
sodies at first with good-natured amusement,
then with hardly concealed boredom. But
recently, because of his own feclings, he had
forced himself to show warmer sympathy.
He had guesscd that Jerome intended very
shortly to take his courage in both hands and
settle his fate, and somehow his advice all
tended in the direction of the necessity for
caution, and of the inadvisa.bility of ** rushing
fences,” since a girl of Patty Graham'’s
disposition could not be rushed. And his
sage counsel had been accepted by the
inexperienced youngster. But this pose
made it all the more difficult for Rayce too
openly to pay court himself to the girl.

Provided there was not already an under-
standing between her and Jerome, and he
practically knew that matters had not gone
so far, he felt sufficient confidence in himsclf
to imagine that if he could get a chance to
bring all his broadside into play he could,
so to speak, cut out the prize from under his
rival's guns. To come up with a rush at
the end when all was nearly lost was, as he
often boasted, a game he liked to play. To
the ethics of deceiving his pal in such a
matter he attached no importance. Was
not all fair in love and war ? If Jerome was
such a fool as to allow himself to be cut out by
someone more enterprising, it was his own
funeral. Nevertheless, dilatory as Jerome
was, he had apparently at last made up his
mind to act. So had Rayce. This explained
the latter's eagerness to get away after
his game of racquets. He hoped to mcet
Patty Graham before Jerome or anyone
else and to have an hour's walk and talk
with her. An hour was a long time for a

- man who knew what he wanted and was
not too shy to ask for it, or too modest to
press his claims.

But Rayce's luck was out. In India much
time is of necessity taken up in ablutions
and the changing of garments, which duties
form some of the few pleasures of life. And
their punctual performance dcpends so
much on the co-operation of others. As a
matter of fact, on this special evening the two
subalterns had decided to change rather
earlier than usual. Jerome's servant had
by chance turned up unnecessarily soon
and was awaiting his master, who procceded
to tub and dress at once. Raycc's had not

* bamboo cart.
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arrived, and Rayce had the pleasure of
waiting whilst his rival got ahead of him
After fuming about for five minutes and
cursing his absent bearer, who was not to
blame, he made a false step. He decided to
walk to his bungalow some quarter of a mile
away, find out what had happened, and
changethere. He did so, to discover that he
must have passed the man, who had alrecady
started for the club. This necessitated a
hurried return journey on foot along the
dusty road. It was in no sweet temper,
therefore, that Rayce, in a clean flanncl
suit, with a tuberose in his button-hole, but
still very hot, finally walked down the club
steps about half an hour afterhis friend. He
felt that he had lost his chance.

Threading his way between the chairs, he
twice wended his way from the entrance
gates to the bandstand and back, looking in
vain for a well-known figure in a white dress.
Nor did he see Jerome anywhere. He then
joined the crowd at the peg table, where he
washed down the dust of the road with a
brandy and soda, and, refusing either to play
a rubber or take a cue at pool, thought
things out. It was obvious. No Jerome.
No Miss Graham. They must have met
half an hour before, and were probably driving
round the cantonment in his crazy littic
He had also, possibly, at
last screwed up his courage to the sticking
point.

Anyway, Jerome was certainly with the
girl, and even if he saw the pair Rayce

*could hardly butt in and make a third.
- However, he was not beaten easily, and after

a second drink determined to press his suit
by the flank attack and to seek out and do
the polite to old Graham, who would either

-be playing'a rubber or sitting in his carriage.

But the Civil Commissioner was also not to
be found.

In the circumstances Rayce did not feel
inclined for cards or billiards, still less for
‘ coffee-housing '’ with his friends of either
sex. He was dining out and had a longish
drive, and he finally decided to stroll home
and think things out. As he passed within
fifty yards of the deserted racquet courts he
thought he heard voices echoing from the
walls, and looked up involuntarily. Then
he stood still and stared. In the angle of
the buttress of one of the high walls, with
their backs to him, stood a man and a girl.
Perhaps tliey imagined they were in the
shadow of the buttress; perhaps they were
so absorbed as to be oblivious, but as a
matter of fact they were full in the slanting
rays of the rising moon. The girl was in
white, The man was wearing the Fusilier
blazer, which was of so lotd a pattern as to
be unmistakable even at that distance in
that light. And he had his arm round the
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pirl, whose head was on his shoulder. .After
a moment they waiked on, his arm stiil
round her waist, and vanished round the
corner of the building. This circumstantial
svidence of identification would not have
been accepted in a couit of law, for other
officers of the garrison besides Jerome had
the right to wear the Fusilier blazer, whilst a
white frock was the usual apparei amongst
the ladies of the station. But it was enough
for Rayce in his then mood. Like many
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they had disappeared from view. 7Then he
said out loud, possibly to the moon, to the
trees, or to the few stragglers of the flying
fcxes overhead, since Leslie Jerome was not
in hearing, ** * Game ball’* perhaps, Leslie,
my boy, but not *‘game’—yet.”” With
that he continued on his way, filled with
evil intentions towards his bearer.

How was he to know that that day was
the arnniversary ef the death of Poatty's
mother, and that, without waiting for the

The man had his arm round the girl, whose head was on his shoulder.

other people he saw what he was looking
for, and in his mind there was no rcom for a
suspicion of doubt. Whilst he had been
wasting his time sweating in the dust to his
bungalow and back, Jerome had done the
trick. For, as there was no doubt in his
mind as to who the pair were, there was for
that very reason no doubt as to the nature
of their relations. With two people holding
the views that these two did it could mean
one thing only.

Rayce stood still for some moments after

band, she had gone with the old Civil Com-
missioner for a moonlight drive to the
cemetery some miles away ?  And without
entering the billiard-room, how could he
have guessed that Jerome, equally disgusted
and disappointed at not seeing the lady
whom he had hurried to meet, was even
then missing every shot and stcadily losing
money at a game of pool ?

And yet that night, at dinner at the
General’s, no one was more full of life and
more entertaining than Honest Henry.
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II1.

HE club in the Civil Lines was housed
in an old palace. Not very old, for
India, nor very large, for a palace, it

was a rambling three-storeyed block, all
length and little breadth, stretching along
the river bank.

It was on the whole a sad and depressing
place ; and of its many apartments nonc
was more gloomy than the swimming
bath, into the perennial twilight of which
no direct ray of the sun ever penetrated.
At its brightest, even at noonday height,
this place was dark and grey. The walls,
the floor, and the sides and bottom of the
bath itself were of drab cement; there
were no white or gaudily-hued tiles to
shimmer up through the ten feet depth
of sombre green water; and but little light
caught its ripples when disturbed. At the
centre of one end was a spring-board covered
with old coir matting, which was responsible
for the musty smell of decay pervading the
place. From this board it was the delight
of any swimmer to try to ‘ shoot,” without
swimming a stroke, the whole length of the
bath. But, depressing as were its sur-
roundings, the water was always cool.

It was getting towards dusk on the
following day when Rayce's red-wheeled
trap pulled up under the club porch.
In spite of the arrangement made on the
previous evening, Rayce was alone, for as
he had mounted just before the last chukker
of his game, a coolie had brought him a
scrawled pencil note folded up into the usual
silly strip about the size of a spill. This ran
as follows :—

* Dear H.,—Sorry, shall be detained after
the game for a bit. Don’t wait for me.
You go on to club. Il drive myself or
cadge a lift and follow later.—YTs. L. J.

“PS.—I have a bit of news to tell
you.”

Having read this with difficulty, owing to
the fidgeting of his excited pony, Rayce
had stuffed the paper hastily into his breeches
pocket. He was not surprised that Jerome
was going to be ‘‘ detained.” In the cir-
cumstances he was more surprised that he
did not rat altogether from the club engaga-
ment. And he did not need to be told the
‘“news.”” Had he not seen enough up in
the Bagh the night before? He had gone
on with the game ; but his play, which had
not been up to his form during the afternoon,
became positively dangerous. Consequently,
also, it was in an unpleasant humour that he
stepped out of his trap at the Civil Club to
await the arrival of his friend. His faithful
Learer, who, with Jerome’s, was seated in the
veranda, having brought down his master’s
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change of clothes and mess uniform, rose
and salaamed, ready to assist him to
change,

‘ Abhki nahin—Not yet,” growled Rayce.
“ Wait till Jerome Sahib comes.”” Slowly
and moodily he stalked through the dressing-
room and wandered on down the passage
to the swimming-bath. This passage led
to one end of the bath directly behind the
spring-board, which was in prolongation of it,
and its position enabled anyone desirous of
making a long dive to start his run at the
far side of the dressing-room.

Except for one oil lamp cn the wall of the
passage the bath was practically in darkness.
It was Rayce’s preoccupation in other
matters which alone prevented him from
noticing this unusual lack of illumination.
Sitting on the spring-board, he gazed
downwards unseeing and absorbed in his
own thoughts. After a few moments some-
thing attracted his attention. He suddenly
rose to his feet and gave a low whistle. He
then turned as if to go back into the dressing-
room, hesitated, again looked into the bath,
and finally walked back along the passage,
more purposefully but even more slowly
than he had come. As he did so, be
observed affixed to the wall just under the
lamp a notice which had escaped his eye
when he had passed a minute or two pre-
viously. He read it, pondered, once again
whistled softly, and appeared to come to
a sudden decision. Alertly, but quietly,
almost furtively, he tiptoed on into the still
empty dressing-room, looked round, returned
quickly to the notice and took it down.
Whatever its import, he saw as he turnmed
away that it had been written on the inside
of the half cover of the ordinary purplish
grey mottled or marbled exercisc-took. He
stood still, staring at this coloured back.
Then, as if once more struck by a sudden
inspiration, he took two brisk steps to the
swimming-bath end of the passage and placed
the piece of card on the floor, back uppermost,
in a position in which it might quite well
have fallen. Even to one knowing that it
was there it wasalmost invisible, soclosely did
its hue match that of its background. As
Rayce glanced at it he muttered: ' ‘Game
ball,’ but not ‘game '—yet,” and his jaw set.
After which he sauntered in a casual and
natural manner back into the dressing-room.
Though the room was still untenanted, he
again looked round carefully as he threw
himself into a long chair, in a state of per-
spiration which aroused to mordant activity
all the prickly heat latent in his skin.
Having apparently settled ugon some course
indicated by his recent rather mysterious
actions, he was, in fact, for the moment
preoccupied as to how he should prevent
Jerome imparting the precise nature of the
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good news at which he had hinted in his
note. More than guessing what it was, he
did not feel exactly in the mood for gush or
to have to congratulate his friend and shake
his hand. He was obviously ill at casc.
** Bearer,” he shouted, and continued when
the servant appeared noiselessly through
the French window. ‘‘ Look down the
road and see if the sahib is coming."”

On hearing that there was as yet no sign
of Jerome's arrival, he got up and made his
way to the bar at the other end of the club,
his footsteps on the polished floors re-
echoing through the empty rooms. But,
%0 their sucprise, because he was in a way
popular and rather sociable, he did not ‘join
the knot of men he found seated there.
Ordering a double brandy, he gulped it
neat and left the room.

‘* That's a curious drink for a hot-weather
evening,” remarked the Civil Surgeon, also
the honorary secretary of the club and a
privileged person. ‘I don’t like it,” and he
shook his head.

‘ Youre right, Platt,”” said another.
‘ I'm thinking ‘ Honest Henry ' Rayce will
have to take a pull if he wants to get through
this hot weather.™

BLIVIOUS of the comment he had ex-
cited, Rayce, feeling hotter than before,
and with his eyes slightly bloodshot,

returned to the dressing-room and again sat
down to wait—and think. Before five min-
utes had passed his bearer announced the
sahib’s approach, and within another minute
a trap drew up under the porchwith a rattle
similar to that of Rayce's, and Jerome
bounced into the room, full of apologies,
but so radiant and smiling as at once to
confirm Rayce’s suspicion, or rather con-
viction.

‘“So sorry to put you off. Couldn't

ssibly help it. Colonel sent for me.”
?grome then looked at Rayce, who was
‘ What ?
But

still fully dressed in polo kit.
Not been in? I say, I do feel a cad.

we've just time for a wallow, haven't

we ?’

Rayce was wondering why Jerome, usually
so honest, should have thought it necessary
to lie so transparently, and a sour smile
flickered across his face. He knew who the
* Colonel” was. ‘“'Oh, yes. I thought I'd
wait. There's no one down here to-night,
and it's darned dull bathing alone in that
sarcophagus.” His voice was as calm as
he could make it; but jealousy lay bitter on
his soul.

‘“ By Jove, I've got a thirst! Shall we
have a drink now or later ? **  Whilst talking
both had begun to empty their pockets
preliminary to undressing.

 Botter wait till after our swim,” was the
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prudent reply. Then, as if inspired by a
happy thought, Rayce added, with overdone
boyish glee, ‘“ Last man in pays for the
drinks. Bustle up."

‘ Right-o, Jaldi, bearer,”” said Jerome,
eagerly accepting the challenge; or was it
again swallowing the bait ?

Whilst continuing to undress he turned
to Rayce. "I say, Henry, about my bit of
luck——""

But “ Henry " did not want to listen.
Apparently not hearing and absorbed in the
disrobing race, he started loudly abusing
his bearer for being so clumsy over his polo
boots, which, in spite of his wretched man’s
herculean efforts to act as a human bootjack,
were refusing to come off in a way that had
never happened before. Beneath his breath
the surprised and perplexed body -servant
was objurgating : ** When have I known the
sahib’s boots to behave like this? Such
devil’'s work have I never seen.”

But, strange to relate, no sooner was one
of Jerome's boots off than by some miracle
Rayce’s right foot slid so easily out of its
covering that the bearer, tugging at it, fell
over backwards, which event formed the
subject of more abuse and adjurations to
haste. Similarly Rayce’s left boot did not
release its hold until Jerome's second was
off. A moment later the latter, who had
obviously forgotten what ever he wanted
to say, stood up ready for the bath,
naked, a splendid figure of a man in the
prime of youth. Rayce was still in shirt
and breeches.

** Shabash ! excellent, O Buldeo, we win,”
said Jerome to his servant. ‘“ H.H. The
drinks are on you, my boy! Who's for a
cooler? Worry, worry.” He wwas in great
spirits. With a whoop he backed to the
wall of the room, gave a hop or two to
adjust his stride to the distance, and began
running across the room, his bare feet patter-
ing first on the matting and then on the
hard floor of the passage.

As he started, Rayce, who was close
behind him, suddenly thrust his bearer to
one side and stood up. His face was con-
gested and working in a manner unpleasant
to see, and the veins in his neck stood
out. He took a step forward and stretched
out an arm. At that moment a yell
of Fain, followed by a rapid acceleration
of footsteps as of a runner endeavouring
to pull up in haste, sounded from the
passage, and Jerome’s angry voice rang out
clear :—

‘ Damnation! Fetch a light. Bati lan
jaldi. I've been bitten by a snake. The
infernal thing is clinging to me. No, it's a
bit of paper with a tin-tack in it. Who the
blazes leaves nails about here ?

Rayce, who was swaying in a curious way,
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threw up his head as if to shout, uttered a
croak, put one hand to his throat, and
crashed forward on his face.

Then Jerome limped into the room. In
one hand he had thc cxcrcise-book cover,
at the back of which he was staring, and with
the other he was feeling the point of a
drawing-pin firmly fixed in the cardboard, in
the centre of a large spot of blood. He was
so taken up that he did not at first observe
Rayce lying face downwards on the floor, a
thin trickle of blood streaming from his
mouth. He dropped the paper, rushed
forward, picked up his friend, and placed him
in a chair. ‘' My God, what's happened ?
he said, as he held up Rayce's head, then
shouted to his servant: “ Buldeo, run
quickly. Say that Rayce Sahib is very ill,
and a Doctor Sahib must come at once.
Alsofetchsome brandy shrab.”

Before a minute had passed several men,
headed by Dr. Platt, had collected in the
dressing-room. But there had been time
enough for Jerome whilst holding a sponge
to his friend's head to wonder what it all
meant. Surely the heat, which, great as it
was, was nornal, could not alone have been
responsible so suddenly for this seizure ?
As he looked at Rayce’s purple face he
wondered if it were death.

Platt at once took charge. He felt
Rayece’s heart. ‘ Gone! " he said. ‘’ Stroke,
I expect. Often thought he’d go like this.
Can't do anything. Poor chap!‘ He laid
the head on the limp neck on the back of the
chair, reverently closed the staring eyes,
and placed a towel over the face.

All present, though accustomed to sudden
death in many forms, stood silent, shocked.
There was one exception. The dead man’s
bearer crouched in the comer of the room
wailing ** Ai, Ai, Ai."”"

‘ Poor Ravce,” continued the doctor.
‘" But what the deuce has been happening ?
You both look as if you'd been going to have
a swim ? " he queried, in a tone of great
surprise, turning to the nude Jerome.

‘* We were.”

‘" But can’t you read, man ? "’

‘* Read ? ** faltered the youngster, who by
this time was himself feeling very quecer.

‘“ Yes—read ; read the notice that was up.
Why, what’s that ? "' he asked, sharply,
pointing to the floor. “ And what is it
doing in here, with blood on it ? "’

Jerome turned and glanced in the direction
pointed out. . There he saw the piece of card
he had dropped. It was lying face upwards
now, and on it he read in bold hand-printed
letters over an inch high :—

NOTICE.
DANGER!'!
BATH EMPTIED FOR CLEANING.
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He could not spcak, and his knees were
trcmbling.  He clutched the btack of a
chair.

Meanwhile the sharp eyes of the Civil
Surgcon had observed lying on the floor, just
below the dressing-table -upon which Rayce
had deposited the contents of his pcckets, a
crumpled ptece of pager.

‘“ And what’s been in this ?-’* he said, as
he picked it up. From its folds it looked
rather like one of those papers in which
powders are wrapped. He smelt it, unfolded
it, and shook it. He then saw some writing in
pencil which he proceeded to read out
aloud :—

** Dear H.,—Sorry, shall be detained after
the game for a bit. Don’'t wait for me.
You go on to club. I'll drive myself or
cadge a lift and follow later—Yrs., L. J

“P.S—I have a bit of news to tell
you.”

‘“ That don’t help much. Hold on, there’s
something more on the other side : ‘ Have
come in for a pot of money from my uncle.’
Anyway, this throws no light on this
affair. I was afraid that this scrawl of paper
might have contained poison. Looks like a
note from you to him ? ** tumning to Jercme
again,

Jerome endeavoured to explain. He
made one or two efforts to speak. But
the shock of the imagined snake-bite ; the
second shock of his friend’s sudden and
mysterious death; and, lastly, the revela-
tion of the fate he himself had only
just escaped, were together too much for
him. His knees gave way and he collapsed
before the man standing nearest him could
catch him.

As he was being brought round, incident-
ally with the aid of the brandy he had
ordered for his dead friend, the doctor saw
the blood oozing from the prick on his
foot.

‘* Hallo!” he remarked, ‘“this is a
queer business. More trouble. I wonder if
that’s a snake-bite ? ” Demanding water,
he began to sponge the wound in search of
the fatal double puncture. As he did so he
turned to the two bewildered servants, now
both weeping :—,

‘* Have you both been present with the
sahibs ? **

In chorus they snuffled : ““ Without doubt,
Protector of the Poor.”

‘' Has there been any snake ? **

“We have seen no snake, which is the
truth.”

 Then tell quickly what has happened.”

Again did the reply come as if from one

an —
* God knows, sahib. God knows.”
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Platt at once took charge. He felt Rayce's heart. ‘““Gone!" he said. .*“ Stroke,
I expect.”

Five miles away the flying foxes were once  the muezzin perched up in the racquet court
egain skimming over the mango trces. And had called for the last time that day, " Game
it was but a few minutes since the voice of and e’sett.”
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IN REAL LIFE

'\.../'

By a Barrister and ex-O fficial of New Scotland Yard.

doubt, as M. Poincaré has de-

scribed him, ‘““a very wonderful

fellow”; but it is questionable
whether he could give many points away to
the detective of flesh and blood, who has
little, if any, of his glamour and fame.

Where in fiction can you find crimes un-
ravelled from more unpromising clues than
serve their purpose so effectually in real life ?
The scratch of a nail on a country road;
minute particles of bran found in the seam
of a boot-sote; the dirt collected under a
man'’s nails ; the mark left by a gloved hand ;
the dust beaten froma coat ; a ring of candle-
grease ; a partly-eaten apple: a fragment
of a button—these and hundreds of clues
equally microscopic have been sufficient to
bring criminals to justice.

When, some years ago, M. Martin, Receiver
of Taxes at Bilguy, was shot through the
heart, part of the paper wadding with which
the charge had been rammed down was
found in the wound, and on it were a few
scarcely legible words, used only in glass
manufacture. This little bit of blackened
and blood-stained paper was quite sufficient
for the French police, who, with infmite
labour and skill, tracked down the murderer
—the son-in-law of the proprictor of a glass-
factory who had supplicd the glass of which
the fragment of wadding was part of the
mnvoice

In another case a reveller in the garden
of a Paris restaurant had a qnarrel with a
dragoon, who split his skull with a stroke of
his sabre. The sabres of all the dragoons
who had becn out of harracks that day were
collected and sent to the Sdireté for micro-
scopic examination. None of them btore a
trace of blood ; but in the cutting edge of one
an almost invisible particle of a blade of grass
wis obeerved in an almost invisible notch.
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This was sufficient. The soldier to whom
the =abre lelcnged was arrested and ques-
tioned, and finally admitted his guilt. He
had cleaned the blade in the moist grass of
the garden, and wiped it with a cloth; and
the cloth had left in the notch that minute
fragment of grass which sufficed to bring the
guilty man to his punishment.

In a recent big jewel robbery in a Cannes
hotel there appeared to be no smallest clue
to the thief until the keen eyes of a detective
observed, on the green-plush-covered seat of
a chair in the room from which the jewels
had been stolen, faint white marks which,
after long examination and speculation,
suggested to him the figures 39 reversed.
How could they have come there? The
solution came to his clever brain in a
flash. The chair had been used by the thief
to reach the top of the wardrobe on which
the jewel-case had been placed; and tke
number had been chalked on the soles of his
boots, as is the custom at most hotels where
visitors Jeave out their hoots at night to be
cleaned. He thus had little doubt that the
wanted man had occupied room No. 39 in
the hotel. And so it proved; for, though
the bird had flown, he was caught and the
missing jewels were found on him.

But such cases of the solution of crin:c
mysteries from the slenderest of clues could
be multiplied almost indefinitely. And in
following them up the detective of real life
exhikits a skill and pertinacity no less
wonderful than his prototype of fiction.

NE day a gruesome discovery was made
O in the courtyard of a cheap restaurant
and lodging-house in the Rue Prin-
cesse, Paris. In a deep well were found two
parccls-——one, a human leg wrapped in a
cloth; the other, of black glazed calico.
containing another leg encased in a long
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stocking, on which was a mark consisting
of a capital B with a cross on each side of 1t,
thus—+ B +.

.1t was clear that a cnme of a peculiarly
horrible character had been committed ;
and its eluciciation was entrusted to M.
Gustave Mace, a voung Commissary of
Police, who threw himsclt heart anc soul
into the unravelling of this terrible mystery.

He quickly satisfied himself that the glazed
caiico cover, the peculiarly knotted ends, and
the black cotton siitching were the handi-
work of a man-tailor; and that the parcels
must have been thrown down the well by
someone who had occupied or visited the
house to which the courtyard was attached.
And he set to work to discover a man who
satisfied both these conditions.

From the concierge he learnt that among
the lodgers who had left the house was a
pretty seamstress, Mile. Dard.  She was
occasionally visited by a young man called
Pierre, who brought white waistcoats for
her to make up, and made himself useful
by carrying water from the well for Made-
moisclle’s use. M. Macé's next step was to
interview Mlle. Dard, whose address the
concierge gave lum; and from her he
lJearned that the water-carrier was a Mon-
sieur Voirbo, who ‘‘ never worked much,
yetseemed to have plenty of money, played
cards, drank, and frequented cafés.”’ He
had one particular friend, whom he called
Pére Desiré, and whose aunt, a Mme.
Bodasse, lived in the Rue des Nesles.

\Vhen M. Macé next interviewed Mme.
Bodasse, she informed him that she had
a nephew, Desiré Bodasse, whom she had
not scen for two months. He had saverl
money, and was, “ eccentric and mean "’
And on accom-
panying M. Macé
to the Mortuary
she identified the
stocking with the
mysterious marks
as his. There
seemed now no
doubt that the
murcdered man
was Desiré: and
with  his aunt,
M. Macé next
paid a visit to
his room 1 the
Rue Dauphine,
only to find, as
he cxpected, that
he was not there.
On entering the
room, the door of
wnich he torced,
the dctective
found that the

The keen eyes of a detective observed faint white
marks which suggested to him the figures 39
reversed How could they have come there?
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bed had not been slept in; the dust lay
thickly cn the furniture; ard Bodasse's
strong-box had tecen broken open, and a
pocket-book containing securities, which he
was known to keep in it, abstracted.

M. Macé now proceeded to track Voirbo,
the suspected murderer, who, he learnt, bad
left his reoms in the Rue Mazarin and was
now living in tl:e Rue I.amartine; but on
his arrival at that address he found that his
man had disaypeared  He learned, however,
from the concierge that Voirbo was a man
of extravagant and dissipated habits who
had been heard to say that he hated Bedasse
for refusing him a loan of ten thousand francs.
A still more important
discovery he made—
that Voirbo had ten-
dered in  payment of
his rent a five-hundred-
franc share of Italian
stock which had formed
part of Bodassc’s miss-
ing securities.

M. Macé now con-
sidered the cvidence
sufficient to jnstify
Voirbo's arrest, and at
last he found himself
face to face with the
man who, he had no
doubt, was Bodasse's
murderer. Anexamina-
tion of his pockets re-
vealed a passage-ticket
which  showed that
Voirbo was on the point
of flight over the seas
when arrested ; and in
his room were
found a hank of
cord  similar to
that with which
the paicels con-
taining the re-
mains had been
tied ; a butcher's
cleaver, such as
might have been
used in the dis-
memberment:
and, concealed in
a cask, a tin
cylinder contain-
ing Bordasse's
missing securities.
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It now only
remained to
3 3 prove the dis-

memberment,and
Voirto’s actual
handiwork 1n it ;
and for this pur-
pose the prisoner
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was conducted to his old room in the Rue
Mazarin—now occupied by a young married
couple—where he was placed on a chair
between two policemen. So farfromshowing
any anxiety, he prepared to watch the
proceedings with a smile of amused un-
concern on his face.

On first entering the room, M. Macé had
at once noticed a certain peculiarity. The
tiled floor sloped downwards from the
window to the bed in the recess. He had
also realized, from the quantity and position
of the furniture in Voirbo’s time, that the
only part of the room in which there was
space to move freely was around the circular
table. He concluded, therefore, that, if
the murder had been committed there, it
must have been near that table; and,
further, that probably the dismemberment
had been performed upon it.

Then, taking up a jug full of water, he
said aloud (—

I notice a slope on the fioor. Now if a
body was cut up on this table, the efiusion
of .blood would have been very great, and
the fluid must have followed this slope. Any
other fluid thrown down here must follow
the same direction. I will emgty this jug
upon - the table, and we will see what
happens.”

At these words there was an immediate
change in Voirbo's demeanour. Terror seized
him, his face grew ashy pale, and his staring
eyes were fixed upon the water-jug.

‘The water flowed from the table on to the
floor, straight towards the bed, and collected
beneath it in two great pools. The exact
spot thus indicated was carefully sponged
dry, and a mason was fetched to take up the
tiles of the floor.

A quantity of dark stuff, presumably
dried bloed, was found telow. The inference
was obvious ; the blood had flowed from the
body and run through the interstices of the
tiles, thus evading the washing of the floor,
and proving the incompleteness of Voirbo's
precautions. Later, the whole of the tiles
and the saturated mortar were submitted
to analytical test, and were bevond doubt
proved to contain human blood.

This terrible discovery, effected in his own
presence, so affected Voirbo that therc and
then he made full confession of the crime.

HAT the provincial detective of Eng-
land need not fear comparison with
his brother of New Scotland Yard

has been proved again and again, as in the
following case.

A few yecars ago a man, arrested at Liver-
pool on a charge of giving a false name and
address to a pawnbroker when attempting
to pledge a ‘“ diamond-set "’ locket and a gold
chain, was suspected of being a systematic
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swindler, who was reaping a rich harvest Ly
passing ofl jargoons (stones which have the
hrilliance of diamonds) as diamonds of many
times their value ; and the task of following
the’'case up was given to a local detective who
had won some reputation for skill.

His first step was to interview every
pawnbroker in the city, and frcm at least
a dozen of them he learnt that a strange
man had recently pawned with them a
jewelled locket and an eighteen-carat chain,
in each case under a different name and
address ; but in no case had he described
the stone as a diamond. At last, however,
he discovered a pawnbroker who had
advanced twelve pounds on a similar pledge,
and who held a contract-form signed by the
pledger in which the articles were described as
“ a single-stone diamond locket and eighteen-
carat gold guard.” Here was the evidence
the detective was seeking; and on tke
strength of it the prisoner, after Leirg
identified by the pawnbroker, was formally
charged with fraud and remanded for further
inquiries.

The cletective’s next step was to visit the
prisoner’s lodgings; and there he found
a bunch of keys, all of which, with ore
exception, fitted one or other of the bags
or ‘trunks in the room. If he could only
discover the lock for this mysterious key
he felt sure he would make a valuable
discovery. It seemed clear that somewhere
in Liverpool the prisoner had a hidden
store of the fraudulent lockets of which
he 'had already disposed of so many, ard
this store he now set himself to find.

He visited every left-luggage office at
every railway-station in Liverpool ard
Birkenhead ; but nowhere could he find
a hag or box left by anyone answering the
prisoner’s  description. He was almcst
reduced to despair when one day, on his
way from Rirkenhead, his eyes chanced
to fall on the Safe Deposit building in
Exchange Street East, and at the sight of
it the idea flashed into his mind that this
might be the very place he sought.

After procuring a search-warrant he
entered the building, and, producing the key,
asked the manager: ‘ Does this telong
to any of your boxes?” The manager,
in view of the warrant, gave him every
assistance ; and Lefore an hour had passed
the required box was found and ogpered
by means of the key, when it revealed
a large number of lockets set with jargoons
—the facsimiles of those palmed off on
a dozen or more of Liverpool pawnbrokers
—several second-hand gold chains, ard
a number of jewellers’ tools.

Thus after months of patient and at times
almost heart-breaking labour, with marvel-
lous skill and pertinacity, the scoundrels
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“1 will empty this jug upon the table, and we will see what happens.” At these
words there was an immediate change in Voirbo's demeanour.
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guilt was conclusively brought home to
him. He had clearly come to Liverpool
with a large stock of fraudulent * diamond "
lockets, which he systematically set to work
to pawn for much more than their value
at therate of five or six a day. It was proved,
moreover, that each visit to a pawntroker
was preceded by one to the Safe Deposit
building, from which he had taken another
locket and chain.

N July zoth, 1889, the Paris police
were informed of the disappearance
of M. Gouffé, a well-to-do bailiti,

who lived in the Rue Rougemont; and
a fortnight later his body was discovered,
ia an advanced state of decomposition,
by a road-mender, in a thicket by the road-
side about ten miles from Lyons. Two
days later, near the same spot, were found
the fragments of a trunk, the key to which
had been picked up near the body.

The Lyons pelice scouted the idea that
the remains were those of the missing bailiff,
for the dead man’s hair was black, while
Gouffé’s was auburn; but M. Goron, the
head of the Paris detective force, who him-
self took the case in hand, soon proved,
by immersing a lock of the hair in water,
that the hair was really auburn. Further
evidences-—an injury to the right ankle,
the absence of a particular tooth, and other
peculiarities-—-established beyond doubt that
the remains were those of Gouffé.

Four months elapsed from the bailiff’s dis-
appearance without vielding the least clue
to his murderer, when M. Goron accidentally
learned that another man and his mistress
had disappeared at the same time—Michel
Eyraud and Gabrielle Bompard, persons of
questionab'e character, who, he suspected,
might well have had some connection with
the tragedy.

This suspicion was confirmed a few weecks
later, after the fragments of the trunk
had been skilfullv put together and exhibited
in the Morgue at Paris, and a reward of
five hundred francs had been advertised
for its identification. M. Goron received
a letter from a London boarding-house
keeper informing him that in July two of
his lodgers, one of whom he only knew as
“ Gabrielle,” had left for France, taking
with them a large trunk, identical with
that at thc Morgue. And, as the result of
inquiries in Iondon, an assistant at a
trunk-shop in Gower Street recognized
the trunk as one purchased on July rzth
by a man strongly resembling the description
of Eyraud. It now remained to discover the
man, Eyraud, who had purchased the trunk.

Several weeks, however, passed in vain
scarch for the fugitives, when one day,
to M. Goron’s amazement, Gabrielle Bompard
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walked into the Préfecture and, calmly
seating hercelf on the Prefect’s desk, unfolded
tle following story. Towards the end of
the previous July she had teen living in
the Rue Trorson-Ducoudray with M. Eyraud.
At his instigaticn she had lured Gouffé to
their rooms with intcnt to rob him. While
she was sitting on his knec she had playfully
slipped a noose round his neck; Eyraud,
who was concealed l:iehind a curtain, had
pulled the cord, which ran over a pulley
in the ceiling and was attached to the nocse,
and had strangled the bailiff. They had put
the body in the trunk, boughtforthe purpose
in London, and the following day had
hidden it in the thicket where it was found.
Then they had gone to America, where he
had deserted her. Her part in the murder,
she declared, was taken only under the
irresistible compulsion of ‘that serpent
Eyraud,” who had alone planned and
executec the crime.

In spite of her plausible story Cabrielle
was promptly lodged in jail, and it now
only remained to find the principal partner
in the crime; and a merry dance he led
the detectives before he was at last run to
earth. Week after week they followed his
trail through Canada and the States-—a
trail marked by acts of thieving and swind-
ling. From New York to San Francisco and
Mexico they followed him; and it was
not until May =2oth, 18yo, that he was
caught at Havana, on information supplied
by one of his old employés. who had recog-
nized in the ragged, unkempt wanderer
the once prosperous distiller of Sévres.
After a highly-sensational trial both were
found guilty ; Eyraud was sentenced to
death, and his accomplice to twenty years’
penal servitude.

ATE one December night a police-constable
L named Cole was found lying dead in
Ashwin Street, Dalston, presumably
shot by a burglar who had attempted to
enter a Baptist chapel in that street. Of
his murderer the only traces discovered
were a black wide-awake hat, a couple of
chisels, and a bullet extracted from the
dead man’s brain. The only evidence of
identity was that of two policemen who,
half an hour or so tefore the tragedy, had
seen a manin a similar hat in the neightour-
hood of Nalston Lane ; and of a young woman
who had witnessed the afiray and had
rushed off to summon help. The only clue,
in fact, to the assassin of any value was the
word ‘‘ rock,” which a microscopic examira-
tion revealed, scratched on the blade of
one of the chisels. And with this slender
clue Inspector Glasse set to work to solic
one of the most puzzling problems of crime.
The letters “ rock ” had mcst probably
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been scratched on the chisel as a mark of
identification by some man who had shar-
pened it; and the Inspector procecded
to make inquiries of every tcol-manufacturer
and setter and every emplover of cabinet-
makers in and around Dalston. For a
whole year he vainly prcsecuted his search
far and wide, until at last his patience was
rewarcded. An old woman in the East of
ILondon remembered that the chisel had
been brought to her late husband to le
sharpened; and she herself had scratched
the letters on it. Its owner was a man
named Orrock, a young carpenter.

An organized search for Orrock, who was
known in Dalston, was now set on foot,
and he was at last run to earth in Coldbath
Fields prison, where he was serving a twelve
months’ sentence for burglary.

Once caught, there was little difficulty
in placing the noose round his neck. He was
identified by the policemen who had seen
him near Dalston Lane on the evening of
the crime; two of his ‘““pals’” who had
teen in his company the same evening
gave evidence against him; the man from
whom he had bought the revolver recognized
the bullets ; and his sister declared that on
the night of the murder he came home
hatless and with his trousers hadly torn.
And, finally, a further examination of
the chisel under a more powerful micro-
scope revealed a very faint capital O and
another "r,” thus completing the name
‘“ Orrock.”

N 1885 an old man, in the Department
l of Savoy, was found lying dead on
his back in his bed, his head pierced
by a bullet; his pillow was covered with
blood, the bed-clothes pulled up to his
chin; and on the outside of the coverlet,
half-way down, lay a small crucifix. On
pulling down the bed-clothes it was found that
an old blood-stained blue blouse covered
the man's chest; his arms were stretched
out along each side of the body, and in the
right hand was clasped a revolver, held
so tightly that it required no little force
to release it. The bed was perfectly tidy ;
there was no evidence of any struggle.

The matter was investigated and the
conclusion arrived at was that the man
had committed suicide—that he had fired
the ‘fatal shot when sitting up in bed
and bhad then fallen back on the pillow—
dead.

Several years later, however, suspicion
was drawn to a ne'er-do-weel son of the
dead man, and the affair was re-opened,
under the direction of a Dr. Lacassagne,
an amateur detective of considerable skill,
who set to work to prove thatit was a case,
not of suicide, but of murder. As the result
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of experiments in various hospitals and
at the Morgue he was able to prove that,
if a pistol is placed in the hand of a recently-
dead man. when rigidity comes on the
weapon is held so firmly that it can only
ke removed by force, precisely as in the
case of a suicide.

From the fact that there was no trace of
singeing on the hair, or scorching of the
face, it was obvious that the shot could
not have been fired clese to the head, as
would be the case with a suicide. The fact,
too, that the man’'s eyes were found clcsed
negatived the theory of suicide; for Dr.
Lacassagne was able to prove from abundant
evidence that, in cases of sudden and violent
death, the cyes are either wide ogen or
only partly closed. Thus the closing must
have been done after death,

Moreover, as he pointed out, it .would
have been impossible for a man who died
instantaneously, as in this case, to slip his
arms under the blankets when quite dead,
pull up the clothes to his chin, and place
the crucifix outside the coverlet. It was
thus clear that the man must have teen
murdered, his eyes closed, and his body
and the bed arranged after death by someone
else, probably his murderer. So conclusive
was this evidence that, supplemented by
other evidence which pointed to the son's
guilt, a verdict of murder was given against
him, which led to the full confession of his
crime.

HAT civilized man has no monopcly

of detective skill is proved by many

a feat, bordering on the miraculous,
with which the Australian aborigines
are credited. The Australian native indeed
is a born detective, with a keener scent
than that of a bloodhound, a micrcscopic
sight that can detect clues invisible to any
other human eyes, and a sense of smell
positively uncanny in its sensitiveness.
So amazing are his feats that they seem
almost incredible, as the following story
—one among many equally astonishing—
proves.

Some years ago a Victorian squatter
disappeared on his way to Meltourne with
a large sum of money. and there seemed to
be no clue whatever to his fate. All that
was known was that his horse had returned
to the station without its rider, saddle, cr
bridle.  All else was profound mystery.
The Victorian police vainly wrestled with
the problem until, in despair, they enlisted
the service of a native employcd on the
station, with results that soon amazed
them.

Starting from the missing man’s house,
the black walked with eyes downcast, and
occasionally stooping to smell the ground,
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for scveral miles until he came to a remote
shepherd’s hut, where he halted.  Pointing
to the carth at his feet, he said to the
police who accompanied him: “ Two white
mans walk here.”” Fis compunions closcly
cxamined the hard-baied ground, but
could detect no smallcst trace of a foot-
mark.

Procecding a  few paccs, t}\c natlvc
exclaimed: ™ I'ight here! Two mans
have big fight!. And here,” he continued,
walking a few paces farther, * hcre kiil
—kill ! " On examining the spot indicated
the police found that the earth had becn
disturbed ; - and -leneath - it they found
a quantity of clotted . blood.

It certainly looked. as if murder might
have been committed there. But, if so,
what had become of the victim’s body and
of his slayer ? . This problem the black man
set himself to solve. - With bent head he
resumed his walk with unfaltering steps
towards the almost dried-up bed of a stream
a mile or so distant, guided by foot-marks
imperceptible to,the others. - For a few milcs
he procceded up the. bed. of the strcam,
pausing at intervals at small pools in which
the water had collected, until he came to
a large pool on ,which a dark scum was
floating. Here he halted, skimmed some
of the scum into his hand, smclt it, tasted
it, .and, said with conviction: * White
man here!” , ., |

Grappling irons were produced, the pond
was dragged, and from its dark depths
was brought up a sack, weighted with stones,
and containing the mutilated remains of
the murdered squatter. :

Suspicion naturally fell on the two shep-
herds who occupied the hut, which had in
all probability been the scene of the crime,
both men of bad character—one a ticket-
of-leave convict, the other a deserter from
the English. Army. . A thorough examina-
tion of the hut was made; in the out-
houses were found a coat, a- waistcoat,
and two pairs of trousers, bearing dark
stains like those of blood. And on the
strength of this discovery the two men
were placed under arrest and taken to
Mclbourne.

The police next set to work to discover
the missing saddle-bags, which had no doubt
held the squatter’s money; and again they
started the black fellow on the trail. This
time he set out in a different direction,
foilowing by sight and smcll the footsteps
of the two men, though again not a trace
of them was visible to the eves of his com-
panions.  \Vith unerring steps he proceeded

mile after mile until he came to a gully,

in which was a mound of stones.
Smell leather,” he exclaimed, * here ™’
—pointing to the pile. The stones were
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removed ; and, sure enough, the saddle-
bag was revealerdl; and in it was found
the squatter's gold to the value of over
two thousand pounds. The bag had dout.t-
Iess been buried by the assassins under the
Leap ot stones for removal later, when it
was considered sale.

The evidence, thanks to the uncanny
cleverness of the native tracker, was now
complete. The two shepherds were brought
to trial, and received the sentence of death
they so well deserved. .

HAT detective of fiction, we wonder,
has performed a fecat as wonderful
as this ? A short time ago the body

of a woman was found on the top of .a

mountain near Haverstraw, in New York

State. It had been lying there so long that - B

little more than the skeleton remained ; and
there was not the slightest clue to the
identity of the woman. e

The cleverest dctectives in the States
had to confess that they were completely
baffled, and the crime was about .
be added to the long list of mysteries that
defy solution, when Mr. Grant Williams,
a rctired officer of the New York City
Police, who had made a life-long study of
anthropology and the allied sciences, offered
his assistance, with results little short of
miraculous.

Within half an hour of seeing the remains,
we are told, he informed the police that
the skc]eton was that of a girl of ,mixed
Polish-Irish ancestry. He added ‘that “she
had a violent temper and was probably
mentally defective.

Then Williams took the dead girl's skull ;
and, with a quantity of plasticene, . using
the contours of the face as a guide, he pro-
ceeded to remodel her features. He con-
structed dummy shoulders and round them
draped a blouse found necar the body. On
the top of the skull he arranged a quantity
of hair of a colour corresponding.to that
on the portion of the scalp remaining on the
head, and arranged it as it appeared to bim
to have been dressed in life.

The police then sent for officials of a neigh-
bouring institution for mentally defective
women, without telling them for what
reason their presence was required.

To the amazement of the detectives,
who had scoffed at Williams and his methods,
they recognized the face at once. It was
that of Lilian White, an inmate of the home,
who had disappeared into the mountairs
some months before \\ith a wild creature
known as *“ the cave man.”

The relatives of Lilian White were sum-
moned, and the resemblance proved to
be so startling that one sister of the dead
girl collapsed in hysterics.
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The native exclaimed: “ Fight here! Two mans have big fight! And here,” he
continued, walking a few paces farther, *“ here kill—kill1™
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PERPLEXITIES- HENRY E. Bi)UDENE—Y. :

615.—A PLANTATION PUZZLE.

A AN had a small plantation of thirty-six trees
planted in the form of a square. Some of these died
and had to be cut down. in the positions indicated by
the dots in our illustration. How is it possible to put
up six straight fences across the field so that every one

4
Q & 14
Q
?

Q . . P . e

ot the remaining twenty trees shall be in a separate
enclosure ? As a matter of fact, twenty-two trees
might be so enclosed by six straight fences if their
positions were a little more accommodating, but we
have to deal with the trees as they stand in regular
formation, which makes all the difference.

616.—A WORD SQUARE.
A BYING fourth, within his cell, upraised
The first of his poor weary eyes and gazed.
Secure from third of life he hither came,
Nor longed for gold or fifth, for power or fame.
His end had come—as come it ever will—
The blood in evefy second of his sixth stood still,
And all was quiet in that lonely place.
Let those who may a word square herein trace,

617.—THE NEW FLAG.

A NEWLY-CONSTITUTED kingdom required a flag,

which was to be three vertical coloured stripes on a

A d
q r ,

i

B Green Red D

white ground, as shown in our illustration. A selection
from ten different colours was allowed and material
for three stripes of every colour was supplied (and the

b 3
necessary white), so that any colour might occur once,
twice, or three times in a flag. In how many different
ways might the flag be made ? Note, in the example
given, that if A B is against the staff it is a different
flag from one with C D nearest the stafi, whereas in
some cases (such as three red stripes) such a reversal
would not be different. Though our flag represents
two, it is only one in the count.

618.—PUZZLLES IN A GARDEN.

My friend Tompkins loves to spring on you litre
puzzling questions on every occasion, but they are
never very profound. [ was walking round his garden
with him the other day, when he pointed to a rectangu-
lar flower-bed and said, ** Now, if I had made that bed
2ft. broader and 3ft. longer it would have been 64
square feet larger; but if it had been 3{t. broader
and 2ft. lenger it would then have been 68 square
feet larger. What is its length and breadth?™
Well !

Later on [ happened to be discussing the tenancy el
his property, when he informed me that there was a
99 yearslease, I asked him how much of it had already
expired, and expected a direct answer. But his reply
was that two-thirds of the time past was equal t>
four-fifths of the time to come, so I'had to work it out
for myself. The task was not a difficult one, nor will
it probably be found so by the reader.

619.—A CHARADE.
MY first, attained to lofty state,
Amongst sweet singers is renowned ;
My #next is hateful to the horse ;
My whele in gardens will be found.

Solutions to Last Month's Puzzles.

611.—PERPETUAL CHECK.

1 HAVE received the following solution from J. M
in threc moves: 1. P—K B3, P—K 4; 2. K—B 2,
B—B4,ch.; 3. K—Kt 3,Q—Kt 4, ch. etc. Black can
now force a perpetual check by playing alternately
Q—R 4 and Q—Kt 4.

612.—MARKET TRANSACTIONS.

THE man bought 19 cows for £95, 1 sheep tor {1,
and 8o rabbits for £ 4, making together 100 animals at
a cost of {100,

613.—~TWO LITTLE PARADOXES.

Ir W and E were stationary points, and. W, as a
present, on your left when advancing towards N, thes
after passing the Pole and turning round W would be
on your right, as stated. But W and E are not fixed
points, but directions round the globe; so wherever
you stand facing N vou will have the W direction on
your left and the E direction on the right.

In the reflection in a mirror you are not * turned
round,” for what appears to be your right hand is your
left, and what appears to be your left side is the right
The reflection serids back, so to speak, exactly what
is oppodite to it at every point.

614.—AN ENIGMA.
THE answer is the figure 8.
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balance left over will be dealt with as you may direct.

Address your communication to THE STRAND

MAGAZINE Purchasing

Department, 8-11, Southampton Street, Strand, London, W.C.2.

Let
NATURE

BE YOUR DOCTOR

Medical science cannot prescribe anything
s0 uniformly curative and beneficial as the
M mcdicines preparedin Nature's own laboratory.

INAT-LLORA

In entirely Nature's owh preparation. Dyspepsia
lver, Ridney and 1ntestinal troubles r\pi;\( and
completely Tespond to a coume of Rubinat-
Liorach trestment. Dese small; action mild.
O all 00 C hemists and Stores, or from
EYERETT & CO., 5. Lioyds Avenue, EC.3,

MOVOL

Takes lronmould
Stains from
White Linen—Ink _
Stains and

Fruit Stains, too.

Simple instructions given
i t et one
to-day: 6d. & 1/-. Sold by Grocers,
Stores, Ironmongers & Chemists.
Should you have any dificulty in oHlIml\z
rmakers will supply large tube post froe

Sole Makers: Wm. Edge & Sons., le Bollom

F LAV OURED
JELLIES

Fosler
Clarks

JELLIES

ALWAYS
FlRM

Don’t buy new Carpets
CLEAN THOSE YOU HAVE

They will look like New if you use

CHIVERS’,
CARPET SOAP

One Tablet is_sufficient for a
large Carpet. A

SOLD AT ALL STORES.

Sample tablet 2d. stamp.

F.CHIVERS & C0., LTDs
1, Alnny wms.
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ABBOTT'’S =s: FOOTWEAR

FOR WEEK-END & SPORTS WEAR

NO 30 THE ALL-SPORTS AND WEEK-END
* SHOE. - Our latest production which is proving
nds—rambles—holiday wear—
Uppers of the finest Tan Willow
hiny like patent leather. ‘The soles
ch English hends, with extended

No. 30.
BLACK OR TAN.
1i remittance is sent, money

will be instantly refunded
if uot perfectly satisfied.

For Overseas Orders take advantage
of the Post Office Cash on Delivery
purchasing facilities, or where this is not arail
able you can safely send full amount, as we retury
all monies if you are not perfectly satisfied.

ver-increasing demand for these
ow uses they satisfv and the delight-
produce. Itis the only stout
w soft, pliable, and free from all
uppers ate cut in one piece, and
scams, they readily mould to the
Tiuly a restful
Let ussend
vou a single shoe (ol
examination.
SINGLE SHOE SENT
b  ON APPROVAL.
SEND FOR OUR 1.A. CATALOGUE
OF MEN'S FOOTWEAR
RITE OR CA Which contains Eighteen Styles at 25 /-
TD. (PHIT
W.ABBOTT & SONS, L (sm 60, Ludgate Hill, London,E.C.
Also on Sale at the followms Branches :
54, REGENT STREET, 434, STRA!
7. POULTRY. E.C. 168 FENCHURCH STREET. E.C.
121, VICTORIA' STREET, S.W. 131a, QUEEN'S ROAD, BAYSWATER.

121. HIGH HOLBORN, W.C.
24, LIVERPOOL STREET, E.C.
458. HOLLOWAY ROAD. N

ON |he river, In)m

the FVINRUDL
Detachable Motor is
ideal. ltcanbeslipped
on to the stern of any
rowboat—yourownor
ired vvh]c] R nen

converts he
. relfabla Titelo

money returned in full
if not satistiel.

R —_—
[EVINRUDE MOTOR_C? ENG.I'0
(MANAGER. A WBRADBURY)
JO7 WATERLOO RD.LONDON S&

The worst 'mlhrr for 8 solid week stands no chance Agnins ta Bv.won
Oilskin. - 1t is waterhroof ; proof agninst kum Snew, Sleet, Hall, and
Blindiog 8).iirift

[ 0o ¥ ou will bedry and eony aikasi.

BEACON OILSKINS

DON'YCOSTICKY or LET IN THE WET
AMoway back in full if they furl to satinfy.
‘This Bute Uont will keep yoodry and corm-
fortalilein asolid week of wet. ‘Ttis mado
of light. smooth uflskin. with wide xkirt,
Haglan shoulders. Leltat ick. inner sturny
cuffs, andtwo big pockets. T bfack, light-

weight, Bon - stinl I\In( vilskin, g
in cwlours, 3281 Twovlour
lulnkln Hat with adjustable lvln\\ Bute

ualiry material, to match, 76, Tadi
Watbor Wellingtons, \\'lrmlmud from 17 8

ILLUSTRATED LIST POST FREE,
describing money-lack Guaranteed Uil
skins for Outdoor Men. \\'\mun and
Children B«n.l a b for b to

3. BOUR & SONS, L'rn
19, a-wona 1d'gs. So. Shisld

The Lace with the extra long wear

HURCULACES are made in many vurieties
for Ladies’, Men's and Children's Boots
and Shoes in all the popular shades.

Ask for HURCULACES and you know that
you are getting the best possible value for
your money, prove for yourself that they are
THE LACES WITH THE. EXTRA LONG WEAR

Stocked by tie leading
Boot Siiops. Drapers and Outtitters.

MAsuracTUrEL BY FAIRE BROS & Co. Ltd.. LEICESTER
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I WAS BALD

I was born in 1852, and, just as my photograph l.hnw-.

[ now have a full growth of hair, Yet thirty years
found scurf upon my scalp, and my hair began to‘ggnll
away, until after a while I was classed as a ** bald-head.”

Call it vanity if you will, it was displeasing to me to
remain bald. Furthermore, I believe it is our birthright
to have plenty of hair upon our heads,

SEEKING A HAIR GROWTH.

It is scarcely neceasary for me to state that, in the hope
of growing new hair, I had experimented with ome thing
and another—the usual array of lotions, pomades, sham.
poos, etc.—without getting any benefit. At that age I
looked older than I do now. Tater, when [ became a
trader in the Indian Territory of U.S.A., some of the
Cherokees jocosely called me *“The white brother without
a scalp lack.”

AMERICAN INDIANS NEVER BALD.

I never saw a bald Cherokee Indian. Both bravee
and squaws almost invariably use tobacco, eat irregu-
tarly, frequently wear tight bands around their heads, and
do other things which are commonly ascril aa couses
of baldness. Yet they all poascss beautitul hair. What.
then. is their secret ?

Being on the spot—most ot the time at Tablequah—
and upon very friendly terms, it was easy for me to guin
information from the mmnlly taciturn Cherekees, 1
learned exactly how Amencnn lndians grow long, luxuriant
lair, and ting scurf or dandraff.

MY HAIR GREW AGAIN.

Then 1 applied these secrcts to myself, and my bair
began to grow. There was no messing or trouble about it.
The new bairs emanated from my scalp a8 profusely as
grass grows on a perfectly.kept lawn 1 have bad a
plenitude of hair ever since.

Numerous friends of mine in Philadelphia snd else-
where asked me what had performed such a miracle, and

wve thetw the Indian Elixir. Their hair soon grew uver
bs spots. Scurf disappeared whervver it existed —and
it never returned. That these persons were amazed and
dclighted ie stating the fact mildly.

The hair that grows s strong and sik.likc. it nas
beautiful lustre and imparts the appearance of health and

vigour
A TESTING BOX FOR YOU.

To any person who writes a request (or n and encioser
sxpence in stampe (or a P.O.) a tes! xn o will
e sent past paid. Mention Mn,w;fz s, Rev., etc.,
snd sign name plainly. Kindly -ddxeu your letter to
J. HART BRITTAIN, LTD. 2. PERCY STREE1
(201 A.T.), LONDON. W.l. After using the testing
package, when you observe that your hair ia beginning to

STRAND MAGAZINE.

If you are feeling
NERVY,
RUN-DOWN,
TIRED,

LECTONA

will put you right.

LECTONA is the product of the most modern medical
research. and is being prescribed with wooderful results by
ading Physicians.

Send 3s. or 58. 6d. for Trial Tin TO-DAY to

“SLEEPLESS
NIGHTS  for
six weeks until
1 began to take
LECTONA”
—M.D,

Dept. S, LECITHIN LTD.,
22,Northumberland Avenue.W.C.2.

HAVE YOU EXPERIENGED

THE DELIG

of luxnifous pertumed, Turklsh, nrmai:uledhth:!n your own
ome? The medical prv!etdon advise the Century Therma) Rath
M way of dmm ,«f the q{mm

d cu
Apart from miciom
view. there Ia no mars con

wagoftak r‘hlrkhh med.! ked
or perfumed baths than by this
Cabinet. There
furniture, it can be fold

Onbinet as the cheapest and

mlamuun .l.-uz this \alunhh
Bath Cabhine le,

fitted up (n u mlnuu umuon
Braxn - Mag. Tem.

,, fure nvnhkd at fﬂt of bather.
& wywarda

Inside or OutsideHea

ran R&
THE CENTURY THEHMAL !ATH CABINET, LTD,,
(Dept. 712A), 208, Rogent 8treot, London, W.1

DRINK HABIT

Conquered in 3 days.

Years have passed since I was freed from the drink habit.
Since then | have been the means of aiding thousands of men
and women to give up alcohol. Some huve willingly 1aken
treatment, others have been saved without knowing the ca
The drink craze disappears, and is re-
placed by a more normal condition of
appetite, nerves, etc. The |mprove-
ment In the health of an ex-drinker
is marvellous when he gives up alcohol.
Men drinking a bottle of whisky or
more dally are safely and effectively
stopped. No danger % health, but
a steady Improvement manifests
itself from day to day. There is
no inclination for alcobal; the foemer
drinker is surprised and delighted at
; the great change.

. The legions of testimonials, with
photographs, which come to ne from all over the world, offer
urefutable evidence of the sterling merit of my treatment. |
send ample proof to every inquirer. 7hree days' guarantend
miet

it ooun nothing to receive my book. It telis of my own

experience and of how You may save yourself or another. Mine
taken in uncs ul‘"‘d d n:ln:ly
treatment is supplied un 5 leg gu--amee,

e o ol sious resricsont 1 oot SEGRET
who are known 1o e ooly by carrespon- FREE
dence —who praise the Woods Treaument

for the benefit it bas done them, or others near and dux
post paid, on receipt of your request. I appeal f\p:(llllp‘ to
those who bave w: money on inelective  remedies.
C strictly coofident ddress ;

ytow—even if you have bean buld for y you may
obtaiu a foither supply at a modicum.

is a genuine, nllahle. nnd safe troltmnnt. that can
friends u) the thousands—meu and women

t will send you my book io plaio, sealed eovelope prom
Edw. J. Woods, Ltd., 187, Strand (353 8.0.): London, W.0.2.
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Your Face deserves
the best Face Powder

If your face could speak you would
never use a cheap, gritty toilet powder
again, for it coarsens the skin. Especially
when for 1/3 you can buy Icilma Bouquet
Face Powder, the quality of which is
guaranteed by the House of fcilma

This delightful nowder is silk-sifled till it feals
like silk, and is absolutely free (rom grit. Really
adheresand is cooline and refreshing. Perfumed
with the dellghtfu) Icilma Bouquet Perfume.

Sold in two tints only :—Nafurelle suits most
complexioos—and Créne for Brunettes.

Get a ‘Box at
e your Chemist

Powder i TO-DAY

Popular sise, 113; large sise, 2/6 per bix,

1/3 Popular Size 1/3

N ! i

Something NEW ! ARTISTIC! USEFUL!
Cambridge’s Home Art Stenciller

iy

The New Patent

SOUND DISCS

Completely overcome Diarsxss and
( e "“"““::.T::":é'.“:.';:b).‘:."‘*‘ Iinp Nousss, no maiier of bow loug
ith fall :lnndmg Are lbe same to the ears

o= . 3"'"3') boic ']'_‘"‘"”‘,' i glasses are 1o the eyes. luvisible,

\ 5 or pasticulars post fros. Conloriables « Word" susrtlls, Mithout
. OWEN CAMBRIDGE & CO., removal. Explanatory Pampblet Free.

3, Bathampton, BATH.
VST S VININININ

' TWILIGHT SLEEP NURSING HOMES |

Twilight Sleep painless Maternity is a boon which should be accorded to every mother and child.

Prospective parents are invited to ca | or writefor lllustrated Booklet of the leading Twilight Sleep Home

in Great Bnum. Resident physican. Bcsl equipped. Most comfortable. Ten acresof beautiful grounds.
ded by Medieal Profe Telephone: Kingston 1807

Y L T INGT MIDD

THE H. 8. WALES CO., 17), NEW BOND S8T., LONODN- LA

E.

STOP COMPLAINING! Kl" that
Cure Headaches & Hay Fever Fly !
by using

He carries _disease

and
childreo’s healih

DR. MACKENZIE'S :
SMELLING BOTTLE ‘ ROMESSOL

40 years' established reputation.

the fragrant Disinlectant

. ] el }
Catarrh, Colds in the Head, | [ | onuitis ol tlmn R T s s e b
Headaches ?om;;:l;o'?‘ulﬁl consisting of Cromenol and Botile Spray,
N 3 ree.
Of ali Chamists & Sturcs 3'-, or post free in U.K. for 2°8 (stam, . ept. S5.),
CROMESSOL CO. (Dept. S.)

MACKENZIE'S LABORATORY. READING. 323, Paisley Road West, Glasgow.
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| 4% WOLFF'S
Twenty glasaes 1
for 84 simply
byadding water,

Pencils

Finest
in the World

—made by a secret pro-
cess of toughening the
le2d, giving 8 point of
nrest durability and ex-
«.* auisite smoothness—the
result of 100 years of

2 o British Pencil Making.
Back 4D a’:, —Made in all degrees at

For Thirst
it's First

Price Wolff's Pencil Works,
Battersea,

W EN yoa feel yoy could drink

the river dry—then you will
hail with delight Freeman's Glass
emon Powder,

Just & spoonful stirred into a IT KILLS RATS DEAD

tumbler of water and you have the

ideal thirst-quencher. Mice, too. Not this day, nextday, some
4-0z tine Bd.; 8-0x tins 1/3. time, never—speedily and
7-1b. Family Canistar 14/-. Sy N surely. The on!r vermin
MADE IN DELECTALAND o Killer that never fails is
5 s,
From tin to tumbler W e/ B‘L‘ACKMORES

Freeman's %" plPER>

Kills and destroys vermin. Used by principal British

railways, stores, co-operative societies, etc.
DELAY & cosQy. WRITE of ence. WAlls pou Amitats
darnction procecls. K@i bugs, cxbrosche, erichas. o
P der m/._blmm,mhwrulaﬁ od.
ow | bRl i Pofree. 8endyour

Delectaland, WATFORD. Chorlton-on-Medlock, Manchester.?

FREEMAN’'S FOODS LTD., } J.P BLACKMDRE |3 Chllfchl" TCI’Y.,

TWILIGHT SLEEP:

Tuwtlight Sleep Maternity Home, Streatham Manor, Leigham Avenue, SW.16.

Pro:pechv! -uem are invited to pay a vigit here and interview

X > Eave had their babies and thereby reaiise what o

wondex{ul blgll\n the treatment when properly

administered. Wei-ve a resident c(or G):. Huwlm u\med
atron, and a staff of fullyqu-xhed Write for term:

Ours {s lhe oldest e-tnbllshed Home in Bncland

50/- only ree- =
lx‘{l the PEARL—the handiest, M W M%A

test, And most efficient, HAND
u:num Cleaner ever d

ction power, simplicit,

1
b stone” Welebing

but Siba., ‘pleasure to use, RAL
weight resting on the floor. N

L1 2 ﬁjuﬂ(ﬂlu\ -

au like the O

v broom, P
; B gy e prtd

4 rom

CRACKNELL'S VACUUMS, HEALTH CRANULES

21, Whittall Street, B’ Cooling. Refreshing, Sparkling. Nios to take
M-.ﬂlﬂﬂm Beld by Ohswists Dragplats only in 1~ & N sizem.

2 Do o ebisds, 2

PE ! RL T.mm.“..m,ﬂzﬁ,v“mﬁﬁmﬁ

= "The ' Peari’ and the Girl. VACUUM CLEANER
= e ————

WEAK NERVYES CURED!J

OUT DRUGE OR MEDICINES. BAFE_SEORET-SURE

WITH:
- OURSE 10/6 com lete (no further expe
glooolslfl ’L:IEEMT-RAlNlNG € lp‘l'ol'tell ROAD, SCARBOROUGH

- IN ONE

HEIGHT INCREASED L5
NO APPLIANCES—NO DRUGS—NO DIETING.

ROSS HEIGHT-INCREASING SYSTEM NEVER FAILS. Price 7/8 complete.

Particulars 1i4. stamp. B. ROBS, &0. YICTORIA ROAD, SCARBOROUVGH.
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ANOTHER CALAMITY AVERTED

The disastrous results of escaping have

been avoided by the everready FLUXITE.

Keep it handy — accidents will happen |
All Mechanics WILL bave

FLUXITE

because it

SIMPLIFIES SOLDERING

H.ndnn Ironmongery Stores sell
tins, price 8d., 1/4, and 2/8. z
Ask your Ironmonger or Hardware Dealer to show you the

peat 1
“FLI:EIT!" nounlun BET.

hlndll. l Pocz Blaw Lamp,

B I-'sot. eid Untoed Kingdom
it Bcvm"ét Bermondsey, Eng. J

SCALE “PRACTICE ” IS
ONLY A SUPERSTITION

THE people who ai m at becoming good pianists
are still under the impression that the only way
to achieve that object is by the traditional methods
of a hundred years ago. Do you submit to the
grinding, tearing practice day in, day out, over a
drearyperiod of years? Y our submission isno longer
necessary, as there is at hand the ¢ FROM
BRAIN TO KEYBOARD " System to help you
quickly, interestingly and cheaply to your
goal. Like most great thingy
this system is distinguished
by its simplicity and
sound common sense.

Read my
Hiustrated
Book, ‘“Light
on Pianoforte
Playing.”

This explains fully how 1 teach
the System by Postal Lessons,
with details of the very reasonable fee
charged. 8ir Frederick Bridga and other
eminent musicians use this, the ORIGINAL
POSTAL SYSTEM. No apparatus or special
music necessary—just an easily acquired method with
much_quicker and better results.

y for . but do not nmlt to state
laﬂhr Average or udune:d ‘:,h,vnlr“%r‘ d l:q(:nar
o X a n

zune_ t;'he “bo::nvﬁl eb"nn % charge m" et Troe.
8mith,19, Y 8d. London. W.0.1,

}mm Brain to Keyboard

Macdonald Smith's
System of Pianoforte Playing.

DON'T BUY NEW OCLOTHES.
mnmlunoo.c cleaned and reproofed.
mll o new—that is {f you send

Bl Ml‘ lu!l md;llmw?'n‘e'd or
tyd." nakl .“q new— you

Qherrys Service - unlqn- facilities for
arr exclusive finish and restoring

Other articles cleaned or dyed
-qumnuouw

m"—uu firm
'l‘h over e’ tati
. W‘yu reputation

FOR PRIVATE HOUSES

75/-

PER SET.

chlmn.y-

lnln-:ﬂnrlng
Machines. Speciall,
designed for Private
Country Mansions, Hotels,
Farms, etc. Thef are always
-ehl. and last a lifetime.

'W. & @. ASHFORD,
11, Lower Essaz 8treet, BIRMINCHAM,

POCOCK’S
LICHTWEIGHT TENTS.

Before buying your new

T
TBNTE. and ACCES-
SORIES.
IIEIIBEFIY POCOCK,
Park Mills, Salisbury.
Established 1775.

LADIES OF TASTE

will appreciate the merit
of this

ire

“ CROMWELL "
BROGUE
SHOE.

Styllah and 8erviceable for Town
and country, Walking, Golfing, &c.
the Brogue Buckle hov was origioated

a0 Liteoduced by, ue,~ Tia euoomm b ‘led others o
follow, but Fife = stil! ml.nhl.n;}h‘ for
mununu styln. uality, and Lo! 'arvice

m# foade trom Bteel glide oo
and Cuban Heal.
Order No. 861. Black, per pair, 33/
Order No. 8613. Tan, per pur. 5/-
Dostage extra

Ongriage paid 1o U.E. Fo
Tt e e oF ooy ot vt and Pomea) Orier:

Trial order provas the ** Fifa " merit.
Oatalogue of “Fifs” Foolwear end on requad.
A. T.
o. 84, STRATHMICLO, ‘rire
Leadex of the * Roots

N
| ___The Pionesr and Leadex 7 Post * Trade. __‘l
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LT.-COL. RICHARDSON’S
AIREDALES
—Specially Trained Against—

BURGLARS,

For LADIES’ GUARDS
from 10 Gn: Pups S Gns.

‘Wormley Hlll. Broxbourne, Hert:
20 _mins. from Liveriwol Street. G.ELR.

REAL HARRIS, LEWIS, AND
SHETLAND HOMESPUNS

DIRECT FROM THE MAKERS,
Any Length Cut and Carriake Pald.

22 Lroxbourne.

Pottarne Free.
8. A. NEWALL & SONS (I'l.lrl. 8.), Stornoway, Sootiand
‘State shade desired and if for Ladies’ er Gents’ Wenr.

The “Titan’’ Air Pistol

A magnificent little weapon ; quick,
21/-

silent action. The strongest Shooting
Cannot be surpassed for target and bird

Air Pistol ever made. New departure
from the cheap feeble shooting foreign-
Packed with supply of darts and slugs.
Price 21/- D e,

made article.
i
FRANK CLrARKb(IeMI Dept.), 6, Whittall St., Birmingh

STUDY AT HOME

AND PREPARE FOR PROMOTION.

Pitman's offer a choice of So Postal Courses, embracing :

Fnglish and Seceetarial subjects, Shorthand, Book-keeping
and Accountancy, Ban king, Law and Accounts, Economics,
Modern Languages, subjects of gencral education. Write foc

free Booklet, which

““Home Study—the jKey lo Success,”
gives full particulars.
PITMAN'S SCHOOL. 217, Scuthamptea Row, bandea. V'C.I.

ASTHMA CURE

The Standard Remedy For Over 50
Surest and quickest re atarrh, nnlmm Colds
And sthinal Trouble ist 45, 6d. a tin.

TAMPS AT LOW Pmczs
ELECTIONS SENT ON APPROVAL

Thousands of

MINT BRITISH OOLONIAI.S

in stocl

shooting.
List of Air Guns, etc., free. Be sure to address ** Record ™ Dept.

P. WARREN, 33, Waverley Rd., SOUTH WOODFORD, LONDON, E.18.

Heighl is  of

immense import.

ance in lusiness.

It gains respect

in private lile too.

Students of the Girvan S.:ientific I'reatmert report from 2 to

5 inches of increase, with great benefits to health. These

advantiges can be yours also if you are under 4o Results

are permanent. Over ten years' unblemished reputation. Send

P.C. to<lay for particulars and our Aion guarantee to
Enquiry Dept. S.M., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N .4,

RHEUMATISM CURED.

T'o further advertise our marvellous Galvanie Ring, which
wlutely cures Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Gout, Nervous
Disorders, Il kindred compliints, we have de
. to give a quantity
to-day for d
particulars of f

GALVANIC RING CO.,
(Dept. 36), Kew, London.

We Buy Old Jewellery

-Diamonds, Emeralds, Pearls, Silver, ete., nnder a
ient method w d prompt cash pay-

vailing price bly explained in our

The Screet W nyx[ ¢ ry wlwIl we will send

8 free, fair, expert, \ulu\xhn and shows

It offers
!

U)-u\
Established 66 y

“THE PLEASURE OF LIGHT.”
& 400 Candle Power AIR GAS LAMPS
STAN LEY Approved by the
Inrgest Fire Offices.
Opersting Expenses, 3 HOURS 1d.
l'nmh\n il l

n—..uu.l y.mu 5q
W
Dept. Kl STANLEVS (Slr-lford) Ltd.
Carlfon Works, Daubeney Rond, Clapton,
London, E.&
Showroom : 357, Oxford St. (First Floor) W.1. <
Trade Enquiries, 588 Warton Road. Lo ndon. .15

NERVOUSNESS

grestest drawhack in )ife to x mAR AF Woman. ou are

nmou- timid. low-epirited. lack el B oon fdence. will] mn mind

roncencrtion, blush. or feel awkwand in Lhe prevence of others, send

B enny etamps for [mrticulars of the Mento-Nerve Strengthening

reaument Used in thaNary from Vice Admiral to Seaman, and in the
rmy from (olcnel to Private, D.8.0.'s, M.C's, M. M luvd DCM

QoD LLIOTT-8MITH,
404, lmnsrlnl Bulldings, Ludgate Cirous, l.unﬂon. E 0.4,

AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHERS

BROMLEY
[PHOTOGRAPHIC!
SuPPLY
STORES

4 WIDMORE ROAD. BROMLEY
HAPPY, CONGENIAL

FRIENDSHIPS

can be immediately formed through the U.C.C., an up-todate,

geruine and reputable introductory medium with over g.coo

miembers, both at hume and abroad. Al classes suited, either

sex. Estbd. over 20 years. Not Matrimonial.

Por interesting prlrl\'w!arl send stom ped addressed envelope lo
8ec ry, U.C.C,

c-mbrldzo street, London,

KENT

16_8.D., 8-W.1.

GREAT MUSICAL DISCOVERY.

K BRITISH IHVENTION.
A Pocket Instru-

CHELLA-PHONE _
PAT ||23 63

h! latwrious study
scales. The

U'
dquk rutrm
et. Powt froa, with lullln
Rande 2} Oota wirctlons, 19, Retter1ualicy 39,
from THE CHELLAPHONE CO.iDei:t.2: HUDDBRIPIBLD

WRITE. FOR THE CINEMA

Seil your ideas in the best market. The demand and payment
for screen stories is enormeus and increasing, Lz
being poid for suitable idess. You can learn how to write
up your ideas for film plays. You can join a profitable and
uncro wded profession. Hut you must start on the right lines.
There’s a Secret A posteard brings you full information
about this Secret and our System.

SCHOOL OF PHOTOPLAY. ELEVEN, HALIFAX.
CURED MYSELF AFTER 20 YEARS.

STAMMERING.

After Stammering Iemhl{ for 20 years and trying ‘teachers.
schools, and ndrrrtl methods without relief, I at
discovered the real curs for Stuttering and Stammering (which
is very llmglm and curad myself. Now no stranger coul
tell that I had ever been a stammerer. YOU (or your rhll

ulﬂkly :llr.d in the same “v Thorough and permanent eure
ES d. or o charze,” Pall particitars will b sent fres
lf you mention Strand Magazive.—Mr. FRANK 8
ES, 7, Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.

Hlnw.l
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You can obtain Dri-ped soled
footwear in all styles and sizes
at your retailers. There are
smart and serviceable models
for men, women and children.
Your repairer can sole and
heel the boots and shoes you
are now wearing with Dri-ped.

CAUTION.
Evoy genuine Dri-ped sole tears
the *Dri-ped’ purple diamond
stamped every few smches om each
sole

fir;nq refuss nublofaper

For Holidays
Times

and Work-a-day
Too !

lN the lightness and flexibility of ‘Dri-ped’
soles is the comfort that adds zest to out-
door activity. In thewet-resisting properties
of * Dri-ped’ soles is foot protection against
chills. In the durability of * Dri-ped’ soles
is staunchness to defy the rough road, the
pebbled street, the rocky places. And to
the work-a-day times ‘ Dri-ped’ soles will
endure for their double wear is guaranteed.

In case of difficulty write to:+—* Dri-ped,’
Limited, Bolton, Lancs.
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Write for Cnsh. Hire. or Work terms

W. J. FOSTER (Dept.
Market Suee; Works. Pre-ton.

LADY OF 51

and a youth of 19 aie among the many people
who are carning more money through JACK'S
tuition in Sales Letter Writing. Seven ways to
inciease income at once.  Immediate work,
cash  benefits guaranteed, rz-hour tuition.
Easy, fascinating home or office work, richly
remunerative. canbenefit.  Write for free
particulars to.day.

S. M. JACK. 133, Melbowae Grove, londoo. S.E.22.

(Regd. Trud- Ma /
The World-famed harmle > )
a Medieinal preparation for reducing Thick, ;,‘ﬂm“
Swollen Ankles 1o their aturai
_ANKELLINE |
cate 4!” We \H\‘ rl. susands of
ing us o nent cures. Write
Wwith full firkotions in plain ¥rapper:
T CHEMICAL CO.
Bulldings, Neweastis on-Tans,
Overseas 1/- extrs _ Or from your uwn Chemist

TO PROVE IS TO CONVINCE.

Let us convince you by proving that

(1] 33 (Rean.) LIQUID
is without doubt the finest
n ! algia, }

ur \uul asthenia L
c., it gives insta

relfef and
Stocked by Army

9, - per botale
: 11..N|,my.~|mm..h1mu Ta

OVE.

£200 MATERNITY Ay

nlla l "rll (enta-
?0 FREE lZESf ! mllb-
ALK L1100 w 1ll g Rrhrmtil 7. Gl S, Salthwrs.
Write for partics.,

| Fashions n.n.n.mm1.umm-x Latest M
from - SKIRLE fromn - 3831
COSTUMES from 63- CORSETS frum16/11
I uon-Vumna.a |1 mot dellohted.

(top Uldbam St.),/
(facing  Seifridp="a), W.1.

BE WELL PERMANENTLY.

Y OU can revel in the delight ct buoyant bealth 365 days in
blood "ftream and ented

London  Showrooms: 47, Duke Street

every year. With a pure conZen!
nerves you can enjoy the very spice of hvn 3 Yuu.!l-b
disease and every condition which mal a burden. With-

out medicine, exercises, or food fads, "'I'Ill m OF LIFE”
tells how to get well and keep well, how you can

and keep young all the time. p.c. to-day for free copy
Mr. 8. M. SCOTT, 47, Huddlestone Road, London, N.W.2

Are You Deaf?

If s0, you can be relieved by using

WILSON'S COMMON - SENSE EAR - DRUMS

A new scientific invention, entirely different in constrnction
from all other |uuw. when all other devices
lllmixlwlumnliel They
wmluruhlu‘M-nlmnnl»le have no wire or stris

Witk you Pa

n tl
Witson Ear-Drum Co.Zriish e Fiace. ki
DO YOU FLUSH OR GO PALE?

o6 NERVOUS?

YOuU

You need not ¢ outlnuﬂn&u through life handk with such

wretc! hml i lll rvo\u Tlmldlw hfulness,
‘onsciousness, S| ce, Insomn

ete. Y II can n\ln youmllln 'ld“l hy-' d ple home

method. No harmful drugs, nlnll-"

Cure for either sex. Full particulars will bo ent FRER privately
if you write mentioning Straxp Macazive.
8. M. D, 12, All Saints Road, 8t. Annes-on-Sea

I SELL SUEDE LEATHER IN
ALL COLOURS AT 11d.Sq. Ft.
LADIES ! SAVE MONEY,
and make your own reliable
Cloves, Hats, Dorothy Bags,
Chair Covers, etc.

Send 2d. stamped addressed envelope

for a full set of Beautiful Patterns.

CATT, Leather Merchant, NORTHAMPTON.

Removes all disease

Delighted with
(cxtimonialy received  Tear
you to get a
Tasitation ever ter

lT PAYS TO BE TALL.
ot people are snubbed and mrlookad Bymy

simple private method you cai

b inches to your height, vmhomvhlm

without ap tus. No risk or strain. l-ull

particulars free if you write at once

tion Strand ,Ila{nuu (Septcmbn). Addra

S. M. EDng*l'ﬂ 51, Church Street, South

ore,

CLOTH BY MAIL.

There i no faer cloth made than Huddersfield Belid
Wo SBTEDS. Beautiful shndu-ndnuinu alwvaye laok
uurt, nad never wearout. Tt TERty Gord SR A I
D wilt ria 6w & FREE rabec o1 ttteran éroms which
can make sour chojce. Aug lensth cut. Sbedal ranges of ‘
Tom Chatia e spplication.’ Waita todiy 10
THE WEST RIDING WOOLLEN CO. |
1032, Cloth Hall Excbande, HUDDERSPIELD.

Notwithstanding the vast inde {n connection with the
cure of rupture x,.. rn nee proves that the

SALMON onY Patent BALL AND

SOCKET TRUSSES

arc atfll unsppraachable in umdrm—y for ail cnses of Hernla, and
"\“nl-‘)" st ll "‘Ln wmt (011 Adence throughout: the

%o fumous fur over 100

Those vu—-rlm; nnynthu lunu ol Tru.n, !thllour“pb
ruses, are luvlted to write today and prove for themselves the

aniavesuteriorityof the Saimon Ody Patent Hall and Sucket Truss.

PARTICULARS POST FREE.

SALMON ODY, Ltd,, 7, New Oxford St., W.C.

instantly kills all nits and vermin
in the hair, and is pleasant in use.
Mothers will find this un:’u:xllcd
for kecping the children’s hair
in a clean and healthy condition,

In 4d., 8d., & 1/3 sizes

RANKIN & CO.




THE STRAND MWAGAZINE. 59

TO GET THIN QUICKLY

adopt this Rapid French Home Treatment.
CLARK’S REDUCING BATHS.

O ladies who wish to regain girlish slightness and willowy
Tgrncc quickly and without fatigue, this Special Offer is
made of a Complete Home Treatment comprising 12
Packets of Clark's Thiooiog Bath Salts, 14/6, and a large
pot of Clark’s Reducing Paste, 5/9, for 20/- only. post free.
To every lady ordering will be presented QUIT a
2/9 Bottle of Laxative Thinning Pastilles. If you would
regain the true beauty of a slim figure, write to-day to the
address below, sending 20/- only for ALL THREE UIRE.-
PARATIONS. Clark's Thinning Bath Salts are delightfully
perfumed and wonderfully refreshing.

HEPPELL'S, Chemists, 164, Piccadilly, London, W.1

0/
AP |
\/
»

2/

¥

Trlm and Shm Ankles

o ensired |
CLARK'S REDUCIRG PASTE.

Results guaranteed.

PERSPIRATION

THAT BANE
| — OF THE ACTIVE WOMAN —
Can be naturally reduced and robbed of all
its_unpleasantnesses by the regular use of

“ Poudre de Santé.”
“ Poudre de Santé:’

Fitted with Registered ~ Maiturnus " Band.
es normal appearance & absolute comfort.

na
dinary

of receipi.

1. Carriage

is a delightful and
hygienic Toilet Powder whichinstantly destroys
the acrid odour of perspiration, and, used regu-
larly, will permanently correct the lax conditions
of the skin which give rise to it.

|
‘ Write to Marshall & Co., 70a, Basinghall Street,

London, E.C.2, for FREE DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET,

YYHING BABY WANTS FROM BIRTH
= or order a trial box, 2/9 post free.

post fres from Manageress.

IT"S THE
CREAMIEST

I’osie
“45% Clarks

© : Packets, 9
| : Small Packets,
LR 14d.. 1d.

b '\‘Qnrmlc.

mS thes
Cane.V
pparatus, bpmmn wheels

S
il of squust

and other vsefol ﬁfnngs

illow, Rush, also small ~=~

ions. Post ffee from The

) LEICESTER

(ream (ustard




Begin the day by using the
) Sp(a
The Ideal Boon {o Health,
POR'I‘ABI.E SHOWER BATH

6o THE STRAIVD

MAG. 4/[’\’E

t and conyenien!
m c arminy lh-du
designs,  this

CUB}
Tea-pot

pours ectly, with-
y out risk of ipping.
V/dagA sttt
o 11’6 S5

will fit an lue bath mp—ruum! or oval gto

get out of order—an be carried in your hohday or

week-end bag—ideal for your rub down i the morning

—after your Salt water bathe—your strenuous dJY

play—or  your work.—Highly recommended by

octors for both men and wemen.

POST YOUR

ORDER

for the

JoySprt
Complete Outfit

TO-DAY.
PRICE

35/.

Post Free in UK.

ILLUSTRATED
BOOKLET
sent on request.
Money willingly
refunded if not
satisfied,

@_@‘ Portable Bath Shower

Outfit comprises rubber Spray Brush, havine 595 hoies;

st feet of Mighgade flexible red sulber tubing:

cirenlar nickel-finished Shampoo Kose: conbination

rubber nossles, for attacking e hot and cold taps.

Obdtainable lvom all Stores, Chemists, stc., or direct trom
e sole manufacturers—

@_@‘ Bath Shower Co., Ltd.
Dept. B8.MJ,

Imperial Bldgs, Ludgate Circus, London,E.C.4.

Tyads Enguiries Tnvited
ARE YOU

BUW LEGS. 25w-i<caeo:

¥ o 18 B0 beed 10 wurry
ot T foe it “Sou wear ha
B.L. " 'Kppitance Grhich acte i
every way ke an onlinary gurter)
nou one rxcept {oun«xll will know gou
are low-lrgg Frum the moment
you commence to wear this appliance

How.legs are a detriment to business.

*poil  your l"l wre, and are s

nuisance nhways.

Thin I»!U\lous apblinnce will make

Yauappenr striig ity |.~n-~| for ¥ e
USERB W

ILL HANG

Eary to put on. eaxs to take off.
Hmuln‘l! of Tulhnullull Wk,

Without,
Write for Hinatrated Hook'rt 15.31) FREE, and eent under corer, to

THE B.L. APPLIANCE CO,,

Saffron House, Charterhouse Street, London, E.C.L.

Robt. Johnson & Co. (Leicester), Ltd.,
(Dept. S.), L d Road, Lei

DIABETES

-md helpful d.z«
in_three gra “ No.
“Strict Diet. for nmnle-
and particulars to—

CHELTINE & MANHU FOODS CO., CHELTENHAM.

LADIES FIELD
FASHIONS

Exclusive J’tyles
eee«--Monthly One Shiling------

No more
Facial Eczema

Are  you suffering  from
eczema, either on face, neck,
or behind your ears? If so,
what you want to know is
how to get rid of your trouble
once and for all. To do this
you must use Antexema,
which cures after all else has
failed. The instant Antexema
tsuches the irritated spot all
itching disappears, and soon
your skin illness is for ever
ended.  Pimples. bad legs,
bad hands, scalp troubles,
cczema, and all other skin ail-
ments are cured by Antexema
It is not an ointment, but a
creamy liquid, and is invisible
on the skin when applied.

Get Antexema
To-day

All chemists and stores, also Boots',
Lewis & Burrows’. Taylor's Drug
Co. Timithy White's, and Parke’s
supply Amexema at 3/~ and &3,
the larger size being the more eco-
nomical; or direct post free Y- and 16 from  Antexeni,
Caslle Lalnnml}, Londou, N.W.i. Also throughout India,
Austraiasia, Canada, Africa, and Europe.

For lhe most v
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WHY SUFFER

miseries through
Neurasthenia, Morbid Fears, Neuritis or Neuraigia,
Chronio Castritls, Chronioc GColitis, Chronic Cout,
Chronio Rheumatism, Diabetes. Craves’ Dieease,
Chronio Plles, Chronic Asthma, Chronio Bronchitis,
Chronio Eozema, Acne, and other Chronlo Heart,
Lung, Nerve, 8kin, Digestive, Urio Aoid, Kidney,
Bladder and Prostate Troubles, when gentle, simple,

yet thoroughly reliable

SYSTEMATIC TREATMENT

might _quickly relieve and surely cure these Chronic

Maladies ? If you have taken the usual prescriptions,

tried many patent medicines, and are still uncured, order
at once and read without delay

“EVERYDAY
- CHRONIGC
MALADIES"

Their Causes, Course, and Cure,
By MAURICE ERNEST, LL.D.,
Homaopathic Consultant.

Nearly soc wﬁﬁzlll!::.mm 2/_

The_author, Ur‘ Mawive Jirnest, of 83, Cromwell
Road, London, is an unorthodox medical man who has
given more thought to, and thanks to his lary (ge prlcuce
gained more experience in, the treatment of Evu{m
Chronic Mualadies than_any living authority. His z
will show you how Systematic Treatment can cure
almost any Chronic Ailment. ‘I'housands of Chronic
Sufferers hwe benefited by' Everyiday Chronic Maladies."

8end at onoe 2/~ (Postal Oulu or Stamps) to the Pub-
lishers, M. A. ADAM & 00., New Oxford Street,
London, W.C.4, and the boo & arrive, post free, by
return ; or order it at the bookstall.

MAXALDING

Creates Steady Nerves
- backed up by
Strength and Stamina.

A trio of important questions—
Are you absolutely self-contident
Is your healih all ibat you desire?
I5 your physigue comparable to that

the ‘genlleman who is shown
Moxalding _in the accompanying
illustration ?

If you cannot answer all the aliov
querieswithan unqualified affirmative
it will pay you to learn more about
Maxalding, which bas been called

Lconomy and Efficiency in Exercise.
thousands of people of both sexes & all ages all over the world
aveeradicated functional disorders & secured splendid physiques

BY CORRESPONDENCE.

Please send particulars of your case by letter, or by underlining
requirements on the coupon,

Alfred M. Suldo, MAXALDING,
7D, Cranbourn Chambers, Leicester Square, London, Eng.
By return you will receive a copy of ** Max:]dlng, the booklet
explanatory of the method, and Mr. Saldo’s opinion upon your

own case, free of any cost or obligation.

(1) 1 desire to Nervous *
: Devility, Neurasthenia, Insomnia, Rhewumatism, Susceplt

. bdaj to Colds, ka Lunql. Sluwuh Liver, Obaity, De-

+ pression, Lammor eak Stomach, Bili

+ (2) I desireto uu-wm my l\crrow Energy.
(I;) I desire to secure
evelopment.

1 Name .

Great Strength aud Muscular

TOBAGGO HABIT |

CONQUERED IN 3 DAYS.

| offer agenuine guaranteed Remedy
for 1obacco or sauff habit in 72 hours.
[t is mild, pleasant. strengthening.
Overcome that peculiar nervousnses
and craving for olgarettes, cigars,
plpe, ohewing tobaooo, or snuff;
they are polonous and seriousl
njurfous to heatth, causing suc
jisorders as nervous dyspepsia, elseg-
issenees, gas beiching, gnawing, or

other  uncomfortable  sensation in
stomach; constipation, headache,
weak eyes, loes of vigour, red spote
on skin, throat Irritation, asthma, bronohitle, heart
rnllurn. lung trouble, catarrh, mnlanohnlv. neurastheuia,

impotency, loss of memory and_will powsr, impure (poisened)

blood. rheumatism, lumbago, sciatica, neuritis,

heartburn, Kurpldllvcr.lou of appetite, bad
don it,
way B w eliminate the niocotine polson
Also 8ecret Method for c onquering }!xhu in
Bon't delay.

teeth, foul breath, enervation, lassitude, lack
from the system, strengthen the weakened,
ariother without hle knowledge.
Edw. J. Woods, Ltd., 167, Strand (353 T.D.F.),London, W.C.2.

tolacca or snuff babit by merely stopping—
do The gentle, safe, agrecable

FREE Book tells all about the wonderful

SEGRET mm days' method. liiexpensive, reliable.

of ambition, falling out of bair, baldness, and
v other disorders. uneafe and
uring to attempt to cure yourself of
irritated membranes and nerves, and genuinely
overcomue the craving.  You can give up_tobacco and enjuy
yourself a thousand times berer, while feeling in robust healsh,
My
ticulars. in:liding my Book on Tobacco and
abit, sent in plain wrapper
show it to others. Write today.

STAMMEHING

1 may have ni e for o
nunl %:nu umy hn;r ll" the q\g\lltlen that nnkL one
A successf ut because you stammer

ve your worth.

you naver gat s chanoe to prore

duy u,n,m-. By a very simple nnu home method you ca ly
rcome pour Slammes or Stut Full particulars will be sent free

DTiTacely If you wrke s caos end mention Sbawd 3l ages

D. M. Burton, 27a, The 8quare, St. Annes-on-Sea

WISE WEDLOCK

This new volume by Dr. (. Cuurtenay Beale is
full of sane, sober information with an entire
absence of the frivolity and unnecessary erotism
which some nuthorl exp]on whun writing upen
Enquiries
which reach us through the articles on Birth
Control, published in our 6d. monthly magazine,
“Health and Efficiency.” prove that therv iy
a very urgent need for plain, straightforward

nnswers to questions that trouble 9% of married
couples. his demand has been filled by
WISE WEDLOCK 6/9 3

[t is a most necessary bowk for every man and woman
of mature age and should be read very carefully by
those about to Le married. It answers every question
iikely’ to worry man or wife. It will save much
misunderstanding and promme very considerable
lappinces. The price includes a copy of * Health
mm hﬂhlmcy. the only journul in the Engllsh
for Health,

with
Purity, and Phylicn] Culture.
8end your cheque or P.O. for 6. 8d. to—

HEALTH PROMOTION, LTD., Dept. 39,

19/21, LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, E.C.4.
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THE CHRONICLES
OF JIM MAITLAND

BY

“SAPPER”

OTHER CONTRIBUTORS:

BARRY PAIN
EDMUND - SNELL
L J. BEESTON
AUSTIN FREEMAN

SPECIAL ARTICLES :

THE IMP IN THE RADIO BOX.

SALVING THE LAURENTIC'S
TREASURE.

PEARSON'S MAGAZINE

ON SALE SEPT. 1st. PRICE 1/-

[ e e e T ]
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nnnnn ed by THe Newxes & Pm\rksusrl’;mirmu Co.. Lro.. N. Kensington, for the Proprietors, Georie Nuwses, Ltp.



The new Golden Chairman
i Cikarelles are cxceptionally §
i good_113d. for 20,6 Jor 10 :

In 1 and 2oz lead packets
and in larger uns of 4, 8,
and 16 oz. at 1/1 the oz
in all sizes by good class
tobacconists.

Chairman

does not rely on a pre-war
reputation but on its present day
merits . . . there is no finer tobacco.
Cool to the tongue, pleasant to the taste,

and witha fragrance that 1s as unusual asit
Is attractive . . . it pleases with every pipe.

To pay more than its price is to gain nothing :
to pay less is to lose much.

It is of a flavour and strength that suits most men ;
but for those who want the same blend in a milder
form it is called BOARDMAN'S, and in a stronger
form, RECORDER.

One or another of these will suit the taste of practically
every smoker to whom a fine mixture appeals.

R L. LEA, LTD. SOUTH REDDISH STOCKPORT.
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’ r“Smart Fresh Shades
which Charm the Eye. |

| WINK appeals toevery |
! femininemind,youngor
{ old; all appreciate the
| dainty freshness that Twink
| givestothe materials it dyes.

Twinkwillrenew yourfaded i
frocks of last year. Blouses, |
jumpers, sports coats are
made like new with these
bright dye flakes. Then |
| curtains, cushion covers,
table-cloths and chintzes can §
all be made bright and fresh
with Twink

Yhese ara the 24 beautiful shades of Twink:— |

Navy Blue Tabac Brown GNy
Light Navy Doffadil'Yetiow Hiac
Soxe Blue 0td Goid Royul Riue
N Shell Pink Gruss Grewn Lale Bive
5 | Old Rose Reseda Saimon Pink
: Rust Red Bl f;lac Jade, Greew
HA THE § Geranium Re 'ime T anllcrine
Tt U HEARD THE Nigger Brown Purpie Piiiar Box Red

Comprising the latest Fox Trot d
wnd Waks, torether. with &
amlimt l’o::-d- ler:“h ] ERICE 72 PR SASENS
0"" r p Y. pzl”r"gu_ | Of all Chemists, Grocers, Stares, Qilmen, Chandlers, ele. |
estral p-:—n oaned on request.
Fm L[-_VER BROS. LTD., :wf'f:f;a BROTHERS LIMITED. PORT SUNLIGHT
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