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J  enmfer held the single square-cut stone from her engagement 
"  finger out to him, saying : “ You have your choice,saying : "  You have your 

Nigel. Either no Brooklands, or no me ”
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I l l u s t r a t e d  by W I L T O N  W I L L I A M S

U T  you  can ’t  m ean that, Jennifer. 
Y o u ’re not serious.”

‘ ‘ I do m ean it. A nd I ’ve  never 
been more serious in m y life,

N igel.”
' A fter being engaged to  m e for three

years. A fte r prom ising, only last n ight------ ”
N ever mind last n ight.”  Jennifer 

T ren t did not blush. M eadingbury girls 
rarely  do. “  T h a t ’s g o t nothing to  do w ith  
it. Y o u  can ’t  have yo u r own w a y  abou t 
everything, N ig e l.”

” N either can you, if it  com es to th a t.”
" I only w an t m y w ay  abou t one th in g.”
* Arid supposing I w on ’t  give  it  you  ? ”

“  W h y, then, you m ust take th e  con
sequences, m y dear.”  A nd Jennifer T ren t's  
eyes, dark under their dark brows, began 
to smoulder ; w hile her fu ll lips drew  to  their 
stubborhest line ; and the thum b and 
forefinger of her right hand fidgeted, suddenly, 
towards the th ird  finger of her left.

” I ’ve  never been more serious in m y life ,”  
she repeated. " A t  yo u r age, a m an ought 
to have more sense than  to  risk  breaking 
his neck ju st for the sake of getting, a  th r ill.”  

’ T h a t isn ’t  w h y I do it. A n d  besides, 
there isn ’t  a n y  risk .”

Vol. lx x x ii .—1 6 .

”  Oh, n o.”  T h e voice w as sarcastic.
”  N o t if one knows the gam e.”
“ G am e, you call i t .”
A nd a t  th a t N igel W e stm aco tt’s blue eyes 

also began to  smoulder, and the pale lashes 
over them  to  tw itch.

It  had often am used Jennifer to  see him  
in this mood, an gry  w ith  a  queer tigerish 
anger which seem ed to  m ake even  the little  
blond m oustache bristle. B u t  this afternoon 
his tem per only added to his offence.

" A re n ’t  you being rather unreason
able  ? ”  he w en t on. ” Y o u ’v e  never ta k e n , 
up this a ttitu d e  before. A nd I ’ve  been 
racing cars ever since we first knew  each 
other.”

“ A ll the more reason,”  countered Jennifer,
” for you  to  oblige m e b y  g iv in g  it  up n ow .”

B u t, dam n it, darling------ ”
“  Y o u  needn’t  sw ear a t  a  girl------•”
“  Y o u ’d m ake a n y  man swear. D o  you 

th in k I ’m going to  scratch now, ten 
days before the E a ster M eeting ? D o you 
im agine I ’m going to  give up the whole 
season, the D ouble T w elve, the T .T ., L e
Mans, M ontlhery------ ”

“  M eaning th a t y o u ’d rather give m e up, 
Nigel ? ”

Copyright, 1931, by Gilbert Frankau.



I didn ’t  sa y  so .”
“  Y o u  im plied it, th o u g h .”  A nd Jennifer 

Trent, th e  th u m b and forefinger o f her righ t 
hand a lread y tw istin g a t  her engagem ent 
ring, rose from  th e  sofa on w hich------

B u t she w asn’t  going to  rem em ber how 
m any tim es N igel had kissed her on th a t 
particular sofa. M arriage w asn ’t  ju st  kissing, 
an yw ay. A  w ife  o ugh t to  h ave  certain  
rights. A nd one o f those righ ts w as peace 
of mind.

"  A  fa t  lot o f peace o f m ind I 'd  h a v e ,” 
she thought, “  m arried to a  speed-m aniac. 
U nreasonable, indeed. W hen I ’ve  p u t 
up w ith  i t  for three years. Scared a ll the 
tim e. A nd n ever lettin g  on th a t I w as 
scared.”

A loud, for she w.is that kind of young 
wom an, she said, “  A nd you  n eedn’t  th in k  
I ’m frightened o f yo u r tem per, because I ’ m 
n o t.”

A s she spoke he, too, rose ; and a  ra y  o f 
cold sunshine, slan ting in on them  throu gh 
the big French w indow s of th e  M eadingbury 
drawing-room , showed him her fu ll a ttra c
tions— the ta ll slender shape of her, the 
broad w hite  forehead, the so ft and d a rk ly  
curling m ass of her hair.

L o v e ly  hair, she had. A nd a  lo ve ly  
mouth. A nd th e  loveliest, so ftest hands. 
B u t  he, N igel W estm aco tt, w asn 't going to  
p u t the wheel of his w hole life  into a n y  girl's 
hands. I f  she w an ted to  boss him  like  
this— if th is w as a ll th a t a  three-year 
engagem ent, and last n igh t’s definite p ro
mise, m ean t to  her— if she re a lly  intended 
to  g iv e  him  b a ck  th a t diam ond . . .

“  I ’m n o t in the least frigh ten ed ,”  she 
repeated ; and, tw istin g  the single square- 
cu t stone from  her engagem ent finger, held 
it  o u t to him , saying, " Y o u  h a ve  yo u r choice, 
N igel. E ith er no Brooklands, or no m e.”

H e had m ade his choice ; and she, Jennifer 
Trent, w asn ’t  sorry abou t it. She d idn ’t  
rea lly  lo ve  N igel W estm aco tt. N o girl in 
her senses could re a lly  lo ve  anyon e so 
u tter ly  selfish, so co m p lete ly  pig-headed as 
N igel W estm aco tt. A nd to  th in k  th a t sh e ’d 
w asted three of the b est years of her fife  
over the man, to  th in k of a ll the fun  sh e ’d 
missed, to  th in k  how  slo pp y sh e ’d let 
herself be !

“  B u t  I ’m n ot going to  b e  slo pp y any 
m ore,”  decided Jennifer— and w en t up
stairs to b ath e  her eyes.

H er eyes, exam ined in th e  bath-room  
mirror, looked absu rdly  m oist. She attended  
to  them , attended to  the rest o f her com 
plexion, p u t on a  hat, to o k  a  stick , and 
joined her m other in th e  garden.

"  Isn ’t  N igel stay in g  fo r  dinner ? ”  asked 
her m other, b u sy  am ong th e  rose-bushes. 
“  I  th ough t I heard his car go off ju st 
now .”
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“  So y o u  d id ,”  answ ered Jen nifer— and 

held o u t her le ft  hand.
"  W ell, you  kn ow  yo u r own m ind best, I 

e x p e c t,”  said M rs. T re n t a  little  later.
“  I  should hope so ,”  retorted  Mrs. T re n t ’s 

o n ly  d augh ter ; and set out for a  w alk .
B y  then, the cold sun w as a lread y setting 

o ve r M eadin gbury ; and as she turned o u t 
of th e  A venu e tow ards T om  R o d n ey's 
big house and the com m on beyond it, rain 
threaten ed from  th e  A p ril sky.

"  B e a stly  w in ter w e ’ve  h a d ,”  she thought.
B e a s tly  spring, too. E v e ry th in g ’s rather 

b e a stly  in M eadin gbu ry.”  A n d  so thinking, 
heard herself accosted ; looked round to 
recognize B a sil Toogood, also on foot and 
alone.

A t  tw en ty-on e— he w as com m on ly known 
as "  th e  public danger ”  in M eadingbury—  
Jennifer had v e ry  n early  succum bed to  the 
attractio n s o f B asil T oogood, w ho still 
flirted w ith  her (he p layed  golf, also, b u t 
on ly  in his spare tim e, so to  speak), w hen
ever the o p p o rtu n ity  arose.

H e began flirta tio u sly  now  ; and alth ough 
she snubbed him  as of old, Jen nifer could not 
help  adm iring his technique, a n icely 
balanced blend of eagerness and insolence. 
H e w as handsom e, too— m uch b e tte r
looking, rea lly , than N igel. T aller. Slim 
m er. A n d  w ith  ever so m uch nicer hands.

"  A nd how  is th e  dashing fiance  ? ”  he 
asked, a fte r  a  w hile. “  S a tis fa cto ry  ? O ne 
can o n ly  presum e so— from  th e  duration  
of yo u r engagem ent to  him . L e t ’s see, 
how  lon g is i t  since you and I used to  go 
o u t dancing to geth er ? ”

“  B u t did we ever do th a t  ? ”  retorted  an 
artless Jennifer. “  I f  so, I ’v e  forgotten  i t . ”

“  T hen, o f course, w e d id n ’t , ”  "he 
countered. “  A nd it  m ust h a ve  been some 
other girl I used to  drive  hom e.”

W h ich  w as fun  ; an d  s t ill  more fun when 
he asked her, sem i-sententiously, “  W h a t 
abou t com ing along to  the C lu b for a  co ck 
t a i l ; or d o n ’t  you  th in k  an engaged girl 
o ugh t to  be seen alone w ith  me ? ”

E sp ecia lly  fun — th o u g h t Jennifer— if
N igel, w ho w as also a  m em ber, though n ot 
a  M eadin gburyite, should happen to  be a t 
the C lub, too.

ME A N W H I L E , N igel W estm aco tt, s izz 
ling b a ck  to  L ondon a t  a  fa t 
sev en ty  in his low , red M arotti, w as 

not finding life  a n y  fun a t  all.
Jennifer— he decided, as he c u t  round a 

slow  flivver, a  pantechnicon, and a Green 
Lin e char-a-bancs— w as a  self-w illed  little  
pig. B e  dam ned, therefore, if he w anted to 
m arry her.

“  G obble  m e u p ,”  con tin ued his decision. 
“  T h a t ’s w h at sh e ’d do. Sh ou ld n ’t  be able 
to ca ll m y soul m y o w n .”

-Molehills
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B ack a t his flat, how ever, w ith the car 

garaged, and his servan t out, and nothing 
arranged for the evening, he fell to  thin kin g 
about “  the old sofa in M eadingbury ”  as 
th e y  had been w ont, jestin g ly , to  ca ll it, 
and Jen nifer’s good-night kisses, and the 
plans th e y  had m ade— o n ly  y esterd ay— for 
a home of their own.

I t e m : fum blin g in his p o cket fo r his
tobacco-pouch, his fingers encountered some 
hard, foreign substance, w hich he recognized 
w ith a shock for the returned engagem ent
ring.

A t w hich, he swore roundly, locked 
“  the b linking stone ”  a w a y  in the draw er 
of his desk, and w ent o u t to dine a t  his 
club— where the average man of fo rty , 
faced w ith  a  sim ilar situation, m ight have 
been excused for in dulgin g in “  tw o over 
the odds,”  b u t where N igel W estm aco tt, 
his new Clem onda already handicapped down 
to fifty  seconds in the E a ster M ountain 
Speed H andicap, o n ly  dran k one cocktail, 
subsequently drowned in a  fluid highly 
satisfactory  for the filling o f radiators, but 
som ew hat in adequate for the solace of men 
in love.

So low ering, indeed, w as the effect of 
this radiator-filling fluid th a t N igel W estm a
co tt h ard ly  slep t a  w ink on i t ; and, w akin g 
a t the un earth ly hour of s ix-th irty , he 
sm oked furiously till  breakfast, thinking, 
“  There m ay be a  le tte r from  her. Tt m ay 
be a ll r ig h t.”

T h e postm an, how ever, brought on ly  
bills ; for all of w'hich— no m an in love 
being quite responsible for his actions—  
W estm acott w rote out im m ediate cheques, 
and so departed to  th e  C ity , w here he 
snapped a t his tea-broking partner, “  Sorry 
I can ’t  give  you a lif t  b a ck  from  M eading
bury on Sun day night. I ’m spending this 
week-end in T o w n .”

T he w hich he did, in some loneliness—  
altern ately  w ondering how  long it  w ould take  
Jennifer to  “  com e to h eel,”  and w h at sort 
of a cow ard he w ould feel if  he g a v e  up 
m otor-racing.

F or N igel W estm acott, though you w ould 
never have guessed it  from  his w ords or 
his appearance, w as the kind o f m an— either 
very brave or v e ry  foolish, according to  the 
w ay you look a t it— w ho wins the V icto ria  
Cross through being m ore afraid for his 
va n ity  than for his skin.

B u t this is a  tra it in the m asculine 
character w hich o n ly  the rarest o f m aidens 
should be expected  to understand.

T H E R E  was nothing- rare, o f course—  
excep t in N igel W e stm a co tt’s im agi
nation— abou t Jen nifer T ren t. She 

.was ju st a  M eadingbury g i r l ; anxious, 
Though in no p articular hurry, for th e  fate

of a ll good M eadingbury girls, m arriage. 
A fte r  w hich, she w ould “  se ttle  d o w n .”

S ettlin g  down, how ever, h avin g been 
m om entarily  postponed, both in stin ct and 
v a n ity  urged her to  find an a ltern ative. 
And since th e  a ltern ative , prop erly  flaunted, 
m igh t e ven tu a lly  “  teach  N igel th a t he 
w asn ’t  the o n ly  p ebble  on th e  beach ,”  she 
did n ot disdain th e  first one to  hand— in 
the person o f B a sil Toogood, to  w hom  she 
confided, a fter w aitin g  tw o d ays for a  letter 
or a t least a  telephone-cad from  N igel, th a t 
her engagem ent had been broken off “  for 
keep s.”

A n d  w hether or no B asil T oogood believed 
this is im m aterial, since he— as he confided 
in return  and in stan ter— w as n o t a  m arrying 
man.

“  C an ’t  afford it, for one th in g ,”  confided 
B asil. “  D o n ’t  b elieve in it, fo r another. 
Though I m ust sa y  I lik e  a  sp ot of p ettin g 
o cca sio n a lly .”

“  Is th a t so ? ”  asked Jennifer, and on 
T u esd ay  n igh t w en t dancing w ith  him, not 
a t  th e  C lub, b u t in Tow n.

She stayed  the n igh t in T ow n, too, w ith 
her A u n t Louisa, who said, “  T h a t w as a 
very  presen table  youn g m an, m y dear. B u t, 
on th e  whole, I th in k I prefer Captain  
W estm aco tt, A re you sure y o u ’ve done the 
wise thin g in breaking off yo u r engage
m ent ? ”

“  O f course I ’m  sure,”  retorted  Jennifer—  
wondering, nevertheless, w h y, despite three 
glasses of cham pagne, and the fa c t  th a t the 
sofa in  A u n t's  draw ing-room  w as m ore than 
big enough for tw o, she should h a ve  insisted 
on B a s il’s ta k in g  one o f th e  arm chairs 
w hen he cam e in for th a t last w hisky-and- 
soda ; and w h y she should n o t h a v e ’ got 
even the fa in test pre-engagem ent k ick  out 
of his “  H ang it  a ll, you  m igh t a t  least let 
a  m an kiss you good n ig h t.”

She w ondered, too, packing her suit-case 
for th e  return to  M eadingbury, w hat on 
earth could h a v e  induced her to  bring 
N ige l’s photograph, deciding, as th e y  passed 
the A ce of Spades in B a s il’s w oolly  littie  
tw o-seater, “  H ab it, I exp ect. A fte r  all, 
three years is a  long tim e. A nd I ’m nearly 
tw en ty-five. And a t  tw en ty-five  one ca n ’t  
e xp ect to  ge t q u ite  th e  sam e kick  out of 
men w an tin g  to  kiss one a fter d ances.”

A n d  how  ro tten ly  B asil Toogood drove !
H e drove her back to  th e  house ; and she 

fe lt  bound to  in v ite  him  in fo r a  glass of 
sherry. T h e parlourm aid, asked if  there 
were a n y  letters fo r her, said : “  N othing at 
all, M iss.”  B asil, drinking his sherry, 
asked her when th e y  w ere goin g to  m eet 
again  :—

“  W h a t abou t to-m orrow  ? ”
“  N o. I ’m p lay in g  tennis to-m orrow .”
”  F rid a y , then  ? ”
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"  B u t  i t ’s Good F rid a y .”
“  So it  is. E a ste r and a ll th a t. I ’d clean  

forgotten. S a tu rd a y ’ll be a ll righ t, though. 
H ow  abou t running dow n to  B righ to n  ? ”  

“  I ’ll  le t  you  kn o w ,”  prom ised Jen n ifer ; 
b u t T h u rsd ay n igh t found h er s t ill  undecided 
— and closer th an  ever to  tears.

I t  w as such a  h e a v en ly  n igh t— she 
thought, as she w en t up to  her bedroom . 
Spring seemed re a lly  to  h a ve  arrived .

“ TJullo ”  said Jennifer, 
offering her hand, 

come and see

P a rtin g  th e  curtain s, lo okin g dow n into 
th e  garden, she could  ju st see th e  first 
daffodils, glim m ering lik e  t in y  yellow  stars 
in th e  radiance fro m  her m o th er’s w indow . 
A n d  th e  M artin d ale ’s, n e x t  door, s till had 
th e ir  w ireless on. “  G o hom e and te ll yo u r
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smiling at him, but not 
“ We thought we'd 
you race.”

m other,”  th e  w ireless began  to  p lay , “  th a t 
y o u ’re  going to  belon g to  m e.”

W hereupon Jen nifer T ren t fe lt  th e  tears 
so close behind her d a rk  eyes th a t  she had 
to repeat th e  w ord “  S lo p p y  ”  w ith  appro
priate self-recrim inations three tim es before

g e ttin g  in to  bed, and again  w hen she woke, 
rem inding herself th a t she re a lly  m ust let 
B a sil Toogood know  som ething abou t 
S atu rd ay.

B u t  th e  m ore Jen nifer T ren t thought 
a b ou t running dow n to  B righ ton  w ith  B asil 
T oogood on E a ste r  S a tu rd a y, th e  less it  
appealed  to  her. A n d  if o n ly  she’d had a  
ca r of her own, sh e ’d never even  h ave  
bothered to  ring him  up.



tn  fact, she’d as good as decided not to  
ring him up w hen th e  th o u g h t cam e to  her, 
“  I believe  h e ’s a  m em ber. I m ay  as w ell 
m ake certain .”

A nd, certain, she did  a  v e r y  strange th in g 
for M eadingbury, w hich is m ore fa ith fu l in 
its attendan ce a t  its  picture-house than  a t  
church.

N IG E L  W E S T M A C G T T  did  n o t attend  
d ivin e  service on  G ood F rid a y . H e 
spent m ost o f th a t d a y  w ith  his 

p artn er’s fam ily , w ho did n ot find him  
m uch of a  g u e s t ; and, w oken ea r ly  n ex t 
m orning to  the news, "  I t  looks a  b it like  
rain, sir,”  re-experienced certain  sensations 
w ith  w hich he had been a ll too  fam iliar 
betw een the ages o f tw en ty-th ree  and 
tw en ty-six .

T rack-racin g on a  d ry  d a y  w as a  good 
enough test for a n y  fe llo w ’s p ost-w ar nerves. 
B u t on a  w et one, i t  w as "  ju st a  b it too 
steep .”

B reakfasting, in  plus fours, his im agin a
tion  p ictured the tw o  turns on "  T h e 
M ountain ” — th e banked one under the 
M em bers’ Bridge, the flat hair-pin a t  th e  
F ork  ; and, p icturing them  both deluged, 
he had th e  im pulse to  scratch.

A t  w hich m om ent, how ever, his eyes 
happened to  ligh t on Jen n ifer’s photograph, 
still queening it  beside th e  case w hich held 
his war-m edals— and th e  im pulse passed 
suddenly as it  had com e.

L e t it  p elt. H e ’d race ju s t  th e  sam e. 
O ne w asn ’t  going to  be bossed b y  Jennifer. 
No, b y  Jove. A n y  more than  one w as 
going to  adm it, even to  o n e ’s own 
m ost p riv ate  soul, th a t  one had '* w ind 
u p .”

"  H a ve n ’t  g o t wind up,”  decided N igel 
W estm aco tt. “  D on ’t  give  a  dam n for 
an ybody. M ean to  w in .”

In th a t, mood, and the red M arotti, no 
longer raceable, he set o u t fo r B rooklands. 
T h e rain appeared to  be holding off. 
M ounting P u tn e y  H ill, it  seem ed alm ost as 
though th e  sun w ere going to  shine before 
afternoon.

It  was early  yet, his road fa ir ly  clear. 
B u t once on the by-pass, obstacles hindered 
him, and he began to  chafe.

W h v the blazes w ere th e y  a lw a ys doing 
som ething or other to  this by-pass ? W h y 
h ad n ’t  th e y  laid  it  d ecen tly , m ade it  a 
decent size, to  start w ith ? H alted  by  a 
hulking youth w ith a  red stop-sign, he 
fum bled in th e  p ocket o f his leather coat 
for his pipe.

T h e pipe, l it  before he d rove  on, soothed 
him. H e started  to  ca lcu la te  his chances of 
winning w ith  th e  C lem onda ; decided them  
p retty  good. B u t  from  th a t, his th o u gh ts 
sw itched to  Jennifer, and he began to  wonder
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w h at she had been doin g w ith  herself since 
th e ir  quarrel.

T ill, w ondering, jea lo u sy  to o k  him  b e 
tw een  th e  eyes.

A t  th is  v e ry  m om ent, Jen nifer m igh t be 
w ith  som ebody else. A nd, dash it, he 
w ou ld n ’t  stan d  for her goin g a b ou t w ith  
a n y b o d y  else. I f  he m et her w ith  an yb o d y  
else, h e ’d h a v e  som ething to  sa y  abou t it. 
N o  rig h t ? P o ss ib ly  not. R ig h t or no 
right, though, h e ’d h a v e  som ething to  sa y  
a b o u t it.

P resen tly , how ever, th a t  m ood also 
passed. Jen nifer could  do w h at she liked. 
U nless— fain t hope 1—-she cam e to  heel 
o f her own accord, h e ’d done w ith  
her.

So deciding, he approached the course.
T h e sk y , though co m p lete ly  grey, still 

held a  vagu e prom ise of sunshine. Q uite  
possib ly, it  w ould b e  clear b y  lunch-tim e. 
Steerin g in a t  th e  M em bers’ entrance, 
N igel W e stm a co tt g a v e  th e  gate-m an  his 
ch eeriest good day.

H e drove  on, throu gh th e  tun nel under 
th e  great tra ck , to  th e  con crete  p ad d ock ; 
stab led  the M arotti ; found th e  facto ry  
m echanic sm oking b y  his green Clem onda 
under th e  card  w hich bore his nam e.

R ig h t and le ft o f him  n early  a ll the 
com partm en ts in th e  long, open shed were 
s t ill  em p ty. H e asked a question or tw o 
o f th e  m echanic ; assured him self th a t the 
C lem onda’s pum p-gland, w hich had given  
a  b it o f tro u ble  a t  p ractice, w as now  O .K . 
A lso— bein g p ern ick ety  a b o u t th em — he 
insisted  on testin g  his tyre-pressures ; and 
g a v e  orders to  change his plugs.

B y  then, o ther cars w ere arriv in g  ; and 
th e  shed, th e  w hole p add ock, began to  echo 
th e  noise of their exhausts.

O ne or tw o of his pals lounged o ver ; 
g a v e  him  “  Cheerio.”  A s usual, he found 
him self responding to  th e  atm osphere of 
th is  place, w hich recalled, fa in tly , the 
atm osphere o f his W ar-tim e mess.

E v e ry b o d y , how ever, decided th a t  rain 
w as certain  ; and th is annoyed him. B ecau se 
p erson ally  he held th e  opposite view . H e 
even had a b e t ab ou t th e  rain, w ith  “  old 
F issco ck ,”  whose new  P an th er was rum oured 
to  h ave  lapped the M ountain in fifty-six  
seconds— obvio u sly  a  lie, since th a t  worked 
o u t a t som ething lik e  seven ty-five  miles 
an hour, and all P an th ers were rotten  
cornerers.

T his b et m ade, he and “  old F issco ck ,” 
also know n as “  C ham pagne C h arlie ,” 
sauntered the few  y ard s to  the club-house, 
and upstairs to  th e  b a r ; w here N igel W e st
m acott, over ju st  one glass o f  sherry', 
offered to  la y  a n y  odds th a t  Cham pagne 
C h arlie ’s P an th er co u ld n ’t  la p  th e  M ountain 
in  one m in ute one, le t  alone fifty -s ix  seconds.

-Molehills
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A t  w hich e x a ct m om ent he heard a  voice 

to  w hich he to o k  an in sta n t dislike, say, 
“  T h is is th e  p riv ate  speakeasy, girl-friends 
also ad m itted ,”  and turnin g found him self 
face to  face w ith  B asil Toogood, w hom  he 
knew  o n ly  b y  sigh t (though a lso  b y  rep u ta
tion), and Jennifer, w ho sm iled a t  him  b u t 
did not offer her hand.

‘ 'H u llo ,”  said Jennifer. “ W e th ough t 
w e'd  com e and see you race. B asil Toogood 
— N igel W e stm aco tt.”

"  N asty-lookin g piece of w ork ,”  W est
m acott said to  him self, b are ly  ackn ow 
ledging the introduction  ; and th e  other, 
"  Suppose th is is w h at she m ade m e bring 
her here for. Looks like  being a jo lly  
afternoon, je ne psns.e p as.”

A loud he said, “  N ow  w e’ll h ave  a  look 
a t  the Control T ow er, J e n n y .”

And, “  Jenny, in deed,”  th o u g h t W est
m acott. “  T h a t  shows w h at a  bounder 
the fellow  is.”

B u t aloud he said nothing. T hough even 
through th e  sudden gu st o f his jealous 
tem per it  struck him as s lig h tly  queer th a t 
Jennifer, w ho had a lw a ys m ade som e excuse 
or other n ot to  see him  race, should have 
chosen th is p articu lar ju n ctu re  to  change 
her mind.

JE N N I F E R  T R E N T  and B asil T oogood 
took a  co ck ta il apiece before the fire 
in th e  m em bers’ room , and lunched 

early— neither o f  them , it  m ust be adm itted , 
spending a p leasan t hour.

T h e p ublic  danger of M eadin gbury did 
his best to be flirtatio u sly  e n te r ta in in g ; 
and occasion ally  his com panion responded. 
B u t the responses lacked  even  the sin cerity  
of artifice ; and eve ry  now  and again Jennifer 
relapsed in to  com plete silence, thin kin g, as 
a  less rep utable  ch aracter is  reported to  
h ave  thought, “ I f  it  com es to  w ishing, I 
w ish I w ere d ead .”

Needless to  say , Jen nifer T re n t d id n ’t 
re a lly  wish th a t. She o n ly  w ished she w ere 
lunching w ith  N igel. A lso, w ith  e ve ry  
passing m inute, she fe lt  herself grow ing 
more scared for N ig e l; and w hen B a sil, w ho 
m ay or m ay not be a  bounder b u t is ce rta in ly  
a  good m ixer, fe ll in to  con versation  w ith  a 
ta ll stranger a t  th e ir tab le , w ho appeared to  
possess a  suprem e kn ow ledge of racing- 
hazards, she listened w ith  her h eart in her 
m outh, t i l l  the stranger, in rep ly  to  a  d irect 
question, explained th a t he w as a  m edical 
officer o f th e  course.

T hen, m akin g the m ost o f her a ttr a c tiv e  
sm ile, she chipped in to  th e  ta lk .

“  A cciden ts ? ”  th e  doctor to ld  her. 
“  W ell, o f course, on e’s bound to  h ave  a  
few . There w as a  n asty  one in th e  D o u b le  
T w elve  la st  year. B u t  on the w hole i t ’s 
p re tty  safe now  th a t  th e y  finish in th e

R a ilw a y  S tra igh t. E x ce p t, o f course, when 
w e h ave  a. re a lly  w et tr a c k .”

“  A nd i t ’s n o t goin g to  b e  re a lly  w et this 
afternoon, is i t  ? ”  asked Jennifer.

“  H m ,”  answ ered th e  doctor, lookin g out 
o f the restau ran t w indow s, “  I ’m n ot so 
sure o f t h a t .”

A t  w hich Jen n ifer’s h eart sank into  her 
shoes.

T h e y  w ere, b y  th e  w ay, her m ost a ttra ctiv e  
pair o f shoes ; and th e  co a t she had chosen 
for the d a y , her new  lea th er one, p ale  brow n 
w ith  a b lack  fu r  collar. H er hat, too, w as 
her la te st  purchase. B u t  th e  face under 
th a t h a t— decided the exp ert B asil— needed 
a  sp ot m ore colour to  look its  best.

H e had h alf a  m ind, when the doctor le ft  
them , to  te ll her so. B u t  decided n ot to—  
ca llin g her atten tion , instead, to  th e  costum e 
of a m an w ho was ju st p ayin g for his 
luncheon ticket.

‘ ‘ T hose tartan  socks,”  rem arked B asil, 
soito voce, “  w orn w ith  a  green check suit, 
an orange w aistco at, a  p u rp le  tie, and a 
rhubarb-coloured o verco at, m ake a  m ost 
chaste finale to  th e  tout ensemble.”

B y  then, how ever, Jennifer T re n t w as 
beyond lau gh ter— even a t such a  sight.

She w as still in lo ve— no use b linking the 
fa c t— w ith  N igel. A n d  N igel m igh t be 
k illed  th a t  v e ry  afternoon. T hen, she 
w ould h a ve  no chan ce o f m akin g i t  up w ith  
him . A n d  she m ust m ake i t  up  w ith  him . 
She sim p ly  m ust.

She looked round th e  crow ded restauran t. 
W h y  h a d n ’t  N igel com e in ? W here 
w as N igel ? W h at tim e w ould he be 
racing ?

B asil had a lrea d y  bought her a  race-card. 
F idgeting, she turned the pages t i l l  she 
found N ig e l’s nam e. “  N o. 7. E n tran t, 
C ap tain  N . W e stm aco tt, V ehicle, Clem onda, 
D river, E n tr a n t.”  B u t  th a t  race w ou ld n 't 
be run t i l l  five  o ’clock.

“  T im e w e w ere to d d lin g  up  th e  hill. 
Y o u  o u gh t to  see th e  first one from  th e re ,”  
rem arked B asil.

“  A ll r ig h t,”  said Jennifer, a lm ost in the 
voice  o f th e  dom estic y o u n g  person (one 
bates respectfu l b reath  w hen discussing th a t 
en th rallin g  to p ic , “  th e  m aids,”  in M eading
bury) w ho is “  w illin g  to  o b lige .”

She cau gh t a  glim pse o f N igel, p rem atu rely  
in his crash-h at and o vera lls, as th e y  cam e 
dow n th e  steps to  the red to ta lisa to r om nibus, 
throu gh w hose open w indow s a  y o u th  w as 
a lrea d y  handing o u t tick ets. B u t  N igel 
d e lib era te ly  looked th e  o th er w a y  ; and still 
obligin g her escort, she fo llow ed him  past 
th e  cars in th e  p add ock, throu gh th e  gates 
and across th e  course.

A t  th e  fa r  gate, th e  do cto r w as ju st 
g e ttin g  in to  his b ig  green am bulance. H e 
to o k  off h is bow ler. Jennifer sm iled a t  him .
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B u t the m ere sigh t of the am bulance m ade 
her feel a  lit t le  sick.

B asil led  on, b y  th e  bookies and th e  te s t  
b ill. A s she follow ed him , th e  first rain-drop 
spotted  her hat.

U su ally , she was carefu l ab ou t her clothes. 
But^ to -d ay  she w ou ld n ’t h a ve  cared if the 
h at had cost , five  guineas in K n igh tsb rid ge  
instead o f th irty -five  shillings a t  the M isses 
M offatts in M eadingbury H igh Street, both 
of w hom , one is cred ib ly  inform ed, look the 
other w a y  w hen “  try in g  you o n .”

" T his is abou t th e  best p lace ,”  said
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B a sil, when th e y  had finished th e ir clim b ; 
and, lookin g dow n a t th e  b an k ed  turn 
under M em bers’ B rid ge, it  seem ed to 
Jen nifer th a t she had n ever kn ow n  fear 
before.

T h e  fear w as in her ve ry  bones. She 
could  h a rd ly  stand u p r ig h t ; fe lt  a lm ost 
g la d — though she also hated  bein g touched 
b y  h im — w hen B a sil to o k  possession of her 
artn.
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nnifer caught a glimpse of a 
man's shape lying near the 

overturned car. > -

Then, alm ost before she realized  it, the 
first M ountan race was off— and for ten  
m inutes, which seem ed lik e  ten centuries' 
she heard th e  engines yow lin g, w atched car 
after car com e a t the sand-bank, chan ge dow n 
and cu t over, sw irl upw ards o u t o f sight.

“  R ather fun, isn ’t  it  ? ”  rem arked B asil, 
when the yello w  flag w aved from  the 
finishing stra igh t and the cars returned to  
the paddock.

B u t Jennifer, though she did her best to 
go on obligin g, could scarce ly  answ er ; and, 
as he released her arm , and th e y  m ade th e ir  
w ay s lo w ly  b a ck  through th e  in cfeasih g  
drizzle  to  the enclosure, B a sil Toogood 
diagnosed the e x a ct situation.

W h ich  w as no great shock to  his in te lli
gence, though som ew hat o f a ja r  to  his pride.

“  T his d a y ’s w ork 'll cost m e another 
w edding-present before i t ’s o u t ,”  defcided 
B a sil TOogood. “ O u gh t to  h a ve  known 
w hat T w as in for Jfctrer m om ent shfe suggested 
B rooklan ds. Suppose sh e 'll a sk  m e t o  “be 
godfather, too, as per usual. O  L ord, w hy 
ca n ’t  I  s tic k  to  g o lf ? ”  ' ^

M eanw hile, how ever, he 'd  h a ve  to  stick  
to squiring Jen nifer : and doin g so ' during
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the n ext race, a  th ree-lap  han dicap  round 
the full course, Pond S ta rt  to  R a ilw a y  
Straigh t, which th e y  w atched from  under 
cover, his sense of hum our, and a  certain  
softness o f h eart (which had, on occasions, 
m ade him  a ll th e  m ore dangerous to  the 
susceptibles o f M eadingbury) cam e to  the 
solace o f his pride.

“  Tt’s a  p ity  abou t you, isn ’t  it  ? ”  he 
said, staring through th e  rain-blurred glass 
a t the d istan t racers. “  Y o u ’v e  got it 
b a d ly .”

■ ' G ot w h at ? ”
“  Sloppyitis amoroso, matrimonii. B u t  

d o n ’t  m ind lit t le  boy B a sil. H e ’s used to  it. 
T h e y  all go the sam e w a y  in  M eadingbury. 
Hom e, d o n ’t  you know. L e t ’s hope i t ’ll 
run to  a  couple of m aids, though o f course, 
th e y  are such a  nuisance n ow adays. A nd 
if you rea lly  insist on m y bein g godfather 
to the first m an-child------ ”

“ B a sil,”  in terrupted Jennifer, “  w ill you 
shut u p .”

H e looked a w a y  from  the racing, th e n ; 
and observing, not th a t  a  M eadingbury 
girl had a c tu a lly  blushed, rather less neces
s ity  for th a t ” sp ot m ore colour ”  in 
Jennifer’s cheeks, continued : “  Since you
adm it I ’m right, w e ’ll say  no m ore ab ou t it. 
T he question now  is, w h at are we going to  
do about it ? F ling ourselves on our knees 
to him in the paddock, im plore him  to  for
give  us and tak e  us back ? N o t a bad 
schem e— though the con crete  is rath er hard 
and a b it  greasy. Y o u  could do it  either 
before the race, or afterw ards. A fterw ards, 
I feel, w ould b e  more a rtis tic .”

B u t a ll Jennifer could answer, and she 
spoke through set teeth , was, “  D o n ’t 
rag me, B asil. P lease d o n ’t — even though 
1 deserve it .”

And sh o rtly  a fter th a t, th e y  again en
countered the doctor, w ho said, "  There 
m ay be a spot o f w ork for m e if it  keeps on 
com ing down lik e  th is .”

W H A T  followed, is open to  various 
explanations.

B asil Toogood, in his subsequent 
report of the affair to  another M eading- 
buryite , m ade th e  definite statem en t, “  T ak e  
it from  me, old son, she ju s t  vam p ed her 
w ay  into th a t jo lly  old am bu lan ce.”  And 
the d o cto r’s view  is m uch th e  sam e as 
B a sil’s.

B u t since Jennifer a lw ays m aintains th a t 
the thing “  ju st  h appened,”  le t  us leave  it 
a t  th a t— chronicling only  th a t  when, a t  
five o ’clock, w ith the rain now" p elting cats 
and dogs, the d o cto r’s am bulance took up 
its station  a t the F ork for the E aster 
M ountain Speed H andicap, she w as sittin g  
in the fron t seat of it, and ta lk in g  her 
hardest to  hide her fear.
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She was a ll fear again — y e t  a ll adm iration  
fo r N igel. A fte r  th e  race, she w ould go to  
N igel, B u t  un til then  she w ould stick —  
as she h ad  been stick in g  ever since she had 
m et him  again— to  th e  o n ly  m an w ho could
be of a n y  use to  N igel i f ------•

“  B u t  i t  isn ’t  going to  hap p en ,”  she 
started  te llin g  herself. “  I t  ca n ’t  happen, 
because I lo ve  him  to o  m u ch .”

A t  w hich precise m om ent B asil, w ho had 
also m anaged to  squeeze him self in to  the 
am bulance, announced, “  T h ere  th e y  g o .” 

She w as ice-cold b y  then, o n ly  ju s t  con
scious th a t  som eone had tried  to  hand her 
a  p air o f field-glasses, th a t she had w aved 
them  aw ay.

She d id n ’t  need field-glasses. E ve ry th in g  
w as clear— o n ly  too clear— w ith o u t them . 
There, a w a y  from  her throu gh th e  rain up 
the Finish in g S tra ig h t to  the h ill from  
which she had w atched  the first race, w en t 
th e  first lit t le  car, th e  second lit t le  car, 
th e  th ird .

A nd now  those th ree  l i t t le  cars had 
disappeared, reappeared ; now  th e y  were 
com ing a t  one, com ing dow n th e  banking 
to  the F ork . B u t she m u stn ’t  look a t  the 
F ork . N o t y e t . B ecause N igel h a d n ’t 
started  yet. T h a t  w as N ig e l’s car, the 
second o f th e  tw o green ones. A n d  it  
w ou ldn ’t  s ta rt for tw o  and a-half m inutes. 
H ow  b ra v e  N igel w as. F a n cy  h a vin g  to 
w ait lik e  th a t, for tw o  and a-h alf m inutes. 
Oh, God, how w as she going to  bear them , 
these tw o  and a-h alf dreadful m inutes ?
W h y  co u ld n ’t  she be brave, lik e  N igel------

A nd a ll th is w hile  N ig e l W estm aco tt, 
w atchin g, through a viso r th a t seem ed like  
a  gas-m ask, the far san dbank, and car a fter 
car cu ttin g  o ve r from  the sandbank, fe lt  the 
h eart drop cleafn out of him.

Since w h y— w h y  th e  h ell should a  man 
risk his life  on th a t blasted  banking ju st 
because he was afraid ?

“  O n ly  do i t  because I ’m a fra id ,”  N igel 
W estm aco tt knew  in  th a t  la st second 
before his fo o t w en t dow n. A nd, in th a t 
second also  he rem em bered, ve ry  defin itely, 
those w ords Jen nifer had said to  him, 
“  A t  yo u r age, a  m an o u gh t to  h a v e  m ore 
sense than  to  risk  breaking his n eck .”

B u t a fte r  th a t, he rem em bered nothing 
e xcep t th a t  there w ere eighteen cars ahead 
o f him , and o n ly  tw o behind.

For a lread y  he w as a w a y . A lread y, the 
sandbank vras rushing a t  him . A lread y  
he had braked, changed dow n, sw ung the 
w heel over. A nd here, as the banking 
stream ed a t the C lem o n d a’s bonn et and 
th e  ty re s  scream ed under, w as th e  b lack 
line.

A nd dow n from  th a t b la ck  line, front 
wheels b arely  b itin g w hile th e y  checked the 
tail-sk id , the Clem onda cam e a t  eighty,



cam e a t n in e ty  as W e stm aco tt changed to  
top.

Jennifer T re n t saw  it  com e, yow lin g, for 
the yello w  m ark ; saw  i t  slow  as W e stm aco tt 
braked, changed down again ; saw  i t  cu t 
over across th e  F ork ; saw  the b a ck  w heels 
slither, straighten  as it  g o t a w a y  ; saw  the 
w ater spurting m an-high over W e stm a co tt ’s 
disappearing viso r from  its naked tyres.

A nd a fter th a t, for a  lap, and a  lap, and 
y e t  another lap, panic had her in its  grip.

IN  her panic she w as aw are, d im ly , 
o f B a sil’s voice  ; o f an over-braked car 
spinning like  a  teeto tu m  on the w et 

concrete ; of the crow d ju st opposite ; and 
of the barricades. E v e r y  m om ent, it  
seemed to  her as though one ca r or another 
m ust skid broadside on to the barricades ; 
as though one car or another m ust crash 
into  its  skidding leader.

A nd e ve ry  tim e she saw the C lem onda’s 
tail slith er as N igel revved  a w a y  from  th e  
Fork, it  seem ed to  her as though the green 
car were turnin g over.

T ill suddenly— so suddenly th a t  it  seem ed 
to tear the v e ry  inside o u t of her— she heard 
a  voice, n ot B a sil’s, sayin g, “  H allo . T h a t 
looks lik e  a  sp ill.”

A nd a fter th a t she w aited — ju st w aited —  
endlessly —  w hile car a fter ca r sw irled 
slithering round the F o rk — for N igel.

B u t there w as no N ig e l; and a fte r  a  m illion 
years, never know ing she had asked a 
question of it, she heard the voice  again, 
saying, “  I d o n ’t  know  w hat happened a n y  
more than you do. A ll I saw  w as th e  car 
stop and a man running b a ck .”

A n d  when she asked, her voice  v e ry  high 
in her throat, “  B u t w h y d o n ’t  y o u  go to 
him ? W h at are you  w aitin g here fo r ? ”  
the d o cto r’s voice answ ered, cu rtly , “  H ow  
can I — till th e  end of the race ? ”  A nd 
after th a t the w aiting again — th e endless 
aw ful w aitin g  . . .

T ill the flag w aved and the am bulance 
began to  m ove.

T he doctor tried, before th e  am bulance 
began to m ove, to persuade her o u t of it. 
B u t a t  him she swore, usin g an o ath  th a t  ill 
becam e even th e  m ost ad van ced  o f M ead-
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in gb u ry girls— and som e of them  are very  
advanced. A n d  a t B a sil, too.

“  B la st  you  b o th ,”  she had sworn, a  
l it t le  m indful, perhaps, o f th e  ta lk ies. 
”  H e ’s m y m an— and I ’m going to  h im .”

B u t now, as she peered forw ard through 
th e  w indscreen o ver the rushing concrete, 
there were no m ore words, n ot even  sw ear
w ords, in Jen n ifer T ren t.

A lread y, th e y  w ere a lm ost a t  th e  scene of 
th e  acciden t. A lread y, a t  th e  bo tto m  of 
th e  banking, she could  see th e  l it t le  kn o t o f 
people round the overturn ed  car. A n d  as 
th e y  drew  abreast o f th e  crow d, as th e  doctor 
jam m ed on his brakes, as he jum ped down 
and the people m ade w a y  for him , she 
cau gh t a  glim pse o f  a  m an ’s shape ly in g  
near th e  overturned car.

A n d  a fte r th a t th e  w orld w en t b la ck  as 
n ight, w ith  rain lashing throu gh the blackness 
of it— til l  she looked up and  saw N ige l’s 
ghost . . .

. . . B u t  because M eadingbury, excep t 
in th e  m ost suprem e crises, rem ains M eading
bury, a ll Jennifer T re n t said to  th a t ghost 
w as, '* A  nice frigh t yo u  ga ve  me. I th o u gh t 
it  w as yo u r car th a t crashed.”

T o  w hich the ghost o f N igel W estm aco tt 
answ ered, v e ry  casu ally , “  Crashed ? Me ? 
W h a t on earth  m ade you th in k  th a t ? I 
o n ly  pulled  up and ran b a ck  to  see if  I 
could do a n y th in g  fo r  poor old F issco ck .”

W h ereafter the ta le  peters out in to  mere 
sloppyitis amorosa m atrim onii, for which 
reason, and w hich reason o n ly , Jennifer 
W e stm a co tt’s husban d— as our C lu b  hears 
him  explain  so o fte n — has g iven  up m otor
racing.

“  T h e w ife  d id n ’t  lik e  it, you  k n o w ,”  says 
N igel W e s tm a c o tt ; and since, if  a  m an lie 
long enough to  his p riv a te  soul he w ill end 
b y  believin g him self, he is one o f the happiest 
husbands in a ll M eadingburv.

W h ile  as for Jennifer, her life  in th e  little  
house th e y  h ave  b o u gh t on th e  A venu e is 
ju s t  "  too m arvellous ” — e x ce p t for N ig e l’s 
tem per, th e  housekeeping bills, the w hooping 
cough developed la st  w eek b y  Basil 
T oogood ’s seven teenth god-child, and, 
needless to  add, “  th e  m aids.”
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SOME ELECTION

A/fr- Winston Churchill 
addressing an open- 

air meeting during the 
strenuous 1924 election in 
the Abbey Division of 
Westminster, where he 
zoas opposed by candidates 
put up by all three big 

political parties„

IP you wish to know about 
elections, I am the person to tell 
you. I have actually fought 

more parliamentary elections than any 
living member of the House of Com
mons. I have fought fourteen. Think 
of that ! Fourteen elections, each 
taking at least three weeks, with a 
week beforehand when you are sicken
ing for it, and at least a week after
wards when you are convalescing and 
paying the bills. Since I came of age

I have lived thirty-five years, and 
taking an election as dominating one 
month of your life, I have spent con
siderably more than a whole year of 
this short span under these arduous 
and worrying conditions. In fact, I 
have devoted one day in thirty of my 
whole adult life to these strange 
experiences.

One has got by now pretty well 
to know the routine. First, the 
negotiations and pourparlering with

Copyright, 1931, by the Right Hon. Winston S. Churchill.
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the local fathers and magnates, then 
the interviews with the Committee 
and the Council and the executives, 
and finally with the full Association 
for the adoption meeting. Next the 
visits to the prominent people and the 
tour of the constituency : study of its 
industries, interests, character, and its 
particular idiosyncrasies.

Then decision as to the main line 
of the campaign ! Writing the election 
address: alarums and excursions in
the local press ! Opening of the con
test ! Nomination day !

You walk with your principal friends 
to the Town Hall or other appointed 
place. Here you meet your opponent 
or opponents for the first time. Smiles 
of forced geniality are interchanged. 
“ Good morning, I am delighted to 
meet you. I hope we shall have a 
very pleasant contest,”  “ The weather 
is rather cold (or hot) for this time of 
year, isn’t it ? ”  “ Mind you let me
know if there is anything I can do for 
your convenience,”  and so on.

Then the fight in earnest. Every 
morning between nine and ten the 
Committee, i.e., the General Staff

Meeting, all the heads of departments 
represented— posters, canvassers, the 
reports from the different committee 
rooms, progress of the canvass, press 
notices, advertisements, motor-cars, 
meetings, prevention of disorder (at 
your own meetings), cautioning every
one about the election laws : prominent 
persons who require to be attended to, 
and so on.

Then out and about around the con
stituency. When I first began this 
had to be done in a two-horse landau, 
at about seven miles an hour. Now
adays in a whirling motor-car one 
sometimes goes a great deal faster, 
does more, and works harder. Meet
ings early in the mornings when the 
workmen have their lunch, meetings 
in their dinner hour, meetings in the 
afternoon. Nowadays three meetings 
every evening, rushing from one to the 
other. You arrive on the platform, 
the other speakers sit down when the 
candidate is seen. Loud cheers or 
Boos ! Sometimes when there are only 
twenty or thirty extremely stolid- 
looking persons in a hall which will 
hold six or seven hundred, this is a
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trial to the speaker. But think of his 
poor friends, of his wife and daughter 
who follow him round from place to 
place and hear the same speech let 
off with variations to suit the local 
circumstances again and again. Well 
do I know the loyal laughter of the 
faithful chairman or vice-chairman of 
the Association as he hears the same 
old joke poured out for the thirty- 
third time. My dear friend, I sym
pathize with you, my heart bleeds 
for you. Think of all the other meet-

A/frs- Pankhurst, the Suffragette leader, 
 ̂ being forcibly removed after a demon

stration outside Buckingham Palace. The 
Suffragettes began their campaign of violence 
during the bye-election Mr. Churchill fought in 
1908 in Manchester, Mrs. Pankhurst’s home.

ings where I shall have to make this 
joke, and you will have to give your 
enthusiastic Ha ! ha ! ha !— Hear, 
hear— Bravo ! Never mind. It can
not be helped. It is the way the Con
stitution works. We are all galley- 
slaves chained to our toil. We swing 
forward and heave back, and swing 
forward again. The overseer cracks 
his whip and the galley goes forward 
through waters increasingly sullen.

Then there are the rowdy meetings. 
These are a great help. You have not 

got to make the same old 
speech. Here you have 
excited crowds. Green-eyed 
o p p o n e n t s ,  their jaws 
twitching with fury shout
ing interruptions, hollowing, 
bellowing insults of every 
kind; anything they can 
think of that will hurt your 
feelings, any charge that 
they can make against your 
consistency or public record, 
or sometimes, I am sorry to 
say, against your personal 
character; and loud jeers 
and scoffs arising now on 
all sides and every kind of 
nasty question carefully 
thought out and sent up 
to the Chair by vehement 
looking youths or short- 
haired young women of 
bull-dog appearance.

An ordeal ? Certainly ; 
but still these sorts of 
meetings make themselves. 
You have not got to worry 
b e f o r e h a n d  to prepare 
a speech. A few of the 
main slogans are quite 
enough to start with. The 
rest is —  not silence. But 
how your supporters enjoy 
it ! How much more easily 
are they converted by the 
i n t e r r u p t i o n s  of their 
opponents* than convinced 
by the arguments of their 
candidate.
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From the “  Manchester Dispatch.”
W inston: “ I w an t a  firs t-c la ss  4 re tu rn ,’ p le a se ."
Redm ond: '* Y o u  d o . d o  you ? W e ll ,  you’v e  co m e  to  th e  w ron g w in d o w .”

A cartoon published during Mr. Churchill’s bye- 
election in Manchester in 1908, and referring 

to a speech by Mr. John Redmond, the Irish leader, 
in which he recommended the large number of Irish 
voters in Manchester not to support Mr. Churchill.

A long sagacious argument makes 
the audience yawn, a good retort at 
a turbulent meeting makes friends by 
the dozen, even sometimes of the 
enemy. My advice to candidates in 
rowdy meetings is this. First of all 
grin, or as they say, “  smile.” There 
is nothing like it. Next be natural, 
and quite easy, as if you were talking 
to a single friend in some quiet place 
about something in which you were 
both much interested. Thirdly, culti
vate a strange sense of detachment from 
the clatter and clamour proceeding 
around you.

After all, nothing is so ludicrous as 
seeing a large number of people in a 
frantic state, so long as you are sure

Vol. lx x x ii .—1 7 .

they are not going to hurt you. In 
Great Britain they very rarely try to 
hurt you. If they do, well then, it 
becomes a simple proposition of self- 
defence.

Above all, never lose your temper. 
The worse it goes, the more you must 
treat it as a puppet show. Cultivate 
the feeling of Mr. Punch’s pheasant 
who, when he sailed on expanded 
wings from cover to cover, remarked 
to his friend, “ I wonder why that 
funny little man down there makes 
that sharp noise every time I fly over 
him.”

The late Duke of Devonshire, the 
famous Lord Hartington, talked to 
me about public meetings on sevetal
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occasions. He was once accused of 
yawning in the middle of an important 
speech in the House of Commons. 
When asked if this was true he replied, 
“ Did you hear the speech ? ” In the 
great Free Trade split I had once to go 
into action with him at a very big 
meeting in Liverpool; he was to 
deliver the principal speech, and I 
was to move a vote of thanks in twelve 
minutes. We spent the previous night 
in Lord Derby’s comfortable abode at 
Knowsley. We drove into the meet
ing together. It was in 1904, and I 
think it must have been in a carriage 
and pair. “ Are you nervous ? ”  he 
said. I admitted I was a bit worried. 
“  Well,” he said, “  I have always found 
it a very good rule when you come 
before a very large audience to take a 
good look at them and say to yourself 
with conviction, ‘ I have never seen
such a lot of d-----  fools in all my
life.’ ”  However, he made a very good 
speech to a magnificent audience, and 
whether he used this recipe or not I 
cannot tell. But I am digressing.

AFTER ten days, or it may be a 
fortnight, of meetings of every 
kind, including sometimes even 

tramway men at 1 a.m., we reach 
Polling Day. This is always passed 
entirely in a vehicle. From early 
morning till night wre circulate and 
peregrinate among polling booths and 
committee rooms. A candidate is 
allowed to enter any polling station, 
and this is the usual practice, though 
what good he can do, I cannot tell. 
You watch the electors coming up, 
getting their ballot papers and going 
off into their little pen or to put their 
fateful cross in the right (or wrong) 
place. You do not need to be a 
reader of thought or character to make 
a shrewd guess at how the bulk of 
them have voted. An averted look 
or a friendly wink will usually tell you 
all you need to know. As the day 
wears on, the voters become more 
numerous and the excitement rises.

Large crow’ds of yelling children waving 
party colours salute or assail the 
candidates. By nine o’clock at latest 
all is over. In the old days the count 
was nearly always taken in boroughs 
the same night. Now' in many 
boroughs and counties the constituen
cies have become so vast and un
manageable that you have a night of 
exhaustion and suspense before the 
result. Once you have entered the 
counting room, you must not leave 
again till all is over. It is therefore 
w'ise not to go too early and be well 
provided with refreshments when you 
do. Usually after two hours of counting 
a pretty good estimate can be formed. 
You see the votes neatly stacked in 
thousands on the returning officer’s 
table, and looks corresponding to 
those piles may be read in the eyes of 
your friends or opponents. But some
times when the result is very close the 
last few' scraps of paper hold their 
secret till the end. What is it—  
victory or defeat ? And a short speech 
for either event !

I have nearly always had agreeable 
relations with my opponents. I have 
always tried to avoid mentioning their 
names or indeed noticing their existence 
during the contest. But after it is 
over, whatever has happened, one 
can afford to be good-tempered. If 
you have lost, you congratulate the 
victor and say what an ornament he 
will be to Parliament. If you win, 
you dwell upon the fair manner in 
which the contest has been conducted 
(never mind what you feel), and 
express your determination to be a 
father to the whole constituency, 
without respect to party. I have seen 
men very broken and bitter in these 
circumstances and some of the great 
men of the past— John Morley and 
Sir William Harcourt in particular—  
show'ed keen emotion in defeat. But 
it does no good ; it only pleases the 
other side. It is far better to pretend 
that the matter is of trifling conse
quence.
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More painful is the grief of your 

supporters. This is sometimes poig
nant. Men and women who have given 
weeks of utterly disinterested, devoted 
labour, with tears streaming down their 
cheeks and looking as if the world had 
come to an end ! This is the worst 
part of all. Still, sometimes— more 
often indeed— one wins. Out of my 
fourteen elections I have lost five and 
won nine ; and then what jubilation ! 
What rousing cheers, pattings on the 
back and shaking of hands and throw
ing of caps into the air !

As the reader may have gathered, 
I do not like elections, but 
it is in my many elections 
that I have learned to know 
and honour the people of 
this old island. They are 
good all through. Liberals,
Tories, Radicals, Socialists 
— how much kindliness and 
good sportsmanship there is 
in all !

I have already described 
in my autobiography my 
two elections at Oldham.
The first was a sharp rebuff, 
the second after the South 
African campaign and the 
g l a mo u r  then a t t a c h e d  
towards those who had 
served in such easy wars—  
a decisive recovery. But 
by the time the Parliament 
was ended a convulsion had 
occurred in British politics 
the consequences of which 
are with us to-day. Mr. 
Chamberlain’s attack upon 
the Free Trade system had 
become not only the domi
nant feature in politics, but 
the supreme test and focus 
by which everything else 
was judged. I was chosen 
candidate for the Liberal 
party in the central division 
of Manchester, the Exchange 
division, considered the Blue 
Ribbon of the city. My

individual fight was a part of a 
vehement national revolt against the 
Conservative Government.

Nothing like it had been seen before 
in the memory of mortal man, and 
nothing like it has been seen since. 
Mr. Balfour had succeeded Lord Salis
bury as Prime Minister at a time when 
the twenty years’ reign of Conservatism 
was drawing to its inevitable close. 
The death of Lord Salisbury ended a 
definite and recognizable period in 
English history. Many mistakes were 
made by the Conservatives, and many 
violences done. But nothing done or

A/fr. Edwin Scrymgeour, the Prohibi- 
''*■  tionist, who fought Mr. Churchill 

in every election in Dundee from 1908 
until he defeated him in 1922.
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undone could have saved them from 
grave defeat. Folly and pride converted 
this defeat into ruin.

In those days elections took five or 
six weeks between the result of the 
earliest boroughs and of the later 
counties. I had a fight in Manchester. 
Manchester polled on the first or second 
day. There were nine seats in the city 
and in the neighbouring borough of 
Salford. Mr. Balfour, the Prime 
Minister of a few weeks before, led the 
Conservatives in the battle. I was 
certainly the most prominent figure on 
the Liberal side. The contest was 
strenuous, but from the outset it was 
clear that the popular favour lay with 
us. No one, however, could possibly 
foresee that the final result would be 
so sweeping. Even the most ardent
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Liberal would never have believed it. 
When we rose up in the morning, all the 
nine seats were held by Conservatives. 
When we went to bed that night, all 
had passed into the control of Liberals.

I went back to my hotel through 
streets which were one solid mass of 
humanity. Arthur Balfour was down 
and out, and with him all his friends. 
His sister, Miss Alice, was deeply 
distressed. We had only communi
cated by none too cordial salutations.

Some of us, belonging to the vic
torious party, had a supper at the 
Midland Hotel, then a brand-new 
mammoth up-to-date production, 
vaunting the wealth and power of 
Lancashire, There was a little man, 
on the staff of the Daily Mail, who had 
been their correspondent in the South

From an old print supplied by Oooch.

A
‘ CHAIRING THE MEMBERS.'

n exciting scene at an old-time Election—-from 
a drawing by Hogarth.
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From an old print supplied by Gooch.

" P O L L I N G  A T  T H E  H U S T IN G S ."

Another election scene by Hogarth.

African War, and whom I had known 
there. He had been shot through the 
breast in the Relief of Mafeking. I 
refer to the famous Charlie Hands ; 
he wrote extremely well, but of course 
on the Conservative side. I invited 
him to supper. “  What do you think 
of that ? ” “ It is,” he said, “ a grand 
slam in doubled ‘ No Trumps.’ ” It 
certainly seemed very like it. And the 
next day a whole tribe of lackey papers, 
fawning on success, declared that my 
victory had been a triumph of moral 
standards over the vacillations and 
cynicism of Mr. Balfour. He had been 
very wrong and had made great mis
takes ; but I was wise enough even 
then not to be taken in by such talk. 
Lord James of Hereford has described 
in his recent memoirs the scene at San
dringham, where he was a guest, when

these surprising results flowed in to 
King Edward. To me he wrote, “  You 
must have thought ‘ I  walked on clouds, 
I  stood on thrones' ” The results at 
Manchester were endorsed throughout 
the island. The Conservative party 
which had ruled the nation for so many 
years was shattered to pieces ; barely 
a hundred representatives came back 
to the chamber which they had left 
nearly four hundred strong.

Seats wrested from the side to whom 
they normally belong because of a 
great wave of public opinion, usually 
return to their old allegiance at the 
first opportunity. In the spring of 
1908 I entered the Cabinet as President 
of the Board of Trade. In those days 
this entailed a bye-election. The 
Liberal Government had been for two 
years in office and as is usual with
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Governments had disappointed its 
friends and aroused its enemies.

The contest was most difficult and 
all the forces hostile to the Government 
concentrated upon one of its most 
aggressive representatives. It was 
memorable, however, as marking the 
beginning of the Votes for Women 
campaign in its violent form.

Manchester was the home of the 
Pankhursts. The redoubtable Mrs. 
Pankhurst, aided by her daughters 
Christabel and Sylvia, determined upon 
violent courses. In those days it was a 
novelty for women to take a vigorous 
part in politics. The idea of throwing 
a woman out of a public meeting or 
laying rough hands upon her was 
rightly repulsive to all. Painful scenes 
were witnessed in the Free Trade Flail 
when Miss Christabel Pankhurst, 
screaming and dishevelled, was finally 
ejected after having thrown the meeting 
into pandemonium. This was the 
beginning of a systematic interruption 
of public speeches and the breaking- 
up and throwing into confusion of all 
Liberal meetings. Indeed, it was most 
provoking to anyone who cares about 
the style and form of his speech to be 
assailed by continued, calculated, shrill 
interruptions. Just as you were 
reaching the most moving part of your 
peroration or the most intricate point 
in your argument, when things were 
going well and the audience were 
gripped, a high-pitched voice would 
ring out : “ What about the women ? ” 
“ When are you going to give the 
women the vote ? ”  or “ Votes for 
women,” and so on. No sooner was one 
interrupter removed, than another in 
a different part of the hall took up the 
task. It became extremely difficult to 
pursue connected arguments. All this 
developed during my second fight in 
North-west Manchester, in which I was 
eventually defeated by a few hundred 
votes by the same opponent, Mr. 
Joynson-Flicks, now Lord Brentford, 
whom I had defeated two years before.

It took only five or six minutes to
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walk from the City Hall, where the poll 
was declared, to the Manchester Re
form Club. I was accompanied there 
by tumultuous crowds. As I entered the 
Club a telegram was handed to me. It 
was from Dundee and conveyed the 
unanimous invitation of the Liberals 
of that city that I should become their 
candidate in succession to the sitting 
member, a Mr. Edmund Robertson, 
who held a minor position in the 
Government, and was about to be 
promoted to the House of Lords. It 
is no exaggeration that only seven 
minutes at the outside passed between 
my defeat at Manchester and my in
vitation to Dundee.

This was, of course, one of the 
strongest Liberal seats in the island. 
The Conservatives had never yet 
succeeded since the Reform Bill of 1832 
in returning a member. The Labour 
movement was still in its adolescence. 
Here I found a resting-place for fifteen 
years, being five times returned by 
large majorities during all the con
vulsions of peace and war which 
marked that terrible period.

T^tEVERTHELESS, my first contest 
there was by no means easy. 
The Conservative party in the 

city was full of combative spirit. "At 
the other extreme of politics appeared 
a Labour candidate, an able repre
sentative of the Post Office Trade 
Union, and finally a dim, quaint figure 
in the shape of Mr. Scrymgeour, the 
Prohibitionist, who pleaded for the 
Kingdom of God upon earth with 
special reference to the evils of alcohol.

For the first week I fought the 
Conservatives and completely ignored 
the Labour attack. At the end of the 
first week when the Liberals had been 
marshalled effectively against the Con
servatives, it was time to turn upon the 
Socialists. Accordingly, on the Monday 
preceding the poll I attacked Socialism 
in all its aspects. I think this was upon 
the whole the most successful election 
speech I have ever made. The entire
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audience of over two thousand persons 
escorted me, cheering and singing, 
through the streets of Dundee to my 
hotel. Thereafter we never looked back, 
but strode on straight to victory. There 
was indeed on polling day a wave of 
panic among friends and helpers from 
London, and the large staff of press 
correspondents, who had followed the 
contest. It was said I was “ out again,” 
and that this would be final. But the 
old Scotch chairman of the Liberal 
Association, Sir George Ritchie, only 
smiled a wintry smile and observed : 
“ The majority will be about three 
thousand ” ; and so it was.

I HAD now been for nearly two 
months electioneering. Both con
tests had been most strenuous. 

The Suffragettes, as they were begin
ning to be called, had followed me 
from Manchester to Dundee, and a 
peculiarly virulent Scottish virago, 
armed with a large dinner bell, 
interrupted every meeting to which 
she could obtain access. The strain 
and anxiety, so continued and so 
prolonged, had exhausted me. Bye- 
elections are always much harder than 
fights in a General Election, Both these 
bye-elections, following one another 
without an interval, had riveted the 
attention of the country. I had had to 
speak many times each day, and 
columns had appeared in all the news
papers. To produce a stream of new 
material and to keep up electioneering 
enthusiasm, while at the same time 
being a member of the Cabinet, and 
head of an important department, had 
taxed me to the full. It was with the 
greatest relief that I returned to 
London, was introduced into the 
House of Commons by the Prime 
Minister, Mr. Asquith, took my seat, 
and settled down to enjoy the Board 
of Trade.

I should not forget to add that Mr. 
Scrymgeour, the Prohibitionist, scored 
three or four hundred votes only out 
of the thirty thousand that were cast.

However, he persevered. He entered 
the lists in the two General Elections of 
1910. He opposed me in the bye- 
election of 1917, when I re-entered the 
Government as Minister of Munitions. 
He fought again in 1918, in the 
“ Victory ”  election. On every occa
sion he increased his poll, and, at the 
fifth attempt, his original three hundred 
had grown to four or five thousand. 
The great extensions of the franchise 
which were made during the War 
fundamentally altered the political 
character of Dundee. These effects 
were veiled for the moment in 1948 bv 
the joy of victory and peace, and by 
the hatred for the Germans. But, in 
1922, when Mr. Lloyd George’s Coali
tion Government was broken up, the 
whole strength of the new electorate 
became manifest. Three days before 
the contest opened I was struck down 
by appendicitis. I had a very serious 
operation, performed only just in time, 
and an abdominal wound seven inches 
long. My wife and a few friends had 
to keep the battle going as well as they 
could.

The tide flow'ed fierce and strong 
against us. Meetings were everywhere 
interrupted and disorderly, not through 
the efforts of individuals, but from 
general discontent and ill-will.

It was not till two days before the 
poll that I was allowed to travel from 
London to the scene. On the twenty- 
first day after my operation I addressed 
two great meetings. The first, a ticket 
meeting, was orderly, and I was able 
to deliver my whole argument. The 
evening meeting in the Drill Hall was 
a seething mass of eight or nine thou
sand people, in whom opponents 
greatly predominated.

I was unable to stand, and my 
wound was still open. I had to be 
carried on to the platform in an 
invalid chair, and from place to place. 
There is no doubt a major operation 
is a shock to the system. I felt 
desperately weak and ill. As I was 
carried through the yelling crowd of
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Socialists at the Drill Hall to the 
platform, I was struck by looks of 
passionate hatred on the faces of some 
of the younger men and women. 
Indeed, but for my helpless condition, 
I am sure I should have been attacked 
by them. Although I had enjoyed 
for the previous eight years the whole
hearted support of the Dundee Con
servatives, both Conservatives and 
Liberals together were swept away 
before the onslaught of the new 
electorate. Enormous masses of people 
hitherto disfranchised through not 
paying their rates, and great numbers 
of very poor women, streamed to the 
poll during the last two hours of the 
voting, besieging the polling station in 
solid queues. My majority of fifteen 
thousand at the Victory election was 
washed out, and I was beaten by over 
ten thousand votes.

And who was the victor ? It was the 
same Mr. Scrymgeour, who, at the sixth 
time, had increased his original poll of 
three hundred to a total of thirty-five 
thousand. I felt no bitterness towards 
him. I knew that his movement 
represented in many ways a strong 
current of moral and social revival.

During the fifteen years of his efforts 
to gain the seat, he had visited several 
times almost every household in the 
city. He was surrounded and sup
ported by a devoted band of followers 
of the Christian-Socialist type.

He lived a life of extreme self-denial; 
he represented the poverty and misery 
of the city and its revolt against the 
bestial drunkenness for which it bore 
an evil reputation, and which I must 
admit I have never seen paralleled in 
any part of the United Kingdom. 
When it came to his duty to move the 
customary vote of thanks to the 
returning officer, Mr. Scrymgeour 
moved it instead to Almighty God. 
I was too ill to be present, and quitting 
Dundee for ever as its representative, 
I was carried back to a long con
valescence in London and the South 
of France.
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Here is a good instance of the ups 
and downs of politics. I had been a 
prominent member of the Coalition 
Government, to which both Liberals 
and Conservatives were giving allegi
ance. I had in two years successfully 
conducted the settlement of our affairs 
in Palestine and Irak, and had carried 
through the extremely delicate and 
hazardous arrangements necessitated 
by the Irish Treaty. I think I may 
say that the session of 1922 was the 
most successful I have ever had as a 
Minister in the House of Commons.

Suddenly everything broke in pieces. 
I was hurried off in an ambulance to 
the hospital, and I had hardly regained 
consciousness before I learnt that the 
Government was destroyed and that 
our Conservative friends and col
leagues, with whom we had been 
working so loyally, had, in a night, 
turned from friends to foes ; and that 
I was no longer a Minister. And then, 
a few weeks, later, the constituency 
which had sustained me so long 
repudiated and cast me out in the 
most decisive manner. And all this, 
mind you, at the close of a year when 
I had been, by general consent, more 
successful in Parliament and in adminis
tration than at any other time in my 
life. In the twinkling of an eye I 
found myself without an office, without 
a seat, without a party, and without an 
appendix.

BUT incomparably the most excit
ing, stirring, sensational election 
I have ever fought was the West

minster election of 1924. The eighteen 
months that had passed since the 
breaking up of the Coalition had pro
duced great and lamentable changes in 
the political situation. Mr. Bonar Law 
had died, his successor, Mr. Baldwin, 
had suddenly appealed to the country 
upon the Protectionist issue. He had 
been decisively defeated, and to the 
deep alarm of the general public the 
Liberal party decided to put the 
Socialists in power for the first time
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in our history. On a vacancy occurring 
in the Abbey Division of Westminster 
I decided to stand as a Liberal who 
wished to join with the Conservatives 
in arresting the march of Socialism. 
This seemed at first a . very forlorn 
hope. I had no organization and no 
idea how to form one. All the three 
great parties, Conservatives, Liberals, 
and Labour, brought forward their 
official candidates, and backed them 
with their whole resources.

The polling day was fixed for the 
earliest possible date, and less than 
a fortnight was available for the fight. 
However, one immediately felt the 
exhilarating sensation of being sup
ported by a real and spontaneous 
movement of public opinion. From 
all sides men of standing and import
ance came to join me. With scarcely 
a single exception the whole London 
Press gave its support. The Conserva
tive Association, torn between con
flicting views, split in twain. This 
fissure rapidly extended through the 
whole Conservative party. Everyone 
took sides, families were divided ; 
nearly thirty Conservative members 
of Parliament appeared upon my plat
form and worked on the committees.

Energetic friends laid hold of the 
organization. By the end of the first 
week, Captain Guest, my chief lieu
tenant, a most experienced electioneerer, 
was able to report to me that my 
candidature was seriously supported.

The constituency— which includes 
the Houses of Parliament, the seat 
of government, Buckingham Palace, 
the principal clubs and theatres, St. 
James’s Street, the Strand, Soho, 
Pimlico, and Covent Garden— is one 
of the strangest and most remarkable 
in the world. The poorest and the 
richest are gathered there, and every 
trade, profession, and interest finds

its representative and often its head
quarters in this marvellous square 
mile. To and fro throughout its streets 
flow the tides of mighty London. As 
the campaign progressed I began to 
receive all kinds of support. Dukes, 
jockej's, prizefighters, courtiers, actors, 
and business men, all developed a 
keen partisanship. The chorus girls 
of Daly’s Theatre sat up all night 
addressing the envelopes and dis
patching the election address. It was 
most cheering and refreshing to see 
so many young and beautiful women 
of every rank in life ardently working 
in a purely disinterested cause not 
unconnected with myself.

.The leaders of the Conservative 
party were themselves divided. Lord 
Balfour wrote a letter in my support. 
The count at the finish was the most 
exciting I have ever seen. Up to the 
very end I was assured I had won. 
Someone said as the last packet was 
being carried up to the table, “ You’re 
in by a hundred.” A loud cheer went 
up. The sound was caught by the 
crowds waiting outside, and the news 
was telegraphed all over the world. 
A minute later the actual figures 
showed that I was beaten by forty 
votes out of nearly forty thousand 
polled. I must confess I thoroughly 
enjoyed the fight from start to finish.

I had now been defeated three times 
in succession— Dundee, West Leicester, 
and Westminster— and it was a relief 
to be returned by a majority of ten 
thousand for West Essex at the end 
of the General Election of 1924. Four 
elections in under two years ! This is 
certainly as much as should satisfy 
anyone, and makes me earnestly hope 
that I have now found a resting-place 
amid the glades of Epping which will 
last me as long as I am concerned with 
mundane affairs.
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I l l u s t r a t e d  by S T E V E N  S P U R R I E R

M R . B L A C K M A N , th e  m anager of 
th e  U nion B a n k  in B allygullion , 
said Mr. P a trick  M urphy, w as a 
real ould m artinet, as hard as 

nails, an' a lw ays on the m ake. H a lf his tim e 
was spent h u n tin ’ legacies an ’ s e ttin ’ trap s 
for presents, or snookin’ round th e  co u n try  
houses in the hope of p ick in ’ up a  bargain 
in furniture. B u t  outside his own a d van tage  
or th e  B a n k ’s, he w as as d ry  as saw dust, a n ’ 
would h a ve  prosecuted an orphan child for 
stealin ’ the paper cover off a  caram el.

N ow  one day, H en ry L o fty , a  custom er in 
the U nion B ank, gave  a cheque for four 
pounds in p aym en t for a  ca lf to  Sim m y 
Scott, the greatest w'ee rascal o f a  sm all 
farm er in th e  countryside ; a n ’ it  happened 
th a t Sim m y w as by-ordin ary hard-up a t th e  
m init, an ’ four pounds as good as no use to  
him. So w hat does m y bold S im m y do b u t 
p u t a  one before th e  figure four on th e  cheque 
an ’ w rite “  teen  ”  a fter th e  “ four ”  in th e  
w ritin ’ part, an' cash the cheque for fourteen 
pounds a t  th e  U nion B an k . F rom  w h at I 
have told you of Mr. B lackm an  you  can 
understand th a t th is w asn 't an action  he 
would v e ry  m uch app rove o f ; b u t he a p 

proved of it  s till less because neither his 
cashier nor him self noticed th e  alterations 
till  the follow ing day, w hen it  w as too late.

N ow  y o u 'll sa y  th a t a p a rt from  th e  dis
hon esty o f th e  transaction, S im m y had done 
a  foolish thing, because sooner or la ter he 
w as bound to  be found out. A n ’ S im m y was 
a fool, in w a y s ; b u t he had cunnin ’ notions. 
F irst of all, as he ga ve  in to  m e later, he had 
an  idea th a t he m igh tn 't be found o u t till 
a  certain  horse he had a  pound on w ould 
rom p hom e a t tw e n ty  to  one, a n ’ he could 
then go a n ’ confess to  H en ry L o fty  a n ’ 
p a y  up. B u t  w h at you  m igh t call th e  second 
line of defence w as stronger th a n  th a t. H e 
w as a  next-door neigbour o f H e n ry ’s, a n ’ 
kn ew  the so ft drop in him , a n ’ calculated  
th a t even  if he w as found out, a n ’ w en t a n ’ 
m ade a  poor m outh to  H enry, a n ’ to ld  him  
a ll th e  difficulties he w as in— a n ’ he d id n ’t  
need to  lie  abou t them— a n ’ prom ised re
stitution , H en ry w ou ldn ’t  prosecute, an ’ 
w ould m ake good the m on ey in th e  B an k 
m eantim e.

T hings turned o u t as S im m y had ca l
culated. H en ry  L o fty  w as as so ft as he 
exp ected  him  to  be, a n ’ as good as prom ised
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he would see Mr. B lackm an  ab ou t havin  
th e  cheque paid as fourteen  pounds ; a n ’ a ll 
would have been w ell if  a  couple of d ays 
afterw ards Sim m y h ad n ’t  spent enough o f 
his plunder on w h isky  to  send him  in to  th e  
U nion B ank, b oastin ’ abou t how  c lever 
he’d been, an ’ jeerin ’ a t  th e  m anager for th e  
blunder h e ’d m ade in passin ’ th e  alteration .

B u t  Mr. B lackm an  w as an  ill m an to  
v e x . H e had been v e r y  far from  p leased a t 
th e  n otion  of S im m y’s g e ttin ’ a w a y  w ith  
his piece of rasca lity , b u t h a d n ’t  up  till 
then  been a b le  to  persuade H en ry  to  prose
cu te  ; an ' now  his chance cam e. I t  w as 
m yself, worse luck, brou ght it  to  his 
notice.
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I happened to  be in th e  B a n k  w hen S im m y 
w as la v in ’ off abou t how  sm art h e ’d been, 
an' w asn’t  a b it sr>rry to  be there either. I t  
w asn ’t tw o m onths since Mr. B lackm an  had 
been w hat I th o u gh t v e ry  ta r t  abou t m a k in ’ 
me p ay  up on a  b ill I ’d been foolish enough 
to  back ; an ’ I w as w ell p leased to  see him  
tak en  dow n a peg, especially as I knew  h e ’d 
be m ad th a t I w as listen in ’ . A n ’ w hen S im m y 
le ft the office I threw  in, God forgive me, an 
extra  w ee stab  o f m y own, an ’ did a  deal 
more harm  th a n  I knowed a t  th e  tim e, or 
ever intended.

“  H e’s a w ay  dow n to  C assid y ’s pub now,
I b et y o u ,”  sez I, ”  to  boast am ong his 
cronies th ere .”

”  W ould he do th a t, do you th in k  ? ”  
sez Mr. B lackm an, strokin ’ his beard very  
thoughtfu l. ”  T hom pson ,”  sez he, beckonin ’ 
over his ledger clerk. H e w hispered som e
th in ’ ; an ’ the youn g fellow  p u t on his hat 
an ’ w ent out.

" Y o u  didn ’t  happen to  see H en ry L o fty  
as you cam e up the street ? ”  sez Mr. B la c k 
man to me.

“  A y, did I ,”  sez I. “  H e ’s in D ickson 's the 
draper’s, this v e ry  m init, a n ’ to ld  m e he 
w as on his w ay up to  see y o u .”

“  I w an t him  n ow ,”  sez Mr. B lackm an.
” W ould you m ind sendin ’ him  up as you 
pass D ickson ’s ? ”

A n ’ when I w en t dow n th e  street sure 
enough H en ry w as still in D ickson ’s, lookin ’ 
ve ry  sm all and insignificant as usual w ith  
his wee grizzled side-whiskers an' his coat 
far too big for him. O f course, old D ic k 
son w as selling him  a  w hole lo t of stuff 
th a t he d idn ’t  w an t, a n ’ H en ry  lookin ’ from  
side to side like a  cornered bullock, d y in ’ 
to  get a w a y  b u t w ith ou t th e  p lu ck to  go. 
M y m essage ga ve  him  his chance, an ’ he 
tore him self o u t of D ickson ’s clutches, an' 
a w ay  up the street to  th e  U nion B an k .

A n ’ w hat do you th in k  Mr. B lackm an  
did w ith him  when he got him  there b u t 
m arch him  dow n to  M ichael C assid y ’s pub 
to  have a  qu iet ta lk  w ith  him  abou t th e  
case of Sim m y S co tt an ’ th e  cheque, w ell 
know in’ a ll th e  tim e, b y  th e  report brought 
back b y  his ledger clerk, th a t  S im m y him 
self was s ittin ’ in 'the n ext-door “  sn u g,”  h a lf
full, an ’ boastin ’ to  his cronies a t th e  to p  of 
his lungs about the w a y  he’d got' th e  better 
of the Bank-m an, a n ’ the fool he ’d m ade of 
th a t ould soft gaw m , H en ry L o fty . T h e 
yarn  about th e  cheque w en t w ell, w ith  
laughin ’ a n ’ clappin ’ on th e  back, a n ’ great 
popu larity  for Sim m y, w ho w as m eltin ’ w hat 
w as left o f the fourteen pounds like  snow in 
April. So presently he w en t on to  te ll all 
the other bits o f rasca lity  he had p erpetrated  
on H enry, of b u yin ’ too  cheap from  him, a n ’ 
sellin ’ to  him  too dear, an ’ stea lin ’ his fences, 
a n ’ robbin ’ his hen-roost, a n ’ borrow in ’
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his m oney ; till in abou t h a lf an h o u r’s tim e 
Mr. B lackm an  could h ard ly  keep up w ith  
H en ry on th e ir w a y  up to  Mr. S to k es’s, 
th e  R esiden t M agistrate, to  sw ear an in
form ation  again S im m y abou t th e  altered  
cheque.

Mr. Stokes w as out, an ’ w hen he did com e 
in, th e  legal proceedin ’s occupied som e tim e. 
M eantim e Sim m y w as still in his glory, 
surrounded w ith  friends, a n ’ g e ttin ’ more 
popular w ith  e v e ry  half-crow n he spent. 
W hen th e  Serjean t cam e round to  th e  pub 
w ith  th e  w arrant, M ichael Cassidy, bein ’ 
an  old friend from  th e  sam e p a rt of th e  
coun try, tipp ed  him  th e  w in k  th a t th ere  w as 
m oney bein ' spent, an ' th a t it  w ould be a 
p ity  to  disgrace a  respectable  m an like 
Sim m y b y  bringin ’ him  throu gh th e  streets 
before dusk ; a n ’ th e  result w as th a t  S im m y 
w oke up  in th e  cells n ext m ornin’ before 
he or a n yb o d y  else knew  he had left 
M ichael’s.

W H E N  he did w ake up  to  realities in 
th e  early  hours of th e  m ornin’ th e y  
sa y  the gow ls of him  silenced tw o  

d ru n k -an ’-disorderlies, a n ’ a  tin k er's  wife. 
W ith  all his rasca lity , he had n ever got 
into  the hands of th e  law  before, an ’ th e  
stuffin ' w en t clean o u t of him. A ll he 
could do w as to  c ry  an ’ lam en t an ’ call 
o u t for th e  son R a b  an ' th e  daughter 
L ou isa— Loo, as th e y  called  her— to  com e 
a n ’ help h im ; an ’ w ith  th a t  S im m y a n ’ 
H en ry  a n ’ th e  four-pound cheque set o u t 
to  m ake h isto ry  in B allygullion .

R a b  Sco tt, S im m y’s o n ly  son, w as a  
clever fellow , b u t as la zy  as a  sow  on a 
sum m er day, a n ’ fond of a  sup of drink. 
H e had ju st been  rein stated  in his jo b  in th e  
C o u n ty  Council for abou t th e  fourth  tim e, 
a n ’ he g o t th e  m essage from  Sim m y th e  
m init he hung his h a t up in  th e  office th a t 
m ornin’. H e d id n ’t  even  rem em ber to  ta k e  
it  dow n again, he w as in th a t  great a  pucker, 
b u t set off bare-headed to  intercede w ith  
H enry, a n ’, on his w ay, to  give  th e  alarm  to  
his sister Loo. T h eir m other w as dead, a n ’ 
neither R ab  nor L oo  had bothered abou t 
S im m y n ot turnin ' u p  a t  bed-tim e, barrin ’ 
to  throw  a  couple o f p lan ks across the well 
in  case he cam e hom e later. Loo, an affec
tio n ate  throu ghother little  tro llop, galloped 
off into B allygu llio n  in the d o n key-an ’-cart 
before R a b  had right finished his story, a n ’ 
m ade such a  hu llabaloo a t th e  polis-barracks 
th a t  betw een th e  row  she kicked up a n ’ th e  
good looks of her, th e y  sa y  th e  Serjean t w as 
near le ttin ’ S im m y out on bis ow n bat, 
w ith ou t bail or a u th o rity  ; a n ’ R a b  m ade his 
w a y  on to  H en ry  L o f t y ’s.

B u t  poor H en ry  L o fty , th e  o n ly  injured 
one in th e  w hole jing-bang, w as in a  worse 
state  th a n  a n y  of them . F rom  th e  m init

o f  Figure
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he'd left Mr. Stokes th e  m agistrate ’s house, 
th e  evenin ' before, h e ’d begun to  repen t of 
inform in’ on Sim m y. A ll S im m y had said 
about him in M ichael C a ssid y ’s pub le ft  his 
mind, an ’ instead there cam e back to  him  
all the w ee neighbourly acts S im m y had done 
him  from  tim e to  tim e.

T o  m ake m atters worse, as he’d  passed 
Sim m y 's cottage, on his w ay  home, L oo  had 
com e to the garden gate, a n ’ asked him  
if h e ’d seen her father anyw here in th e  to w n  ; 
an ’ th a t m ust h a ve  stru ck  him  to  th e  heart. 
F or though H en ry w as w ell p ast fifty , he w as 
an ould bachelor, an ’ a  sim ple rom antic 
ould bachelor a t  th a t, a n ’ people said he 
used to  cast sheep’s eyes a t  L ou isa  now an' 
th en  as he w ent by.

T h a t m ay  be as it  likes, b u t a n yw ay, b e
fore Loo S co tt had done ask in ’ abou t her 
father, H enry w hipped up his horse a n ’ 
drove off a t  a hand-gallop, a n ’ to o k  no tea  
when he got home, a n ’ h ardly  laid  his side in 
bed the w hole night, b u t w alked up and dow n 
his room. A n ’ th a t ’s tru e  enough, for I had 
it  from  his housekeeper’s own lips.

So R a b  n eedn ’t  have bothered goin ’ to  
H enry a t all. B a d ly  a n ’ all as H en ry had 
regretted the evenin ’ before w h at h e ’d 
done on Sim m y, he regretted  it  tw ice  as 
m uch a fter the w an t of his n igh t’s rest ; 
an ’ when R ab  S co tt le t  out th a t his sister 
was cornin' b a ck  from  B allygu llio n  p resen tly  
to join in the chorus, H enry ju st took to  
his heels out of the house, yoked  th e  pony, 
an ’ drove off p ost haste  to  g et hold of Mr. 
B lackm an  an ’ undo all the harm  th a t  had 
been done.

Now, surprisin ’ enough, when th e  news 
had gone round B allygu llio n  abou t Sim m y 
there was a  certain  am ount of sym p a th y  w ith  
him  in som e quarters. F or one thin g, his 
trick ery  had n ever m ade him  an y  m oney 
before ; a n ’ then  he w as a ta k in ' creature 
on the surface, an ’ sang a  good song a t a  
fireside o r a  w ee p arty , a n ’ could m ake a 
fiddle fairly  speak to  you. So, although 
everyone agreed th a t H enry L o fty  had been 
ill-treated, an ’ w as quite  righ t to  prosecute, 
there w as a  general feelin' th a t  Mr. B lackm an  
had ve ry  little  to  do w hen he egged him o n ; 
and one or tw o had to ld  him  th a t already. 
T his bein ’ so, co n trary  to  H en ry ’s exp ecta 
tion, he found Mr. B lackm an  not un w illin ’ 
to  help him . l i k e  eve ry  other B a n k  man, he 
w as anxious to  set his course the w a y  public 
opinion w as blow in ', a n ’ he seen th a t  easy- 
goin ’ good nature w ould m aybe be the 
best line to  take.

B u t when th e y  approached th e  R esiden t 
M agistrate, th e y  found th e y  w ere too  late, 
S im m y's cas3 w as entered H e w as bound 
to  face the P e tty  Sessions th e  follow in ’ 
day, an ’ , if  he w as com m itted  for tria l, th e  
Assizes a fortnight after.

O F  course, there w as great excitem ent at 
th e  P e t ty  Sessions w hen S im m y’s case 
was called  ; b u t it  w as nothin ' to  the 

sensation there w as la te r on. Mr. B lackm an  
had spoke up for S im m y in a  w a y  th a t did 
Mr. B lackm an  a certain  am ount o f good, 
b u t did v e ry  little  to  help S im m y S co tt ; a n ’ 
then, hearin ’ S im m y safe ly  returned for 
trial, slackened th e  w atch  he had been 
keep in ’ on H enry L o fty  a ll d a y  ; a n ’ poor 
H enry stood up  in court w ith th e  tears 
fa ilin ’ dow n his cheeks a n ’ co m p lete ly  
flum m oxed everyb o d y, includin' th e  R esident 
M agistrate, b y  offerin ’ to  go bail for S im m y 
up to  fifty  pounds.

I need h ard ly  te ll you th a t th is finished 
a n y  chance S im m y had of g e ttin ’ o u t on 
b a i l ; for the R esiden t M agistrate, a fter 
hearin ’ th e  w a y  H en ry  had given  his e v i
dence, n atu ra lly  m ade up his m ind th a t he 
m eant to  forfeit th e  fifty  pounds and get 
Si(nm y o u t of th e  w ay.

H ow ever, H enry did w h at he could. A s 
soon as th e  P e t ty  Sessions w as over, he 
m arched across to  Fitzsim ons, the la w y e r ’s, 
office, a n ’ instructed  him  to  defend Sim m y 
a t th e  Assizes, an ’ if  necessary, to  engage 
a  barrister. I need h ardly  te ll you th a t 
Fitzsim ons did th in k  it  necessary ; and a t 
th e  A ssizes a  v e ry  ab le  yo u n g fellow  in a 
w ig and gow n, w ell p aid  out of H en ry L o fty 's  
ow n p ocket, cross-harrowed th e  sam e H enry 
in th e  w itness-box till th e  judge n early  com 
m itted  him  for perjury.

A ll w as no use. H e n ry ’s foolish goings 
on on ly  turned the ju ry  against Sim m y. T he 
bigger fool H enry showed him self, th e  bigger 
rascal he made S im m y look. Mr. B lackm an  
saw  the w a y  th e  w ind w as b low in ’ now, a n ’ 
le t  the facts  speak for them selves. T h e y  said 
nothin ’ fo r S im m y ; an ’ S im m y got three 
m onths’ hard.

This w as ju st abou t long enough for 
S im m y's creditors. N o sooner w as Sim m y 
locked  a w a y  th a n  a  scram ble began, th e  
opposition B a n k  to  Mr. B lackm an — he 
w asn 't a  creditor, o r S im m y m ight never 
h a ve  been in ja i l— half-a-dozen shop
keepers in  B a llyg u llio n  a n ’ tw o or three in 
B elfast, an' a  w heen o f m oneylenders, m ost 
of them  from  Jerusalem . Processes, w rits, 
a n ’ foreclosin ’s rained on Sim m y, an ’ he w as 
ju st out of ja il in tim e to  atten d  th e  auction 
o f his farm . T h e  on ly  satisfaction  he had 
w as th a t  th e  w hole proceedin g ended in 
eighteenpence in th e  pound.

D uring the tim e S im m y w as in ja il 
there had been tro u ble  a t  hom e in other 
directions. T h e  farm er th a t had been co u rtin ’ 
L oo  in a  scared kind o f a  w a y  for som e tim e 
— an ’ m igh t h ave  m arried her in th e  end if 
his love had ou tlasted  Sim m y— th rew  her 
o ve r the d a y  a fter th e  Assizes. W ith  Sim m y 
bein ’ o u t of th e  w a y , there w as no one to
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follow  the farm er up  for breach, an' L oo  s 
tw o  or three years ’ co u rtin ’ was, as you m igh t 
say, clean throw n aw ay. T hen  R a b  began 
to  tak e  a sup again, to  forget th e  disgrace ; 
not eno'ugh to  do an  ordin ary  m an a n y  great 
harm, but enough to  d estro y  a  m an w hose 
father w as in ja il— an ’ he got th e  sack  for 
the fifth an ' last tim e.

A  far stonier conscience th a n  H en ry ’s 
would have fe lt  a b it ten d er o ver th e  brother 
and sister. H e kep t th em  goin ’ w ith  stuff 
from  his farm , an ’ w ee loans now a n ’ then  ; 
a n ’ w hen the father a n ’ th em  w as throw n  
o u t on th e  roadside n obody w as surprised 
th a t the n ext m ove th e y  m ade w as to  
H en ry ’s, not even  H e n ry ’s housekeeper. 
T h e y  w ere to  be w ith  H en ry  for o n ly  a  few  
weeks till  S im m y had tim e to  look round

h im ; but the housekeeper w as no fool. 
S h e dem anded w h a t m oney w as cornin' to  
her, a n ’ w en t out a t  th e  b a ck  door— not 
a ltogether in silence— as Sim m y an ’ th e  
son a n ’ d au gh ter cam e up th e  fro n t p ath , 
H en ry  a ll the tim e skip pin ’ from  th e  front 
door to  th e  b a ck  one like  a  pendulum , 
betw een  m akin ’ re a d y  to  s a y  a  few  w elcom in ’

</Ct-
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either for greed or kindness’ sake. T h e 
S co tts  ju st settled  dow n on h im  like  a  disease. 
F irst of all, he learned laziness, ly in ' la te  
in th e  m o m in ’, neglectin ' tillage, n eg lectin ’ 
ca ttle . T hen  he to o k  to  cards, a n ’ from  th a t 
to  b e ttin ’ ; a n ’ a fter th a t  he w en t dow n the 
old hill th e  old w ay, runnin ’ up accoun ts, 
borrow in ’ on bills, borrow in' on m ortgage ; 
a n ’ then, ju st like  his in structor Sim m y, 
m oneylenders fo r th e  last lap.

O f course, he lea rn t to  d rin k as he w en t 
along, n ot m uch b u t regular. I t  d id n ’t  ta k e  
m uch. H alf-a-dozen drinks an ’ H en ry 's  
soft good-nature turned to  foolishness.

words to  S im m y a n ’ beseechin ’ th e  house
keeper not to  go.

So there Sim m y an ’ th e  son a n ’ d augh ter 
were, an ’ there th e y  stayed . H en ry  had no 
chance b y  him self from  the. first m init 
th e y  sat dow n in th e  house, a n ’ he had no 
near relations to  give  him  a- help in ’ hand,

T oo used to come some- 
times, an’ pull him out 

of a pub, but people said 
it was only because she 
wanted nobody to rob him 

but her ozm family.

H e w as eve ry  sponger s refuge, an stood  
drinks to  Tom , D ick, an ’ H arry  th a t  w ould 
be w atch in ’ a ll d a y  a t  th e  street corners for 
him  cornin’ in to  the town.

In a queer kind of a w ay  L oo  used to  stand 
his friend, a n ’ com e in to  B allyg u llio n  after 
him, a n ’ p u ll him  out o f som e p u b  an' bring 
him  h o m e ; b u t people said  it  w as only 
because she w anted nobody to  rob  him  b u t 
her ow n fam ily . M aybe th e y  w ere right,
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though in the end I cam e to  disbelieve it. 
For I had the curiosity after the thing had 
become a  public scandal to  go up to  H en ry ’s 
an' see for m yself the p ack of rogues an' 
spongers th a t congregated there nightly. 
B u t all the tim e I could see th a t while 
Loo never bothered her head about w hat 
happened to  her father, she w as determ ined 
th at R ab  an ’ H enry shouldn’t  get more 
drink than was good for t h e m ; a n ’ I 
thought the b etter of her for it.

It w as ju st shortly afterw ards th at the 
end began to  come. A  rum our got about 
th at H enry w as goin ’ to  assign th e  farm  to 
Sim m y to escape his debts. This scared his 
creditors effectually, an’ every  one of them  
descended on H enry a t th e  sam e tim e, in the 
good old-fashioned w ay. H e was still sol
ven t as it turned o u t ; b u t the Scotts took 
fright an ’ fetched him  in to  Fitzsim ons, the 
so lic ito r; an ’ Fitzsim cns, hoping to  get 
him out of S im m y’s clutches, I suppose, 
advised him to  sell the farm, p ut any sur
plus in his pocket, an ’ leave the country.

Cornin’ down the road one d a y  I met 
Loo Scott, a n ’ asked her if things were as 
bad as I ’d heard. She laughed a n ’ said th ey  
were.

“ I suppose y o u ’ve heard w e're for 
Am erica,” sez she. "  There's a  brother of 
m y father’s there. H e did well ; an ’ years 
ago he sent for us, b u t m y m other w ouldn't 
face the sea. B u t w e ’ll land in on him now 
w ithout g iv in ’ notice, an ’ he can ’t  ve ry  well 
throw us out. If there’s enough m oney left 
after the auction, off we go, s tra igh t.”

" H enry an ’ all ? ”  sez I.
” H enry an ’ a ll,”  says Loo. "  W ho would 

be bothered w ith  the poor old boy now 
but som ebody like ourselves th a t has no 
more sense than he has ? W e ’ll have to 
keep him am ong us. H e ’s kept us a  long 
while. B u t I suppose he'll be m y job  at 
the heels o f the hunt. I t ’s only fair,”  sez 
she. "  I never told an ybody before ; b u t it 
was me p ut it in m y father’s head to 
alter the cheque th a t started the whole 
fun.”

She gave a  big, jo lly  laugh, an ’ a w ay  up 
the road as cheery as if she'd been le ft a 
million.

The auction cam e on a n ’ H enry w as sold 
out, lock, stock, an ’ barrel. H e didn ’t  seem 
to care. H e had loaded him self up w ith 
drink, an ’ ju st wandered about on the edge 
of the crowd, gigglin ’ an' laughin ’, as b it by 
b it all he had passed aw ay from  him.

I saw  Mr. B lackm an colloguin’ w ith 
Sandy Morrison early  in the d a y  ; but he 
didn’t  w ait for the sale. W hen it was 
finshed Sandy beckoned me over.

” H ere’s th e  key  of th a t little  lo ft,”  sez 
he, ” There’s a  piece o f furniture there, 
wrapped in tarpaulin. W ithin  the n ext

A  Change
w eek or two, as your w ork suits, fetch  it 
into m y yard  an ’ ask for m e."

I S E N T  the package in the n ext day, but 
it  was ten  days before I could find tim e 
to  go into B allygullion  m yself, an ’ you 

can guess m y feelin ’s when the first th in g I 
heard when I entered the tow n was th a t the 
three Scotts, Sim m y, a n ’ R ab  an ’ Loo 
herself, had got hold of all th a t was likely 
to  com e to  H enry out of the w reck, a n ’ 
skipped for A m erica the previous day, an ’ 
th a t unfortunate H enry w as in the w ork
house.

“ I t ’s true, P a t,”  sez Sandy, w hen I got 
hold of him< ”  T h ey're  aw ay as clean as 
a w histle, m oney an ’ all, w ithout one word 
to  H enry. W hen H enry heard the news he 
got insensible drunk w ith  the few  shillin ’s 
he had on him ; an ’ now h e ’s in the W ork- 
house Infirm ary.”

• "  A n ’ do you m ean to  sa y  nothin ’s goin ’
to  be done ? ”  sez I, .lep p in ’ up. "  W hy 
isn’t  it  in the hands of th e  police ? ”

” No use,”  sez Sandy. ”  H enry w on ’t  
prosecute. H e says he done an unchristian 
act on Sim m y once before, about th e  cheque, 
an ’ it  didn ’t  turn out lucky. B u t he's 
terrib ly  cut about Loo. ‘ L oo has forgot me, 
after a ll, ’ he keeps on rhym ing, ’ Loo has 
forgot m e.’ Y o u ’d be sorry for th e  poor 
ould fellow .”

“  So th a t ’s the end of H enry ? ”  sez I. 
”  N o t y e t ,”  sez Sandy. ”  I ’m dependin’ 

on Mr. B lackm an to  keep him goin ’ for a 
w hile longer. H im  an' the tab le  you sent 
me in the tarp aulin ,”  sez he, catchin ’ the 
surprise in m y  face.

”  A  table, was it  ? ” sez I ; “  b u t where 
does Mr. B lackm an com e in ? ’ ’

“  T h a t tab le  was part o f the furniture of 
the H astings dower-house, th a t m y fool of 
a  predecessor sold th irty  years ago w ithout 
advertisin ’ in the new spapers,”  sez Sandy.

T h e . whole countryside got plunder in 
expensive furniture w ithout know in’ it, 
a n ’ Mr. B lackm an has been picking it  up 
p re tty  reasonable ever since. H e ’s had his 
eye for long tim e on this buhl table. Mr. 
B lackm an asked m e to  keep j t  out o f the 
s a le ; an ’ he would give a  better price for 
it than  it would fetch  there.”

“ Mr. M orrison,”  sez I, ” don ’t  depend 
on him  ! H e ’s an ould ty ra n t and ruffian, 
an ’ now th a t he knows H enry is left behind 
an ’ in the W orkhouse, he'll take  advantage 
of it  to  rob him, w ait till you see, I t  w as his 
ston y heart p u t H enry where he is .”

” T u t, tut, P a t ,”  sez Sandy. "  Y o u 're  too 
severe on a  hard, honest m ap w ith  his d u ty  
to  do. A n yw ay, h e ’ll not get th e  chance. 
I ’m sendin' off for a  rough valuation  to  a 
firm of dealers I know  in Liverpool, an ’ I ’ll 
not sell the tab le  till I get it. Come back
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rT'he rogue— the scoundrel ! ”  he 
cried out, looking at the cheque, 

“ he’s altered it from seven to 
seventy ! ”
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the d a y  after to-m orrow , if y o u ’re curious. 
I ’ll have an answ er b y  th e n .”

W hen I w en t in to  San d y 's  office in tw o  
d a y s ’ tim e, he looked up from  his desk w ith  
a w ry  kind of smile.

“ Y o u  were right abou t B la ck m a n ,”  sez 
he. "  H e ’s an earlier bird th an  I knew  
about. A s  I w ent up the street yesterd ay 
m om in’ w ho com es cla tterin ’ dow n it on a 
jau n tin ’ car, w ith  all his luggage abou t him, 
but him self, goin ’ on his holidays a  w eek 
early to  get a  cheap tick et. H e called  me 
over, lookin ’ a t  his w atch  as he did.

“  ‘ I  h a ven ’t  a  m init for th e  tra in ,’ sez 
he. ' Y o u  heard abou t L o fty  ? W ell, I ’m ju st 
after runnin’ round b y  the W orkhouse an ’ 
buyin ’ th a t  tab le  from  him . N o t th a t  I 
w anted i t ; but I fe lt  a  p ity  for th e  creatu re.’

“  ‘ H ow  m uch ? ’ sez I.
"  ‘ Oh, too  m u ch ,’ sez he. ‘ B u t  I couldn ’t  

see him le ft  where he was. G ood-bye,’ sez 
he. ‘ There is a  w ritten  order from  L o fty . 
The B a n k  p o rter’ll ca ll for th e  tab le  about 
eleven.’ A n ’ a t  eleven to  th e  m init the 
tab le  le ft  th is."

"  W h a t did he p a y  for it, San dy ? ”  sez 
I, all agog.

"  W a it a m init, n ow ,”  sez Sandy. “  I 
have other nev s for you, too. L oo has 
been here,”  sez he.

“  Loo ! ”  sez I, th e  eyes stick in ’ o u t of 
m y head.

" L o o ,”  se : h e ; “ yesterd ay, tw o  hours 
after the tab le  left. T he stuff is in her, a fter 
all ! H er heart failed  her ; she rounded on 
Sim m y, an ’ back she cam e. A n ’ how she 
has m anaged it, I  don ’t  know, b u t tw o hours 
la ter she w ent off w ith  H e n ry .”

“  B u t  w h y not, San d y  ? ”  sez I.
"  She had no m o n ey,”  sez he. “  Sim m y 

would give  her none, she said, he w as so 
wild a t  her. She m ight h ave  a  sh illin ’ or 
tw o, b u t th a t ’s a ll.”

“ H a v e n 't th e y  th e  price o f th e  ta b le  ? ”
“ D o you  know w h at B lackm an  gave for 

i t ,”  sez Sandy. "  Seven pounds ; a n ’ th a t's  
beyond y ea  or nay, for H en ry  showed me 
the cheque. Sev-en  pounds,”  sez he, h ittin ’ 
the tab le  a t eve ry  syllable. “  T h e d irty  
old dog.”

“ B u t  w as it  w orth  more ? ”  sez I.
“  More ! ”  sez San dy, p u llin ’ a  le tte r  out 

of his p ocket. “  T h e  va lu ation  I got this 
morning from  L iverp ool w as s ix ty  pounds 
a t least, an ’ trad e  price a t  th a t. Oh, 
heaven s,” sez he, “ if I ’d o n ly  know n in 
tim e, L oo an ’ H en ry would h ave  the ta b le  
w ith them  to  L iverpool yesterd ay, let 
B lackm an say  w h at he liked. B u t  now 
th e y ’re gone, an ’ th e  ta b le ’s gone, a n ’ a ll s 
past p ra y in ’ for. I  had to  go o u t to  R in g 
dove to  m ake a  valu ation  for probate. 
Loo and H enry w ere to  go to  th e  U nion 
B an k a n ’ get th e  m oney for th e  ta b le  a n ’

then com e dow n here again  an ’ w ait till I 
cam e back. A n ’ w hen I did com e back, 
lo and behold, th e y  w ere a w a y  b y  the 
afternoon tra in .”

“  L oo m ust h ave  had m oney a fte r a l l.”
“ She m u st,”  sez Sandy. ”  S h e ’s a  b it of 

a  liar, I  know. B u t if she had m oney, i t ’s 
no th an k s to  B lackm an  ; a n ’ I ’ll do som ethin ’ 
this d a y ’ll ta k e  the pleasure out of his 
bargain  w hen he com es back from  his 
holidays. I ’m  goin ’ to  th e  B a n k  to  get 
m y passbook m ade up, a n ’ close m y account. 
A n ’ m ore th an  th a t, I ’ll show  him w h at it  is 

'  to  offend an auctioneer w ith  th e  country 
business for ten  m iles round in th e  hollow 
o f his hand. I ’v e  no com punction about 
i t ,”  sez he, h ittin ’ th e  desk a  slap th a t  done 
him  more harm  th an  it  did Mr. B lackm an.

B u t  v e ry  soon S a n d y  cam e back, ju st 
like him, w ith  all his rage clean gone.

“  I think, a fter all, I w on ’t  do it  till 
B lackm an  com es b a ck ,”  sez he. “  I  got 
•cliattin ’ w ith  th e  cashier before I showed 
m y  hand ; a n ’ h e ’s a  decent fellow , a n ’ a 
deal freer w ith  his inform ation th a n  old 
B lackm an  w ould have been. I f  I closed w hile 
he’s in charge, he m igh t get th e  blam e. 
B u t, P a t ,”  sez he, "  w hen B lackm an  com es 
hom e I ’ll send you w ord ; a n ’ do y o u  com e 
in, no m atter you should lose yo u r potato- 
crop. F or th ere 'll be fu n ,”  sez Sandy, 
rubbin ' his hands. “  T h e re ’ll be skin a n ’ 
hair fly in ',”  sez he ; “  a n ’ I w an t you to  
be there to  see i t .”

“  A n ’ if  L oo  an ’ H en ry  turn  up  betw een 
now an' then, S a n d y ,”  sez 1, “  a n ’ I fu lly  
e xp ect th e y  w ill, w hat abou t them  ? ’ ’

“  I f  Loo a n ’ H enry turn  up again, P a t ,” 
sez Sandy, “  th e y 'll be there, too. Y o u  can 
ta k e  m y w ord for th a t.”

A  M IN IT  or tw o  a fte r  ten  on the big 
m om in ’, S an d y  a n ’ I w alked up 
togeth er tow ards th e  U nion B ank.

"  N o w ord a t  all of L o o  and H en ry ? ” 
sez I to  Sandy.

“ N o t y e t ,”  sez Sandy. “  A sk  no questions 
m ean tim e,”  sez he. “  T h ere 'll be word of 
th em  before w e ’ve don e.”

A s w e w alked  into  th e  B a n k  Mr. B lackm an  
cam e round th e  coun ter a n ’ shook us both 
b y  th e  hand, w ith  a  special squeeze fer 
Sandy.

"  Y o u ’re th e  first m an in to  welcom e 
me, Mr. M orrison,”  sez he. “  A lw ays 
the sam e staunch friend of th e  Union 
B a n k .”

San d y  show ed no sign a t all, b u t shook 
hands quite  friendly.

“  Could we speak to  you in th e  p rivate  
room  ? ”  sez he, a t  th e  sam e tim e tip p in ’ 
m e a w ink.

"  N ow  for a  scene 1 ”  sez I to  m yself as 
1 to o k  m y seat.
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B u t San d y  m eant to  w ork th in gs up 

gradual, as he to ld  m e afterw ards.
" P a t M urphy an ’ I  ju st cam e in to  sa y  

how  pleased we were a t  th e  w a y  you  treated  
H enry L o fty ,”  sez he.

Mr. B lackm an  sm iled in an uncertain  
kind of a w ay, b u t said n oth in ’ .

“  A b o u t th e  tab le , I  m ean ,”  sez Sandy.
‘ ‘ A h, the ta b le ,”  sez Mr. B lackm an .
" T here 's m ore than  one abou t th is to w n  

th a t has tak en  p art in th e  plunderin' of th a t 
poor w itless creatu re,”  goes on Sandy.
” A s far as it  w as in m y power, I ’v e  m ade 
them  suffer, if th e y  w ere business men, th a t 
is. I ’m in a  position to  influence a good deal 
of business in th is  to w n  an ’ d istrict, as you  
know, Mr. B lackm an .”

B y  th is tim e there w as a ve ry  blue look 
cornin’ on Mr. B la ck m a n ’s face, a n ’ I could 
hardly keep m y  own face straight.

"  B u t yo u 're  n ot a  m an of th a t sort, s ir ,” 
sez Sandy. “  A n ’ I n ever th ough t so m uch • 
of you as when I found out from  L oo  S co tt 
th a t y o u ’d paid H enry the full va lu e  of the 
ta b le .”

“  Loo S co tt ? ”  sez Mr. B lackm an , all 
puzzled.

“  Y e s ,”  sez Sandy. She cam e back to  
fetch H en ry off to  A m erica the d a y  a fter 
you l e f t ; an ’ i t  w as she to ld  m e abou t 
your kindness. I t  w as decent of you, Mr, 
B lackm an ,”  sez Sandy, reachin ’ forw ard 
an ’ shaking him  b y  th e  hand again ;
“  decent, th a t ’s w h at it  w as.”

“  H ’m, h ’m ,” sez Mr. B lackm an, clearing 
his throat, an ’ lookin ' four w ays a t  once.
“  O f course, I like to  be fa ir .”

■ ' Y o u  w ere th a t,”  sez Sandy, ” a n ’ more. 
B u t w hat I cam e here to  w arn you abou t w as 
— did H enry get th a t m oney or did L oo  ? 
F or she cam e up to  th e  B a n k  w ith  H en ry .”

“  H a ! ”  sez Mr. B lackm an. “ I ’ll soon 
find th a t o u t,”  sez he, goin ’ to  th e  door 
into  th e  office. ”  Send m e in m y  paid 
cheques, Thom pson,”  sez he.

HE  thum bed the w ee bundle o ver when 
the boy had gone out, ta k in ' good 
care th a t we didn ’t  get a  look a t  

th e  faces of th e  cheques.
”  Here is th e  cheque endorsed quite  

properly b y  H enry L o fty — D am nation  ! ”  
he cries out, lookin ’ a t th e  fron t of the 
cheque, "  he ’s altered it  from  seven  to
seven ty  ! T h e rogue— the scoundrel------ ”
he stutters, dancin ’ round a n ’ w av in ’ th e  
cheque in the air. ‘ ‘ I ’ll hang him  ! I 'l l  
transport him ! Thom pson ; send Thom pson 
here,”  sez he, openin ’ th e  door.

B u t San d y  pulled him  back.
“  A  m init, Mr. T hom p son ,” sez he, p u t

tin ' out his head, an' then closin ’ th e  door 
again. ”  W a it ,”  sez he to  M r. B lackm an.
“  T h ere ’s p len ty  o f tim e, too. H e n ry ’s in

A m erica b y  now. T h e  am ount cou ld n 't 
h a ve  been seven. . . . W a it, now  ! I t  couldn’t 
h ave  been seven. I  got a  va lu ation  from  a 
firm  I ’m  agen t for, a n ’ th e y  estim ated the 
ta b le  to  be w orth y  s ix ty  pounds, trad e 
price------ ”

“  I d o n ’t  ca re ,”  bursts in Mr. B lackm an.
I ’m n ot an exp ert. I to o k  a r is k .”

W a it— ah, do w a it ,”  sez Sandy, p u ttin ’ 
u p  a hand. “  T h e y  w arned m e in th e  sam e 
letter, in case I w as h an dlin ’ th e  sale  of the 
ta b le  im s e lf, th a t  th e y  had valued  it  for a 
p riv ate  individual in th is to w n  a t  e igh ty  
pounds. H e w as a Mr. B lackm an, a  m anager 
o f a bank, th e y  said. T h e y ’d had dealings 
w ith  him  before, an ’ found him  v e ry  cute. 
K n o w in ’ th a t valuation , you  co u ld n ’t  h ave  
offered H en ry seven pounds for th e  tab le , 
a  m an in your position. I t  w ou ldn ’t  do, sir,
you  know, it  w ouldn ’t  do------  G oing a t
sev en ty  pounds,”  sez Sandy, as if he w as
au ction in ’, “  going a t  sev en ty ------ ”  he
raised his hand ab ove th e  ta b le  and looked 
th e  m anager in  th e  eye.

Mr. B lackm an  glared a t  him  ; an ’ if looks 
could h ave  electrocu ted S a n d y  his account 
a t  the Union B a n k  w as closed th a t day, sure 
enough. B u t  S a n d y  could read thoughts.

“  Gone ! ”  sez he, h itt in ’ th e  ta b le  a  slap 
th a t shook it  on its legs. “  Com e in now, 
Mr. T hom p son ,”  sez he, openin ' th e  door. 
“  I ’ve  been beggin ’ you  off a  row . Mr. 
B la ck m a n  issued th is cheque fo r seven
p ound s------”  I  h a lf riz from  m y  chair to
stop him, an ' I could see M r. B lackm an  
stiffen up— b y  m istak e,”  sez San dy, b eam 
in ’ a t  th e  pair o f us. “  H e  altered  it  to  
sev en ty  w ith ou t in itialling it . Y o u  should 
h ave  returned i t  ‘ am ount a lte re d ,’ shouldn ’t  
you, Mr. Thom pson ? ”

B y  heavens* of course I should,”  sez 
Thom pson, tu rn in ’ w hite. ‘ ‘ I t  is  seven ty  
a ll right, sir ? ”  sez he to  th e  m anager.

Mr. B lackm an  sa t w ith ou t answ erin ’ 
t i l l  I ’d held as m uch breath  as should h ave  
k ep t m e goin ’ for a w eek.

Y e s ,”  sez he, a t  l a s t ; “ i t ’s s e v e n ty .” 
D o you m ind H enry L o fty  p u ttin ’ 

Sim m y S co tt in  ja il for a lte rin ’ a  cheque 
o f his tw o  or three years ago ? ”  sez San dy.

W o u ld n 't it  have been a  fun ny th in g if 
H en ry had tak en  a leaf o u t of S im m y's 
book, M r. B lackm an , an ’ altered  one of 
yours ? ”

San d y  burst into a  roar o f a  laugh a t  th e  
notion ; Thom pson follow ed suit, even 
h e a r t ie r ; a n ’ then  m e. T h e three of us 
hung on to  chairs a n ’ rocked b a ck  an ’ fo r
w ard, a n ’ laughed a n ’ laughed.

B u t ju d g in ’ b y  th e  look on Mr. B la c k 
m an's face as S a n d y  an ’ I w en t out, I 
w ould sa y  there w asn ’t  m uch lau gh in ’ in th e  
U nion B a n k  for a  considerable tim e a fte r
wards.
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BULLDOG DRUMMOND 
AND THE

MYSTERY
OF THE

STUDIO
TH E F IR ST  C H A P T E R S.

Bulldog D rum m ond’s afternoon nap at Ted Jem ingham ’s Devonshire hom e, M erridale H all, is 
disturbed by the arriv a l of an agitated young m an closely pursued by two prison w arders through the 
fog which is hanging over the m oor. The warders find th at the fugitive is not the escaped m urderer 
M orris for whom they are seeking, and depart. The young m an, whose nam e is M arton, is in the 
middle of explaining his abject terror, which involves in  som e way a  Com tessa B artelozzi, when he 
is interrupted by the return of Jerningham  and Peter D arrell, who have been to P lym outh. D ru m 
mond goes to m eet them , and on his return finds that M arton has been kidnapped. D rum m ond 
finds a piece of notepaper with the address o f M arton, Peters and Newall, a firm  of solicitors, with 
a pencilled note : “  Glensham  House ” — a place half a  m ile  away. And the morning paper has 
reported the apparently accidental death, while cleaning a gun, of an Edw ard M arton, senior 
partner in the firm . D rum m ond and his friends decide to visit G lensham  House. M orris, the 
escaped convict, stum bles on G lensham  House in the fog, and believing it deserted, breaks in for 
shelter, and finds a m eal laid out in a downstairs room . He devours the food, and is startled  to 

hear the door of the room  open. A  ghost-like grey-haired wom an com es in.

1UM M E, m um , y o u  d id n ’t  ’a lf  g iv e  
me a start, opening th a t  there 

_J  door lik e  t h a t ,”  said th e  co n vict. 
“  T he fu st tim e w as bad enough, 

but this tim e I th o u gh t as ’ow  I w7as going to 
go b a rm y .”

“  T h e first tim e ? ”  she said, s till in the 
sam e deep voice. “  T h is  is the first tim e 
th a t I h a ve  been here to -n ig h t.”

“  T hen  ’oo w as m on keyin g w ith  th a t  
blinking door q u arter o f an hour ago ? ”

She cam e slo w ly  in to  the room , and the 
co n vict backed a w a y . T h ere  w as som e
thing alm ost as terrify in g  a b o u t this w om an 
as if  she h ad  a c tu a lly  been a  ghost.

“  S tran ge thin gs happen in th is h ouse,”  
she said. “  I t  is n o t w ise to  ask  too  m any 
questions.”

Copyright, 1931,

“  T h ere  w as a  norful row  going on  above 
’ere a  few  m in utes ago ,”  he said, n ervously .

“  So you  heard th em  to o , d id  y o u  ? ”  she 
answ ered, g ra v e ly . “  E v e r y  fo g g y  n igh t th e  
curse m ust be fu lfilled . Such  is th e  p en alty  
th a t  even  in d e a th  th e y  m u st ca rry  o u t.”

“  Spooks ! ”  he m uttered . “  Is  th a t  w ot 
you  m ean ? ”

“  T h irty  years ago m y  son k illed  a  m an in 
th e  room  above. H e  deserved to  d ie  if  ever 
a  m an did, b u t th e y  to o k  m y son, and th e y  
hanged him . E ve n , M orris, as th e y  m ight 
h a ve  hanged y o u .”

H e to o k  a  step  forw ard, snarling, on ly  to  
stan d  abashed before those glow ing eyes.

“  ’O w  do y o u  kn ow  m y  nam e is M orris ? ”  
he m u ttered , su llen ly .

“  T h ere  are m a n y th in gs th a t  I know , ” 
by H . C . McNeile.
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she said ; “  thin gs th a t are w hispered to  m e 
in the n ight b y  those w ho liv e  around m y 
bedside— those whom  yo u  could n ever see .”  

H e shivered un com fortably.
“  B u t  it  w as not th e y  w ho to ld  m e ab ou t 

y o u ,”  she w en t on. "  T his aftern oon  a 
w arder cam e and w an ted  me to  be on m y 
guard against you. I listen ed to  w h at he 
had to say, and w hen he had gone I laughed. 
F or I knew  you w ould com e, M orris. I 
w illed you  to  com e to  me through th e  fog. 
I t  was for you I prepared the m eal.”

“  V ery  nice o f you, I ’m sure, m um ,”  he 
said, scratchin g his head in a  bew ildered
w ay. ”  B u t I d o n ’t quite------ ”

“  L is te n ,”  she in terrupted, im periously. 
"  I have told y o u  th a t th e y  hanged m y son, 
and I have sworn to  b e  revenged on them . 
Then perhaps th e  curse m a y  be lifte d .”  .

H e stared a t  her, and for th e  first tim e 
noticed th a t she w as carryin g  a  su it of 
clothes over her arm.

“  A nd for th a t reason, M orris, I h ave  
brought you  th ese .”

She laid the clothes on a  chair.
“  I am  going to help  you  to  escape so 

th at I can revenge m yself on those w ho 
hanged m y son. T h e y  are m y son ’s clothes 
which I have k ep t again st such a  d a y  as this. 
W hen I leave  you, yo u  w ill p u t them  on. 
In the pockets you  w ill find m oney, and 
cigarettes. L ea ve  yo u r own clothes on the 
floor here. I w ill dispose of them  to-m orrow . 
Do n ot th an k  m e.”  She held u p  her hand 
to stop him. “  I  do th is n ot for you, b u t for 
m y son. So th a t  th e  curse m a y  be lifte d . 
One th in g and one th in g  on ly  do I say  to  
you : A s you va lu e  y o u r life, and m ore th an  
your life, do n ot go upstairs. F o r w hen th e  
fog is on D artm oor, there is d eath  in this 
house.”

The co n vict stared a t  her fe a rfu lly  and 
the hair on th e  back o f his scalp  began to  
tingle and prick. H er eyes seem ed to  be 
glow ing more than  ever. H er right arm  
w as o u tstretch ed  w ith  finger p oin ting 
d irectly  a t  him . A n d  even as he w atched 
her she appeared to recede throu gh th e  
doorw ay. A  m om ent la te r he w as alone.

”  B a rm y ,”  he m uttered  to  him self.
“  Clean  barm y. B u t, strew th , th e  old gal 
guessed rig h t.”

His nerves were s t i ll  on edge, and the 
sound of his own vo ice  com forted  him.

“  Suppose them  b lin k in ’ c lo th es are re a l,”  
he w en t on. “  N o t gh o st clothes, are they, 
lik e  eve ry th in g  else in  th is sp ookery ? ”

H e  crossed to  the chair and picked them  
up. N o gh ost a b o u t them . H e ran  his 
fingers eagerly  throu gh the p o ck e ts : notes, 
silver, cigarettes  w ere a ll there.

”  Lum m e ! ”  he chu ckled , “  'ere ’s lu ck  to  v 
the old geyser. M ay ’er curse be lifte d .
B u t  if ever I sees ’er again. I ’ll  ask  ’er to 
w ear glasses. L u v-a-d u ck, them  eyes of 
’ers w ere ’o rrid .”

H e lit  a  cigarette, and b lew  o u t a  cloud of 
sm oke lu xu riou sly . Then he poured out 
the beer, and bringing the o th er four b o ttles 
he ranged them  on th e  tab le .

, “ I f  the m eal w as for m e,”  he announced,
“  I ’ll  show  th e  old ga l th a t I app reciates i t .”

H e  finished his c iga rette , an d  then began 
to  change h is clothes. H is co n vict rig  he 
threw  in to  th e  cupboard, an d  to  his jo y fu l 
am azem en t he found th a t th e  o th er clothes 
fitted  p assa b ly  w ell. A  lit t le  tig h t round 
the shoulders, and a  lit t le  long in th e  legs, 
b u t  n ot too bad, he considered, as he to asted  
his reflection in th e  m irror. T h e h a t w as a  
b it sm all, w hich w as a  p ity , b u t b y  ripping 
o u t th e  lin in g he could  ju s t  g e t  i t  on.

A n y w a y , w h at w as a  h a t ? H e  had 
a lrea d y  counted th e  m oney— fifteen  pounds 
odd. H e w ould b u y  an oth er a t  th e  first 
o p p o rtu n ity . A nd, havin g, b y  th a t  tim e, 
low ered the th ird  b o ttle  of beer, he decided 
th a t  it  w as tim e he m ade som e plans. H ere 
he w as w ith  clothes and m oney, fu ll o f good 
food and good d rin k—-in  fa ct, in  a  position 
th a t  w ould h ave  seem ed im possible h a lf an 
h our ago— b u t he w as n ot o u t o f th e  wood 
b y  a n y  m anner of m eans y e t . H e poured 
o u t the fo u rth  b o ttle , and began to  th in k.

P resu m ab ly  he could  w a it there t i l l  the 
m orning if he w ished to— th e b eer had 
produced a certain  co n tem p t for such trifles 
as spooks. A n d  if  he w en t now  he w ould

'SAPPER'
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again un doubtedly lose his w a y  in th e  fog. 
O f course d a y lig h t w as dangerous. H e 
knew  th a t his description  w ould h a ve  been 
circu lated  everyw here. B u t  even if  he 
w en t now  d a y lig h t w ould still com e, and 
he would h ave  t h e ' intense d iscom fort 
o f w andering a b ou t in the fog a ll the 
night.

And then another idea stru ck  him  w hich 
w as so w onderful th a t  he p ro m p tly  broached 
th e  fifth -bottle . W h y  should he go a t  a ll—  
a t  an y  rate  for d ays ? I f  th e  old tro u t rea lly  
w anted to lif t  the curse from  her son, the 
b est th in g she could do w ould be to  hide 
him  until the hue-and-cry had blow n  over. 
G ive  him his h a lf dozen, or dozen b o ttles 
o f beer a  d a y , and three or four good square 
m eals, and h e ’d be p erfectly  h a p p y. In 
fact, h e ’d do all he could to  help  the poor old 
th in g w ith  regard to  her son.

A  righteous glow  w as spreading o ve r him. 
O f course h e ’d help  her. A  sham e, he 
reflected, th a t th e  old girl should be haunted 
lik e  th a t every  fo g g y  n ight. L u c k y  th in g 
h e ’d com e here, in stead of w andering abou t 
on the moor where he m igh t h ave  fallen  into 
a  bog. W hich brou ght a  sudden idea to  
him  of such stupendous m agnificence th a t 
he bolted th e  last h a lf o f the fifth  b o ttle , and 
seized the sixth.

T h e bogs ! W h y  in H eaven ’s nam e 
h ad n ’t  he th ough t of them  before ? T he 
n e x t m orning he w ould give  her his c o n v ic t ’s 
cap, and te ll her to  ta k e  i t  to  the nearest one. 
She could there p lace i t  on a  tu ft  o f grass 
a t  the edge where i t  w as bound in tim e to  be 
discovered. E veryo n e  w ould im m ediate ly  
th in k th a t he had fallen  in, and th e  search 
w ould be given up. T hen in due course he 
w ould leave  co m fo rtab ly  and go over-seas. 
T h e  old la d y  w as sure to  h ave  a  b it of 
savings p u t by. T h e  lea st she could  do if 
he w as going to  help  her over th is  curse 
business w as to  pass them  across. I f  she 
w ouldn ’t-— w ell, there were w ay s  of m akin g 
her.

H e finished his glass, and lit  a  final 
cigarette. H avin g decided on his plans 
fo r th e  future, he now  fe lt  a  desire fo r sleep. 
A nd a fter a  w hile his head began to  nod, and 
he w as on the verge of fa llin g  righ t off, when 
a  bell began to ring in th e  passage outside. 
T h e sound brought him  scram bling to  his 
feet. H is head w as feeling fuddled  and 
m uzzy, and for a w hile he stood staring 
stu p id ly  in fron t o f him . W ho on earth  
could be ringing th a t infernal bell ? W as i t  
someone in th e  house, or w as i t  som eone 
outside a t  th e  fro n t door ? A gain  it  pealed, 
and he began to  curse fo u lly  under his 
breath . Could i t  b e  th a t  the w arders had 
go t on to him  ?

In a panic of fear he b lew  o u t th e  candle, 
and stood listen ing in te n tly . W ould  the
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old w om an answ er th e  door ? I f  she did 
th e  w arders m igh t insist on searching the 
house, and th e y  w ould be bound to  find him. 
A nd then as th e  seconds w en t b y  and the 
ring w as not repeated, he began to  breathe 
fre e ly  again. T here w as no sound in the 
hall, and he kn ew  th a t i f  the w arders had 
com e in th e y  w ould n o t trouble  to  w alk  
q u ietly . So she h a d n 't answered the bell, 
and w ith  lu ck  th e y  w'ould go aw ay, believin g 
th e  house to  be em pty.

B u t w h a t if  th e y  broke in— th e sam e as 
he had done ? T h e th o u g h t set him  trem b 
lin g  again. S u rely  lu ck  co u ld n ’t  be so 
cruel ju s t  a fte r  h e ’d th o u g h t o u t th is w onder
fu l schem e. W arders w ou ldn ’t ' ‘ dare to  
break in to  a  house. I t  w as against th e  law . 
A  m in ute passed, tw o — still no sound. A nd 
he w as on th e  poin t o f s ittin g  dow n again  
when he saw  a  th in g  th a t  turned  him  cold 
w ith frigh t. A  lig h t had shone for a  m om ent 

■ under th e  door.
H e strained his ears, though all he could 

hear w as th e  h e a v y  th um p in g of his own 
heart. A n d  then a b o v e  i t  cam e th e  sound 
o f m uffled voices ju s t  outside th e  room . 
H e backed  a w a y  in to  th e  co m er farth est 
from  th e  door, and crouched there. T h ere  
were m en outside in th e  passage. W h o  
were th e y , and how  m a n y ?

SU D D E N L Y  th e  door opened, and a 
vo ice  cam e o u t of th e  darkness.

’ ’ L oo k  out, chaps. T h e  p lace reeks 
o f c iga re tte  sm oke, and a  can d le  has ju st 
been blow n  out. S tan d  a w a y  from  me. I ’ll 
sw itch  on th e  to rch .”

Cam e a  little  click , and the beam  travelled  
round th e  room  till it  p icked  up the snarling 
figure in  th e  corner. T h en  it  checked:'

“  H u llo  ! H u llo  ! ”  cam e a  qu iet Voice. 
“  W h a t h ave  We here ? ”

S lo w ly  M orris straightened  up, his great 
fists clenched b y  his sides. H e could see 
n oth ing behind the torch , b u t he could hear. 
A n d  b y  th e  voice  he kn ew  th a t  th is w as no 
w arder b u t a  blasted  toff. T ro u b le  w as 
there w as more than one, b u t— G aw d ! h e ’d 
learn  ’em.

“  L ig h t th a t candle, w ill yo u , P e te r ,”  
w en t on th e  voice, and som eone stepped 
in to  th e  circle o f ligh t. H e w as a  youngish 
m an, and he d idn ’t  lo o k  too  big. A nd as 
he to o k  a  b o x  o f m atches o u t o f h is p ocket, 
the co n v ict sprang a t him  w ith  a  grun t of 
rage.

W h a t happened then w as n o t q u ite  clear 
to  M orris. I t  seem ed th a t  th e  torch 
w avered  for a  m om ent, and then a th in g  like  
a  b a tte rin g  ram  h it him  on th e  p o in t o f the 
jaw . H e  had a  fleetin g recollection  o f 
being hurled backw ards ; he fe lt  his head 
strike  th e  w all. A n d  then  for a  space he 
slum bered.
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W hen he cam e to  him self again, he la y  

still for a  m om ent or tw o try in g  to  co llect 
his thoughts. T h e candle had been re lit, 
and he saw  th a t there were three m en in th e  
room. T h e y  were standing b y  th e  ta b le  
regarding him  disp assionately, and he 
p articu larly  n oticed  th a t one of them  was 
quite th e  largest in d ivid u al he had ever 
seen. A n d  it w as th is one w ho spoke.

“  D o n ’t  do th a t again, M orris. N e x t 
tim e I shall rea lly  h it  y o u .”

T he co n vict scram bled su llen ly  to  his feet. 
“  ’Oo th e  ’ell are you  ca llin g  M orris ? ”  
H e knew  he w as caugh t, b u t there w as 

no harm in try in g  the bluff.
"  Y o u ,”  said the large man, q u ie tly . “  I 

had an accurate  description o f yo u r face 
given m e b y  one o f yo u r kin d  w arders this 
afternoon. A nd I m ust ad m it I had not 
quite  an ticip ated  finding you  here. B u t  
if you w ill sm oke cigarettes in an em p ty  
house, you m ust e x p ect to  b e  discovered. 
H ow ever, the p o in t th a t now  arises is w h at 
the d evil to  do w ith  yo u . Y o u  seem to  h a ve  
done yo u rself p re tty  w ell, jud gin g b y  the 
table. A n d  n ot to  m ince w ords y o u ’re an 
infernal nuisance. W h a t do yo u  say, T ed  ? ”  

“  W ell, old b o y ,”  said th e  th ird  in dividual, 
”  I don’t  know . I f  th ere ’s a  ’phone here 
w e o ugh t to  rin g up the prison, I suppose.”

”  B u t  th a t m eans sittin g  and m ounting 
guard on  the d a m n ’ fe llo w ,”  rem arked the 
b ig  man, peevishly.

A  ray of hope daw ned in th e  c o n v ic t ’s 
m ind.

"  G ive  us a  chance, g u v ’n o r,”  he cried, 
com ing in to  th e  centre o f th e  room. “  G ive  
us a  chance. I f  th e y  cops me, I w on ’t  n ever 
give  y er aw ay. I  sw ears it. B u t  y er d o n ’t  
know  w ot i t ’s like  up  in th a t blarsted p lace. 
G ive  us— G aw  lum m e, g u v ’nor, w ot are 
y er  looking a t  m e lik e  th a t  for ? ”

H e cowered back, staring a t  th e  big man, 
w hose face had suddenly changed from  
being alm ost good-natured, to  an expression 
th a t th e  con vict couldn ’t  understand.

"  W here did y o u  g et th o se  clothes from , 
Morris ? ”  he said in a  terrib le  voice.

“  Strew th , g u v ’n or,”  he stam m ered. “  I—  
I ------ ”

“  W here did you  ge t them  from , dam n 
you ? A nsw er m e.”

"  T he old w om an— she g iv e  ’em  to  me, 
sir. Belonged to  'er son, w o t w as 'an ged .”  

“  Y o u ’re lying, y o u  scum . I f  you  don ’t  
te ll me th e  tru th , I ’ll sm ash yo u r face in .”  

"  I  swear to  G aw d, g u v ’nor, I ’m te llin g  
y er th e  tru th ,”  he said, earnestly.

”  W h a t’s th e  great idea, H ugh ? ”  said 
the m an called Peter.

“  T h a t suit is th e  one youn g M arton 
was w earing th is afternoon. A s  soon as 
Morris cam e nearer the ligh t I recognized 
it a t once. N ow  listen  to  m e.” H e to o k  a
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step  forw ard, and stood tow ering o ver the 
con vict. " T hose clothes belong to  a  young 
m an w hom  I w as ta lk in g  to  th is afternoon. 
W here is he, and w hat h a ve  you  done to
him  ? ”

“  I  ain ’t  seen no young m an, sir,”  answered 
th e  con vict, q u ietly . “  T h e y  w as given  to  
m e b y  the old w om an in th e  'ouse 'ere, 
and she told m e th e y  belonged to  er son 
’00 m urdered a  m an in th e  room  a b o v e  th irty  
years ago .”

H e looked upw ards and pointed, and the 
n ext in stant e v e ry  drop o f colour had le ft 
his face.

” ’O ly  ’E aven , look a t  t h a t ,”  he scream ed, 
“ I t  s the m ark of w ot ’ e did, and I a in ’t  
noticed it  b e fo re .”

A  C I R C U L A R  crim son p atch  stained the 
w hite ceiling, and for a  space th ey  
a ll stared a t i t — stared a t  it  untii, 

w ith  a  y e ll o f terror, th e  con vict m ade a 
d i r t  for the door. F o r th e  p atch  was 
grow ing bigger.

T h e three m en hurled them selves on him, 
and he struggled  like  a  m aniac till  another 
b low  from  D rum m ond’s fists knocked him  
half silly.

”  Lem m e go ,”  he w him pered. ”  1 ca n ’t  
abear it. I ’d sooner b e  copped, strite  I 
w ould. I t  w eren ’t  there when I cam e, I 
sw ear it  w eren ’t. A n d  I ’eard ’em, gu v nor. 
I ’eard th e  ghosts a-m urdering one another. 
A nd now th e re ’s ghost blood too. I t  a in ’t  
real. G aw d ! It  caw n ’t  be real. I t  ju st 
com es every  fo ggy  n ight like  w ot th e  old 
w om an said, and then goes a w a y  again. 
L e t ’s get out of th e  ’ouse, g u v ’nor. I t ’s 
’orrib le.”

T h e m an w as alm ost m ad w ith  fear, and 
D rum m ond w atched him  curiously. Then 
once again  he looked a t  th e  ceiling. T he 
p atch  had grow n enorm ously, and now a 
d ark  central nucleus w as visible, in which 
great drops form ed sluggishly and fell to  
th e  floor.

” Com e here, M orris,”  he said, q uietly . 
“ P u t  out yo u r hand ; hold it  th e re .”

H e seized th e  co n vict's  arm  and forced 
it  in to  the line of fallin g drops.

”  Is th a t ghost blood ? ”  he dem anded. 
L ik e  a  cra zy  th in g M orris stared a t the 

palm  of his hand, then  a t  th e  three men.
“  I don ’t  un derstan d,”  he m uttered , 

helplessly. “  T h is ’ere is real b lo o d .”
“  I t  is ,”  said  D rum m ond, even  more 

q u ie tly . “  R e a l blood. A n d  now  w e ’re a ll 
going upstairs, Morris, t o  see w here th a t 
real blood is com ing fro m .”

B u t th a t w as too  m uch for th e  convict. 
H e flung him self on his knees, and literally  
jibbered in his terror.

”  N o t me, g u v ’nor ; fo r p ity ’s sake, not 
m e. I dursn’t  do it— n ot if  y o u  w as to
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le t m e off the rest o f m e sentence. There's 
death in th e  ’ouse on foggy n ights. T he 
old wom an said so. A s  yo u  values yer 
life, she says to  me, d o n 't go up them  
stairs. I caw n ’t  understand abou t this 
'ere blood, b u t i t ’s ghosts, don ’t  yer 
see ?— ghosts w ot are upstairs. I ’eard 
’em .”

"  A nd now y o u ’re going to  see them , 
M orris,”  answered Drum m ond. " T h ere ’s 
no good protesting, m y m an. Y o u ’re 
com ing upstairs w ith  us. G et his arms, 
you  tw o fellow s, and bring him  alon g.”

HE  led th e  w ay  to  th e  stairs, w hile 
D arrell and Jem ingham  forced the 
struggling con vict to  follow . Once 

or tw ice he alm ost threw  them  off in his 
frenzied endeavours to  escape, b u t betw een 
them  th e y  half pushed, half carried him  up 
th e  stairs.

” Stop th a t dam ned noise,”  snapped 
Drum m ond, w hen th e y  reached th e  top, 
“  or I ’ll la y  you  out. I w an t to  listen .”  

B u t no sound broke th e  silence, and save 
for his torch there w as not a  glim m er of 
light anyw here. A nd a fter a  w hile he led 
th e  w ay along a  passage, th e  end of which 
w as barred b y  a  green baize door.

"  Through h ere,”  he said, “  and it  should 
be th e  first room  on th e  left, if  m y bearings 
are correct. A h  ! ”  H e drew  in his breath 
sharply. “  I t ’s w hat I exp ected . Bring 
th a t m an in here.”

H e had flung open th e  door o f th e  room, 
and the others follow ed w ith  th e  con vict 
between them .

“  S ta y  there, Peter, t ill  I see if this gas 
w ill light. A n d  mind w here y o u  p u t yo u r 
fe e t.”

H e had turned his torch on th e  gas 
bracket, so th a t  th e  floor w as in darkness. 
B u t  a  m om ent la te r th e  ligh t flared up, 
and D arrell and Jem ingham  g a v e  a  sim ul
taneous gasp. Spraw ling on th e  boards 
w as th e  body o f a  man, clad  on ly  in a  shirt 
and under-clothes. I t  w as obvious a t  a 
glance th a t he w as dead. H is head had been 
battered in w ith  inconceivable ferocity. 
B u t  his face w as ju st recognizable ; th e  
dead m an w as youn g M arton,

” Now, M orris,”  said D rum m ond, q uietly , 
"  is th a t a  ghost ? ”

T he con vict was staring foolish ly a t  
th e  body. H is m outh kep t opening and 
shutting though no sound cam e from  it.

“  I don’t  understand, g u v ’n or,”  he said, 
hoarsely, a fter a w hile. "  T h e old w om an 
said as ’ow  it w as a  gh ost.”

"  W here is th e  old w om an ? ”  dem anded 
Drum m ond.

"  I dunno, g u v ’nor. I a in ’t  see ’d ’ er 
since she give m e these clo th es.”

“  Y o u  realize, don’t  you, Morris, th a t

those clothes you  are w earing belong to  
th a t m an w ho has been m urdered ? ”

”  W ell, I d id n ’t  know  it, g u v ’nor. ’O w  
could I ? She said as 'ow  th e y  w ere ’er 
son ’s .”

”  W as there ever a n y  old w om an, Morris ? 
cried Drum m ond, sternly.

”  In  course there w ere, g u v ’nor. A in 't  
I been tellin g y e r  ? I t  w as she w o t told m e 
a b ah t the g h o st.”

A n d  then suddenly the real significance of 
his position p en etrated  his slow  brain.

“  G aw d ! g u v ’n or,”  he scream ed, "  y e r  
don ’t  th in k  I did it, do y e r  ? Y e r  d o n ’t  
th in k  I croaked  th e  youn g gen t ? I a in ’t  
n ever seen ’im  in m y  life  : I sw ears it  on m e 
m oth er’s g r a v e .”

”  H ow  long have you  been in th is house ? ” 
dem anded Drum m ond.

“  I t  struck eight, g u v ’nor, as I w as stan d
ing in the ’a ll.”

D rum m ond looked a t  his w atch.
“  S o  y o u ’v e  been here tw o  h ours," he 

rem arked. “  D id  anyon e see or hear yo u  
com e in ? ”

“  I suppose th e  old w om an m ust ’ave, 
sir. A nd then th e  door opened once in th e  
room dahn below , opened and shut it  did. 
She said as ’ow  queer th in gs to o k  p lace in 
this ’ere ’o u se.”

“  W as th a t  before she g a v e  you  those 
clothes ? ”

”  Y u s , g u v ’nor— afore t h a t .”
"  A nd  before you  heard the ghosts 

fighting up  here ? ”
“ T h a t's  right, s ir ,”  said th e  co n vict, 

eagerly. “  Y e r  do b elieve  me, sir. Y e r  
don ’t  th in k as ’ow I done th a t  b loke in ? ”

“  I t  doesn ’t  m uch m a tter w h at I thin k, 
M orris,”  said Drum m ond, gravely , “  b u t 
y o u ’re in a  d evilish  serious position ; and 
th ere ’s no good preten ding y o u ’re not. 
W e find y o u  in th is house alone w ith  a 
m urdered m an, and w earin g his clothes. 
A n d  a ll you can  say  a b ou t it  is th a t  som e old 
w om an w ho ca n ’t  be found spun you  a 
y a m  abou t ghosts. I t ’s p re tty  thin, m y  
lad, and you  m ay find th e  police a  little  
d ifficult to  co n vin ce.”

T h e  co n vict w as looking round him  like  
a  trapped anim al. W h y  th is th in g had been 
done to  him  he d id n ’t  know , b u t a ll too 
clearly  did he realize th e  tru th  o f this b ig 
m an ’s w ords. T h e  w hole affa ir had been a 
fram e-up from  beginning to  end. W h a t he 
had th o u gh t w ere ghosts had been nothing 
o f th e  sort. T h e  noise he had heard had 
been th e  a ctu al m urder of th e  m an w ho la y  
on the floor w ith  his head battered  in.

A n d  suddenly his n erve  broke com 
p letely . F o r a  m om ent his three captors 
were n ot lo okin g a t  him  and, w ith  a  cry  of 
terror, he sprang through th e  door and 
banged it  behind  him . T h en  he rushed
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blind ly along the passage to  th e  to p  o f the 
stairs. T o  g et a w a y  from  th a t dead m an 
whose clothes he w ore w as the on ly  thought 
in his brain  as he blundered throu gh the 
hall. A nd a m om ent la ter he had flung 
open a w indow  and the fog had sw allow ed 
him up.

"  E x ce lle n t,”  said  Drum m ond, th o u gh t
fully. ”  T h an k H eaven s he decided to  
m ake a  b o lt for it. I w as w ondering w h at 
we were going to  do w ith  him . H u llo  ! ” 
H e paused, listening in ten tly . “  Som e more 
people p laying. T h is  house is gettin g  quite 
popular. ”

H e opened the door, and th e  sound of 
angry voices cam e up from  below . A nd 
then, follow ed b y  th e  other tw o, he strolled 
to  the top  of the stairs. A  ligh t had been 
lit in the hall, and tw o  m en were standing 
there who fell silent as soon as th e y  saw 
Drum m ond and his com panions.

“  S a y ,”  shouted one of them  a fter a  w hile, 
“  are you the dam ned gin ks w ho h ave  
eaten our supper ? ”

” Perish the thought, laddies,”  rem arked 
Drum m ond, affably. "  W e dined on caviare 
and w hite wine before com ing to  c a ll.”

”  W ell, w ho is the gu y  w ho rushed 
through the hall and jum ped out of a  w indow  
a few  m om ents ago ju st as w e were com ing 
in ? ”

“  H e also cam e to  call, b u t he d id n 't 
seem to like  the house. H e g o t the w illies 
about it  and decided to  le a v e .”

“  L ook h ere,” said the other, savagely, 
beginning to m ount the stairs : “ Is this
whole outfit m ad ? W h a t under the sun 
are you doing up there, a n y w ay  ? ”

H e paused in fron t o f Drum m ond, a  great 
powerful raking m an w ith  a  n asty  look in 
his eyes.

“  W e ’ve  been ghost-hunting, P e rc y ,”  said 
Drum m ond, gen ially. “ V e ry  n au g h ty  of 
us, b u t we th ough t th e  house w as em pty. 
And instead of th a t w e find a  delightful 
escaped co n vict replete  w ith  your supper, 
and other things too  num erous to  m ention."

“  I f  you call m e P ercy  a ga in ,”  snarled 
the other, “  you w on ’t  speak for a  few  d a y s.”  

“  Is th a t so, P e rc y  darlin g,”  said D rum 
mond, lazily. “ I a lw ays th ough t it  was 
such a  nice n am e.”

T he veins stood out on the oth er's  fore
head and he took a  step forw ard w ith  his 
fists clenched. A nd then the look in D rum 
m ond’s eyes m ade him  pause, w hile his 
com panion w hispered som ething in his ear.

“ W ell, the house isn ’t e m p ty ,”  he 
rem arked, sullenly. “  So you can clear out 
before I send for th e  p o lice.”

“  B u t  how inhospitable of y o u ,”  said 
Drum m ond, m ildly. “  H ow ever, I fear th a t 
an yw ay you w ill h a ve  to  com m unicate w ith 
th a t excellen t b o d y  o f men. Y o u  m ust

do som ething ab ou t th e  dead  m an, m ustn ’t 
yo u  ? ”

T h e o ther stared a t  him .
“ T h e  dead m an ,”  he said a t  length .

“  W h a t in fortune are y o u  ta lk in g  abou t ?
“  I to ld  you w e ’d found a lo t o f other 

th in gs,”  rem arked D rum m ond. “  Com e 
along and you shall see for y o u rse lf.”

T H E Y  w alked along the passage to  the 
room where the b o d y  lay.

“  H o ly  sm oke! ”  cried the b ig  man, 
pausing b y  th e  door. W h o ’s done th a t ? ”  

“  W ho, indeed ! ”  m urm ured D rum m ond, 
th o u g h tfu lly .

“  W here are his clothes ? ”  asked the 
other.

“  A dorning Mr. Morris, the escaped con
v ic t ,”  said Drum m ond. “  T he gentlem an 
w ho le ft  the house so ra p id ly .”

F o r a  w hile the other looked a t  him  in a 
puzzled wray.
* “  T h is seem s to  me to  be a  m igh ty  rum 
affa ir,”  he rem arked a t  len gth .

“  M igh ty ru m ,”  agreed D rum m ond.
“  Since you say  th e  co n v ict w as w earing 

his clothes, it  looks as i f  he had done i t .”
“  I t  certain ly  does,”  D rum m ond again 

agreed. ' •
“  W h a t a  dam nable crim e ! Jake ! If  

we h a d n 't gone out for a  breath er this would 
never h ave  happened. I guess I ’ll never 
forgive m y self.”

“  I t  sure is tough on th e  poor yo u n g ch a p ,” 
said his com panion.

“  A  youn g friend of ours, M r— M r.------? ”
“  D rum m ond is m y nam e. C ap tain  

D rum m on d.”
"  H ardcastle  is mine. A nd m y  pal is 

Jake Slingsby. T o  th in k th a t th is poor 
young fellow  should be m urdered like th at. 
I guess I ca n ’t  ge t o ver i t .”

T h e strange thin g is th a t he should 
h ave  had a  prem onition o f d an ger,' ’ rem arked 
Drum m ond. “  I saw  him  th is afternoon 
when he lost his w a y  in th e  fo g .”

“  H e told us he had called  in a t  the 
w rong house,”  said H ardcastle.

“  A  call is one w ay  o f describing his 
v is it ,”  m urm ured Drum m ond. “  I gathered 
his nam e w as M arton.”

“ T h a t ’s so. D ow n on business abou t the 
house. W ell, w ell ! T his is terrible. I don ’t  
know  how I shall break the news to  his 
fa th e r.”

“  N or do I ,”  said Drum m ond. "  F or 
unless I am  grea tly  m istaken  his father w as 
killed last n ight through a gun a ccid en t.” 

“  W h a t ’s th a t you  say  ? ”  shouted H ard 
castle, and his com panion seem ed equally 
perturbed. “ O ld M arton dead ? ”

“  A ccording to  the papers he is,”  answered 
Drum m ond. "  I t  m ust b e  a  grea t shock to  
you, Mr. H ardcastle, to  have a  firm  w ith



After what seemed an eternity Bulldog Drummond 
began to smile as slowly and inexorably he 

forced the other back.

whom  yo u  are doing business d yin g  off so 
ra p id ly .”

T h e other looked a t  him  suspiciously, b u t 
D rum m ond’s face  w as expressionless.

“  W ell, I  suppose w e  ou gh t to  ring up 
th e  police,”  he w en t on  a fte r  a  pause.

“  T h a t w ould seem  to  b e  th e  th in g  to  
d o ,”  rem arked D rum m ond. “  A n d  since

th e y  w ill p ro b a b ly  tak e  som e tim e com ing 
on a  n igh t like  th is, I  th in k  w e m igh t w ait 
fo r them  elsewhere, don ’t  y o u  ? Y o u  m ust 
be v e r y  fond o f fresh air, Mr. H a rd castle ,”  
he continued, as th e y  le ft  th e  room .

“  H ow  do y o u  m ake th a t  o u t ? ”  dem anded 
th e  other.

"  T o  go for a  stro ll on a  n igh t lik e  th is ,”
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said Drum m ond. "  I should h a ve  th ough t 
th a t a book and a w h isk y  and soda w ould 
have been p referab le.”

“  Then w h y d o n ’t  y o u  fo llo w  yo u r own
advice ? ”

“  A h  ! I t  w as different in our case. Y o u  
see, it  is o n ly  on fo g g y  n ights th a t the ghost 
is supposed to w a lk .”

“  W h at is all th is ro t abou t a  gh ost ? ”  
said H ardcastle, con tem ptu ously. “  I reckon 
the ghost isn ’t m ade y e t  th a t I  shall ever 
see.”

“  D o not scoff, Mr. H ardcastle, a t things 
beyond yo u r k e n ,”  said Drum m ond, re
provin gly. “  W h a t w ould y o u r house
keeper say  if she heard you  ? ”

T he other paused and stared a t him .
“  H ousekeeper ! ”  he cried. "  W h at 

fly  has stung y o u  th is tim e ? I f  th ere ’s a  
housekeeper here i t ’s the first I ’v e  heard 
of i t .”

“ R e a lly  ? Y o u  surprise m e.”
Drum m ond stopped suddenly and began 

to  sniff the air.
” B y  th e  w ay, T e d ,”  he rem arked, 

”  which w as th e  room  you to ld  m e w as 
haunted ? T h e second from  th e  top  o f the 
stairs, w asn ’t  i t  ? ”

A nd before anyone realized  w h at he w as 
going to do he flung th e  door open.

" M ost e xtrao rd in ary ,”  he said, b lan dly. 
"  D o you use scent, Mr. H ard castle  ? O r is 
it Mr. Slingsby ? B u t  I d o n ’t  see a n y  
ghost, T e d .”

H e le t  th e  ligh t o f his torch tra ve l round 
the room, until i t  fin a lly  rested on th e  bed.

”  O h 1 ”  he cried, coverin g his eyes w ith  
his hand. ”  Is th a t yo u r nightie, Mr. H ard 
castle  ? O r yours, Mr. S lin gsby ? ”

B u t b y  this tim e H ard castle  had recovered 
from  his surprise, and there w as m urder in 
his eyes.

” H ow  dare you go b u ttin g  into  a  la d y ’s 
bedroom  ? ”  he shouted, furiously. “  G et 
out o f it, you m eddling yo u n g b e a st.”

H e seized D rum m ond b y  th e  arm s, and 
then for h a lf a m inute there ensued a struggle 
the more intense because neither man 
moved.

It w as ju st a tria l of strength , and the 
others w atched it  breath lessly. F o r to a ll 
o f them  it seem ed th a t far m ore depended 
on the result than w h at happened a t the 
m om ent. It  was the first clash betw een  the 
tw o men. The outcom e w ould be an om en 
for the future.

T heir breathing cam e faster ; the sw eat 
stood out on both their foreheads. A nd 
then, after w hat seem ed an etern ity, D ru m 
mond began to smile, and th e  other to  curse. 
S low ly  and in exo rably  H ard castle  w as 
forced back, and then D rum m ond relaxed  
his hold.

“  N o t this tim e, P e rc y ,”  he rem arked,
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q u ie tly . ”  A nd I m ust re a lly  apologize 
for entering the la d y ’s bedroom . I t ’s this 
confounded ghost business th a t is responsible 
fo r it. B y  the w ay, w here is she ? D id you  
carelessly  lose her in th e  fog ?

”  W h a t th e  hell is th a t to  do w ith  y o u  ? ”  
snarled H ardcastle,

“ M y dear f e l l o w ! ”  D rum m ond lifted  
his hands in horror. “  I  find th a t  the 
th o u gh t of th e  ow ner o f th a t garm en t 
w andering forlo rn ly  over D artm oor d is
tresses m e beyon d w ords ! ’ ’

HA R D C A S T L E  looked a t him  sullen ly. 
T he ty p e  w as a  new  one to  him . 
A ccustom ed a ll his life  to  being top  

dog, e ither b y  p h ysical strength  or through 
sheer force of w ill, he found him self con
fronted w ith  a  m an w ho w as his m atch in 
both.

”  Y o u  n eedn ’t  w orry  y o u rse lf,”  he m ut
tered. "  M y d au gh ter is in P ly m o u th ."

• “ A nd a  charm ing sp ot it  is, to o ,”  boom ed 
Drum m ond, gen ia lly . • “ T h e  jo lly  old 
d au gh ter in P ly m o u th  of a ll p la c e s ! H a p p y  
d ays w e used to  h a ve  there, d idn ’t  we, 
P eter, prancing along the H o e ? ”

H is torch , in a p p a re n tly  a  hap hazard  w ay, 
w as flashing abou t th e  room  as he ram bled 
on, and suddenly it  p icked  up  a  b ox o f 
cigarettes ly in g  open on th e  dressing-table.

“  B u t  h ow  careless o f her, Mr. H ard castle ,' ’ 
he cried. “  T h e y  w ill a ll g e t  stale . I  m ust 
re a lly  close it  u p .”

H e crossed th e  room  and shut th e  box. 
T hen he ca lm ly  returned and strolled  
tow ards th e  top  o f th e  stairs.

“  D au gh ter or no daughter, d u ty  ca lls  
us, Mr. H ardcastle. W e m ust ring up  th a t 
fine b o d y  o f men, the D evo n  C o n stab u lary .”  

“  A  th in g th a t ought to  h ave  been done 
ten  m inutes ago, b u t for yo u r infernal im 
pertin ence,”  said the other, furiously.

H e crossed th e  hall to  th e  telephone, and 
rang up  th e  exchan ge. H e did  it  again. 
T hen  a  th ird  tim e, and grad u ally  a  sm ile 
spread o ve r D rum m on d’s face.

” M ost extra o rd in a ry ,”  he m urm ured. 
”  I e xp ect th e  telephone girl is in P lym ou th , 
too. O r can it  b e  th a t you  aren ’t  connected 
up, Mr. H ard castle  ? ”

“  T h e  dam ned line m ust be o u t o f o rd er,”  
grunted the other.

A nd D rum m ond began to  shake w ith 
laughter.

- Y o u  sure are out o f luck  to-night, aren ’t 
you  ? ”  he rem arked. “  A  dead man in the 
house ; a d au gh ter p ain tin g  P ly m o u th  red ; 
a  telephone th a t doesn 't fun ction  ; and last, 
b u t n ot least, three in terferin g gh ost hunters. 
H ow ever, don ’t  be despondent ! T h e 
d ark est hour is a lw a ys ju st before th e  d a w n .” 

H e paused fo r the fractio n  o f a  second, 
and o n ly  D arrell saw  the look th a t flashed
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m om entarily  in to  his eyes. H e had noticed 
som ething, b u t his voice  as he w en t on w as 
unchanged.

”  W e ’ll do th e  ringing up fo r you, Mr. 
H ardcastle, from  M erridale H all, and te ll 
the police all yo u r m aiden ly secrets. A nd 
as your n ext-door neighbours, le t  us say  
w elcom e to our sm iling coun tryside. W h ich  
concludes th e  n atio n al program m e for th is 
evening. G ood-night. G ood-night.”

C H A P T E R  III .

T H E  fo g  had lifted  a lit t le  as th e y  le ft 
the house, though i t  w as still suffi
cien tly  th ick  to  m ake progress slow. 

A n d  th e y  had o n ly  gone som e th irty  or 
fo rty  yards dow n th e  drive  w hen a cry  
cam e echoing fa in tly  o ver the moor. T h e y  
stopped ab ru p tly . I t  w as repeated again 
and again. I t  sounded as if som eone w as 
callin g for help, and then as suddenly as 
th e  shouts had started, th e y  ceased.

“ T h a t ’s th e  direction of G rim stone M ire,”  
said Jerningham , grav ely . “  S u rely  no one 
could be such a  dam ned fool as to  go near it  
on a  n ight like  th is ? ”

“ Dangerous, is it  ? ”  said Drum m ond.
" Dangerous, old b o y  ! W h y, i t ’s a  death 

trap  even b y  d a y . A nd in  th e  dark, and 
foggy a t  th at, it  w ould be sim ply suicide. 
N o one w ho lives round here w ould go w ith in  
half a  m ile of th e  p lace .”

” N o good going to  h a v e  a  look, I su p 
pose ? ”

“  N o t the slightest, H ugh. W h o ever it is 
has either scram bled o u t b y  now, or i t ’s all 
over, w ith  th e  odds on the la tte r .”

“  T hen le t ’s ge t b a c k ,”  said D rum m ond. 
“  W e ’v e  go t to  p u t on our considering caps, 
you fellow s, b u t it  darned w ell ca n ’t  be done 
till  I ’ve  lowered som e ale. F o r unless I ’m  
m uch m istaken w e ’v e  stepped rig h t into 
one of the b iggest things w e ’v e  ever handled. 
A nd th e  first th in g to  be considered is w hat 
w e ’re going to  do abou t Mr. M orris ! ”

' Y o u  th in k he did in M arton ? ”  said 
D arrell.

“ I ’m dam ned certain  he d id n 't .”  answ ered 
Drum m ond, shortly . "  B u t  th e y ’ll hang him 
a ll th e  sam e. I t ’s one o f the m ost d iabolically  
clever b its of w ork w e ’v e  ever b u tted  into, 
com paring quite  cred ita b ly  w ith  th e  deeds 
o f our la te  lam ented C arl. T h a n k  th e  L ord 
— here’s th e  house. A le, T ed , in buckets. 
Then you, as th e  resident, get on to  th e  
police. T ell ’em a man has been m urdered 
a t  G lensham  H ouse, and sa y  th a t w e shall 
be here to  give  ’em a ll th e  inform ation w e 
can. A nd one other thing, old lad. A sk  the 
exchange if Glensham  H ouse is disconnected 
or n o t.”

”  W h at w as th e  sudden brain  storm  in the 
hall, H ugh, ju st before w e le ft  ? ”  said 
D arrell, curiously.

Jerningham  w as telephoning, and D ru m 
m ond's face w as buried in a  tankard , w hich 
he drained before answ ering.

“  A  little  m a tte r o f d u st,”  he rem arked. 
“  B u t a ll in good tim e, P eter. W e ’ve go t to 
ge t dow n to  this p re tty  ca re fu lly .”

“  T h e  house h asn ’t  been connected up for 
tw o  y e a rs ,”  said Jerningham , com ing back 
in to  the room , and D rum m ond nodded 
th o u g h tfu lly . “  I ’ve  told th e  police, who 
darned near fused th e  w ire in th e ir e x c ite 
m ent. T h e y 'll be round as soon as th e y  
c a n .”

“  A nd before th e y  com e w e ’v e  g o t to  
decide e x a c tly  w h at w e are going to  s a y ,”  
rem arked D rum m ond, ligh tin g a  cigarette. 
“  I 'l l  ta k e  th e  chair fo r th e  m om ent. Y o u  
stop  m e th e  in stant yo u  disagree w ith  a n y 
thing. P o in t one : W as th e  sto ry  told us 
b y  M orris tru e  ? I un hesitatingly m aintain  
th a t it  was, for one v e ry  good reason. T h a t 
m an a t  the b est o f tim es hasn ’t  go t the 
brains to  invent such a  w ild ly  fan tastic  y arn  
and stick  to  it. A n d  half-screw ed as he w as 
when w e found him , the th in g is an u tter 
im possibility. N o— he w as speakin g th e  
tru th  the w hole w a y  through ; I w atched 
him  c lo se ly .”

“  I agree,”  said Jerningham . “  O r else 
he is th e  m ost consum m ate a cto r .”

D rum m ond shook his head.
“  H e  w asn ’t  actin g, T ed. W h a t do  you 

say, P eter ? ”
”  I  agree w ith  you, o ld b o y . W h ich  brings 

us to  point tw o  ; If M orris d id n ’t m urder 
M arton— w ho did ? ”

"  E x a c t ly ,”  said D rum m ond. ”  B u t  
le t ’s go b a ck  a  b it farther, and see w h at w e 
can  build  up on th e  assum ption th a t  M orris’s 
s to ry  is true. C learly  there w ere people in 
th e  house w hen M orris broke in. There 
w as a  w om an, yo u n g M arton, and another 
m an or men. R ig h t. T h e y  hear him com e 
in, or som eone— th e y  d o n ’t  know  who. T h e 
w om an com es dow n ; sees the g lin t o f the 
candle, and opens th e  door ju st enough to  
see w ho th e  v is ito r is. A  co n vict— m ust be 
Morris. A nd i t ’s a t  th is point, you fellow s, 
th a t I  m aintain  w e  ge t a  line on to  w h a t w e 
are up  against, w hich g ives one to  th in k 
p re tty  furiously. B ecau se w ith ou t the 
sm allest hesitation  th e y  seized on a  thin g 
th a t had happened b y  th e  m erest fluke, and 
turned it  to  ad va n ta ge  w ith  a  b ru ta lity  th a t 
is dam ned near unprecedented. Com m on 
o r garden m urder w e know , b u t th e y  don ’t  
stick  a t  b u tch ery. I ’m  n ot often  serious, as 
you  know , b u t ’pon m y  soul this show is a  b it  
o ver the odds. F o r som e reason w e h a v e n ’t  
got, th e y  w an ted  yo u n g M arton out of th e  
w ay. B ehold  th e  unsuspecting scapegoat 
a ll rea d y  to  hand. M orris can  b e  hanged for 
w h at th e y ’v e  done. B u t  in order to m ake it 
d o u b ly  sure th e y  asked them selves the
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safest w ay  of killing M arton. A  revo lver—  
out of th e  question ; M orris w ou ldn ’t  h a ve  
one. A  kn ife  m eans fingerprints on the 
shaft, w hich M orris could p rove  w ere n ot his. 
A nd so these beauties, rem em bering th a t  in 
th e  Sydenham  case he w as reputed to  h a ve  
bashed his v ic tim ’s head abou t, and actin g 
on the w ell-know n tru th  th a t a  m urderer 
rarely  changes his m ethods, w en t and did 
likewise. T h e y  d eliberately  killed  yo u n g 
M arton b y  b atterin g  his head in .”

“  Sounds right, so far, H u gh ,”  said 
Jerningham .

"  H old  hard, old bo y, for a  m inute. 
W e ’ve  go t to go a  b it farther. D ow n  com es 
this w om an w ith  M arton ’s clothes and

pitches M orris a  y a m  w hich w as e x a c tly  
th e  kind to  im press and frigh ten  an ignorant 
m an. G h o st and fo g g y  n igh t— ju st th e  stuff 
to  scare th e  fe llo w  stiff. A n d  then she 
disappears, intending, in  a ll p ro b a b ility , to  
com e b a ck  la te r and g et his c o n v ic t ’s uni
form , so th a t there shall be no chance of his 
n ot p u ttin g  on M arton ’s clothes. A n d  from  
th a t m om ent M orris w ould h a ve  been a 
doom ed m an. Supposing w e h ad n ’t  heard 
his y a rn  in  th e  circum stances w e did, should 
w e h ave  believed  i t  ? N o  ; and th a t is th e  
on ly  poin t w here their plan  m iscarried. N o one 
w as ever intended to  hear it  in  such circum 
stances. I t  ran g tru e  to-night. I t  w o u ld n 't 
h a ve  ru ng true tw o  or three d ays from  now, 
w hen M orris w as found w andering abou t. 
H e  w ould n o t h ave  had a  d o g ’s chance. T he 
w om an w ould eith er h a v e  disappeared, or 
she w ould h a ve  denied his sto ry  in  loto. 
A n d  then, u n fo rtu n ately  for them , w e cam e 
[rarging in, w hich n ecessitated  a  consider
ab le  chan ge in their plans. F or m y  own 
belief is th a t, if w e  had n ot arrived , th e y  
w ould m ere ly  h a v e  le ft  w ith  the absolute

“ T really am quite exhausted.” 
said the woman. “  I f  1 

could rest here a little before 
going on it would make all 

the difference.”
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certain ty  th a t it  w as on ly  a  question  o f tim e 
before M orris w as caugh t. O ur a rriv a l 
altered m atters, and co m p lete ly  forced their 
hands, so th a t w e w ere treated  to th e  
theatrical perform ance w e ’v e  ju st had from  
H ardcastle  and th e  others. T h e y  knew  w e 
should h a ve  to  ring up th e  police, and th e  
in stant th e  police arrived  th e y  w ere in th e  
soup. W h a t were th e y  doing w h ile  th is 
w retched b o y ’s head w as being bashed in 
by  M orris ? I t  ca n ’t  h a v e  been a silen t 
proceeding. W h y  d idn ’t  th e y  hear i t  ? 
T h e y  could o n ly  pretend th e y  w ere out of 
the house, and if th e y  w ere going to  do th a t, 
th e  sooner th e y  to o k  th e  b u ll b y  the horns 
the b e tte r.”

Y o u  th in k  th e y  w ere in th e  house th e  
w hole tim e ? ”  said D arrell.

“  M y dear old Peter, w ho goes fo r a  w alk  
on a  night lik e  this for fun ? O f course th e y  
were. Though there is no denyin g th a t  th a t 
swine H ard castle ’s a ctin g  w as dam ned good. 
P ro b ab ly  to  the police th e y  w ill say  th e y  w ere 
w alkin g back from  Y e lve rto n , w hich sounds 
feasible, because th e  police w on ’t  b e  ab le  to

g e t beyon d th e  p o in t th a t M orris is the m ur
derer.”

“ Y o u  th in k  those tw o  did it  ? ”  said 
Jem in gh am .

D rum m ond s h r u g g e d  h i s  
shoulders.

“  There, old b o y, w e ’re  ge t
tin g  into  the region o f guess
w ork. F rom  w h at I saw  of 
H ard castle , I should th in k  
h e ’s q u ite  cap ab le  of a n y 
th in g. B u t  i t  w as either 
th em  or p als o f theirs.”

“  A n d  w h a t ab ou t th e  
h o u s e k e e p e r  ? ’ ’ said 
D arrell.



Bulldog Drum m ond
“  H ousekeeper, m y aunt, P e t e r ! W ho 

ever heard of a housekeeper w ith  a n ightdress 
like  th a t ? W h o ever heard of a  house
keeper w ho sm oked expen sive cigarettes  
w ith  purple-tipped m outhpieces ? I t ’s ju st 
possible th a t th e  w om an w ho fooled M orris 
w as re a lly  H ard castle 's  d au gh ter m ade up 
for the part, b u t there w as n ev er a n y  house
keep er.”

“  A nd where w as she a ll th e  tim e ? ”
"  In the hall. Just as w e w ere going, I 

happened to look a t th e  floor close b y  the 
w all. I t  w as v e ry  du sty, and I saw  the 
m arks of a w om an ’s footsteps going up to  a 
b ig  piece of panelling. There w ere none 
com ing a w a y  from  it .”

“  There un doubted ly are secret passages 
in the house,”  said Jerningham , th o u g h t
fu lly . "  So you  th in k  the fa iry  w as there, 
and not in P lym o u th  ? ”

“  D o w e or do w e not accep t M orris’s 
story  ? T h a t ’s the answer, T ed . I f  w’e do 
— she w as th ere .”

“  In w hich case she is there now. A re  
we to te ll the police ? ”

D rum m ond refilled his tan kard  th o u g h t
fu lly.

“  I th in k w e m ust te ll th e  police the 
entire story  th a t M orris to ld  us. I d o n ’t 
th in k a n y  good w ill b e  done b y  p u ttin g  in 
any com m ent on it. W e  m ust lea ve  them  
to form  their own conclusions. Y o u  see, a 
mere statem ent on our p art th a t w e believe 
th e  yarn  cuts no ice, a n y w a y . A t  th e  sam e 
time, I th in k i t ’s going to  be a  little  aw kw ard 
for those men. T here are a  w hole lot of 
points th e y  wall have to  explain  a w a y  w hich 
w ould n ever h a ve  cropped up  b u t for our 
arrival on the scene. Jove  ! th e y  m ust h ave  
been as wild as c iv e t cats w hen w e appeared.

H e rubbed his hands to geth er and began 
to grin.

”  Boys, w e ’re going to h a ve  som e fun. 
W h at is th a t g a la x y  doing there a t  all ? 
W h y  do th e y  know  so little  abou t it  th a t 
th ey  d on 't even realize the telephone is not 
connected up ? W h y  do th e y  w an t to 
m urder young M arton ? W h y  does the 
old man have a  gun acciden t ? A nd I ’m 
ju st w ondering how m uch w ill com e o u t 
when M orris is caught. N othin g— if w e 
hadn’t com e into  it. B u t  w e have, and w e’re 
dam ned w ell not going o u t.”

H e paused as a  ring cam e a t  the fron t door 
bell.

“  Is th a t the police a lread y ? T h e y ’v e  
been p re tty  quick. N ow , d o n ’t  forget, you  
fellows, w e w ere ghost-hunting, believing 
the house to  be em pty. A nd, for the rest, 
we give M orris’s sto ry  w ith ou t expressing 
a n y  opinion.”

I t ’s not the police,”  said Jerningham , 
w ho had gone to  the door. “  I t ’s a  w om an’s
vo ice .”

270

A  M O M E N T  or tw o later Jennings 
entered the room .

“  A  lad y, sir, has lost her w ay. 
She is looking for G lensham  H o u se.”

H a ve  you directed  her ? ”  asked his 
m aster, glan cing a t  Drum m ond.

T he bu tler hesitated.
She seems v e ry  tired, sir. I w as w'on- 

dering if  I should offer her a  glass of wine. 
She is, if I m a y  sa y  so ,”  he continued, con
fiden tially, “  d istin ctly — er— w orth w h ile .” 

B rin g her in, T e d ,”  said Drum m ond. 
“  T ell Jennings to  bring som e cham pagne 
and sandw iches. P e te r ,”  he w en t on, as 
th e y  le ft  th e  room , “  th e  rush on G lensham  
H ousefis m akin g m e g id d y .”

B u t it  is too kin d  o f y o u ,”  cam e a 
w om an ’s voice from  th e  hall. ” I rea lly  am  
qu ite  exhausted. If  I could rest a  little  
before going on it  would m ake all the 
differen ce.”

She entered the room , and paused in 
m om entary em barrassm ent on seeing the 
other tw o.

“  O f course,”  cried Jerningham . ”  I 
h ave  ordered som e sandw iches for you. 
M ay I introduce C ap tain  D rum m ond and 
Mr. D arrell ? M y own nam e is Jern in gham .” 

H e pulled  up a  chair, and she sa t dow n 
w ith  a  charm ing sm ile th a t  em braced all 
three. A nd, as Jennings had rem arked, 
she w as d istin ctly  w orth  w'hile. D a rk  and 
of m edium  height, she had a  com plexion 
th a t w as sim p ly  flaw less. H er eyes, of 
w hich she kn ew  how to  m ake full use, w ere 
a deep blue. In fact, th e  o n ly  th in g th a t 
stru ck  an incongruous note w as her frock, 
w hich w as m ore su itab le  fo r A sco t than 
D artm oor.

“  I h a ve  been o ve r in P ly m o u th ,”  she 
explained, “  and had intended to spend the 
n igh t there. A n d  then I suddenly decided 
to  return. I f  on ly  I had realized w h at a  fog 
on D artm oor w as lik e  nothing w ould have 
induced m e to. N o ta x i a t  th e  station. N o t 
even  a  cab. So I started  to  w alk, and when 
I g o t to  yo u r gates I th o u gh t it  w as Glen- 
sham  H ouse. L u c k ily  m y fath er th in ks I ’m 
still in P ly m o u th , so he w on ’t  be w orried .” 

'* H a v e  w e th e  pleasure o f m eeting Miss 
H ard castle  ? ”  asked Drum m ond.

She laughed m errily.
"  I t  is som e tim e since I w as called  th a t,” 

she said. “  I am  Com tessa B a rte lo z z i.” 
A n d  then she g a v e  a  p uzzled  little  frow n.
“ B u t  how  did you know  m y fa th e r ’s 
nanie ? ”

“ Y o u r  fath er and ourselves h a ve  been 
havin g a  lo t o f fun and excitem en t this 
even in g,”  explained D rum m ond, gen ially. 
“ I feel w e ’re qu ite  old friends.”

“  B u t  I d id n ’t  know  th a t he had m et 
anyon e round here,”  she said. “  Y o u  see, 
w e ’re o n ly  new com ers. M y fath er has rented
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G lensham  H ouse, and we ju st cam e dow n for 
a  n ight or tw o to  see w h at furn iture w as 
w an ted .”

W ell, I ’m afraid  yo u r prelim inary 
reconnaissance has not been devoid  of 
incident, Com tessa,”  he rem arked. “  It 's  
a m erciful thing for you  th a t y o u  w ere in 
P lym o u th  ; otherw ise I  fear the shock w ould 
have been considerable. A  yo u n g m an has 
had his head battered in a t  G lensham  
H ouse.”

She stared a t him  in speechless am aze
m ent.

“  H ead battered in ! A  youn g man ! B u t  
who ? ”

“ I  gathered his nam e w as M arton,” 
answered Drum m ond. "  A h  ! H ere is the 
cham pagne.”

” M arton 1 B u t  h e ’s our solicitor. C ap 
tain D rum m ond— please exp la in .”

W IT H  a  com p letely  expressionless face 
he told her the story, to  w hich she 
listened w ith  ever-increasing horror.

“  B u t  how  dreadful ! ”  she cried, as he 
finished. “  Poor, poor boy. W h a t a  brute 
th at co n vict m ust b e .”

I t  certain ly  is one of th e  m ost bru tal 
murders I have ever com e across,”  D rum 
mond agreed. “  A nd w e are exp ectin g the 
police a t  any m om ent to  hear w h a t w e have 
to tell them  abou t i t .”

“  O h ! I hope th e y  catch  th e  b ru te  1 ”  she 
cried, passionately. "  W h at a  p ity  you  ever 
let him  escape. I ca n ’t  understand how  you 
could have been taken  in for a  m om ent b y  
such a  sto ry .”

“ Y o u  mean w ith  regard to  the house
keeper, the old w om an w ho g a v e  him  the 
clothes ? ”

“ O f course. T h ere ’s no such person in the 
house. W h y, if there had been y o u  w ould 
have seen her.”

“ T h a t  is true, Com tessa. Perhaps we 
were credulous. A n yw ay, since M orris is 
bound to be caught ve ry  shortly , the w hole 
thing w ill have to  be thrashed o u t in court. 
A re you proposing to s ta y  long a t  Glensham  
H ouse ? ”

H e poured her out another glass of 
cham pagne.

” I t  a ll depends on m y fa th e r,”  she 
answered. ”  Mr. H ardcastle is ve ry  in ter
ested in  cinem a w ork, and he w an ts a  place 
where he can w ork undisturbed a t  a  new 
invention of his w hich he thin ks is going to 
revolutionize the w hole business.”

“  In deed,”  m urm ured Drum m ond. ”  Then 
we can only hope there are no m ore d iver
sions o f the sort th a t occurred to-night. It  
will h ave  a m ost up setting effect on his 
studies. B y  the w ay, you know  it is your 
room, don’t  you, th a t is reputed to  be 
haunted ? ”

“  W h a t ! M y bedroom  ! ”  she cried. ”  Is 
th a t re a lly  so ? ”

“  M y host, Mr. Jerningham , is quite  
p ositive  a b ou t i t ,”  he answered. “  W e 
d idn ’t  see an yth in g, I  m ust adm it, b u t per
haps yo u r fath er and Mr. S lin gsby h a v e  an 
antagonistic aura for ghosts. F o rtu n ately, 
w e did one good deed in shuttin g up a  box 
of yo u r cigarettes w hich w ould otherw ise 
h ave  got d read fu lly  s ta le .”

She stared a t him  th o u gh tfu lly.
“  D o  you th in k  i t ’s possib le,”  she rem arked 

a t length, ”  th a t the w om an this m an Morris 
said he saw  w as a  sp irit ? ”

”  M y dear C om tessa,”  said Drum m ond, 
gravely , ”  I h ave  reached the age w hen I 
never th in k an yth in g is im possible. A nd 
there is no doubt th a t the am ount of beer he 
had consum ed m igh t h ave  rendered him 
prone to  see things. H ow ever, those surely 
a fe  the footsteps of the police I hear on the 
drive. A fte r  w e h ave  ta lk ed  to  them , you 
m ust allow  us to  see you  hom e.”

I t  turned out to  be a  sergeant, w ho stood 
in the door w ith  his h elm et under his arm .

” Mr Jerningham  ? ”  H e looked round 
the group, and Jerningham  nodded.

”  T h a t ’s m e,”  he said.
“  I t  w as y o u  th a t telephoned, sir, w asn ’t  

it, abou t th is m urder a t G lensham  H ouse ? 
W ell, sir, th e  Inspector has gone straigh t 
there, and he ga ve  m e orders to  ask  y o u  to  
go round there a t  once and the other gen tle
m en th a t w ere w ith  y o u .”

“  O f course,”  cried Drum m ond. “  W e ’ll 
a ll go. A n d  you, too, Com tessa.”

”  H e d id n ’t say  nothing abou t a n y  lady, 
s ir,”  said th e  sergeant, dubiously.

“  T h e Com tessa is livin g  a t G lensham  
H ouse,”  said D rum m ond. "  F o rtu n ately-fo r 
her she has been in P lym o u th  to-day, and 
lost her w a y  in th e  fog com ing b a ck .”

“  T hen  t h a t ’s a  different m atter, sir,”  
answered th e  sergeant. “  I t ’s m uch clearer 
now. W e shan ’t  have a n y  d ifficu lty  in 
gettin g  th e re .”

"  G ood ,”  said Drum m ond. “  L e t ’s s ta r t.” 
T he sergeant proved right. A  few  isolated 

stars w ere show ing as th e y  le ft  the house. 
P o ck ets  o f m ist s till hung abou t the road, 
b u t th ey  grew  thinner and thinner each 
m om ent. A n d  in a  few  m inutes th e  p a rty  
could see th e  outline of G lensham  H ouse in 
fron t of them . There were ligh ts show ing in 
several o f th e  dow nstair rooms, and finding 
the fron t door open th e y  w alked stra igh t in.

A n  inspector w ith  a  con stable  beside him  
w as seated a t  the table. O pposite him  were 
H ardcastle  and Slingsby, and a th ird  man 
w ho w as sm oking a  cigar.

“  Gee, h o n ey,”  cried H ardcastle, springing 
to his feet, ” w-hat under the sun are you  
doing here ? I th o u gh t you were in  P ly 
m o u th .”

V ol. U x x i i .—1 9 .
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“  I suddenly decided to  com e back, d a d ,” 

she said, “  and in th e  fog I w en t to  this 
gentlem an's house b y  m istake. W h a t is this 
aw ful th in g I hear ? ”

H e p atted  her on th e  arm.
"  There, th ere ,”  he cried, sooth ingly. 

“ I t ’s ju st  one of the m ost terrib le  things 
th a t’s ever happened. A n escaped co n vict 
has m urdered poor yo u n g B o b  M arton .”

"  A re you the gen tlem an  w ho te le 
phoned ? ”  asked the Inspector, rapping on 
th e  tab le  for silence.

"  I  telephoned from  M erridale H a ll,”  said 
Jem ingham .

“  I ’ve  explained th a t our in strum ent w as 
disconnected,”  said H ardcastle.

"  Please allow  me, sir, to  do the ta lk in g ,” 
said the Inspector, firm ly. "  N ow , sir, 
would you  be good enough to  te ll m e 
e x a ctly  w h at happened. B u t  before you 
begin, w ould you, s ir,”  he sw ung round in 
his chair and addressed Drum m ond, ”  be 
good enough to stop w alkin g a b o u t.”

”  Sorry, old la d ,”  boom ed Drum m ond, 
com ing b a ck  into  the centre  of the room . 
” C arry on, T e d .”

”  O ne m om en t,”  in terrup ted  H ard castle . 
” I ’m sure you don’t  w an t to  ask m y 
daughter anythin g, Inspector, and she 
m ust be tired. G o to  bed, honey ; go to  
b ed .”

“  W ell, if  the Inspector w ill a llow  me, I 
th in k I w ill,”  she said.

“  Certainly, m iss,”  he said. " If I do 
w ant to ask you  an yth in g I w ill do so 
to-m orrow. N ow , sir,”  he turned to  Jerning- 
ham  as H ard castle  led the Com tessa u p 
stairs, ”  w ill you  go ah ead .”

H e listened to  the story, tak in g copious 
notes, w hile D rum m ond studied  the third 
m an co vertly .

”  B y  G ad ! P e te r ,”  he whispered a fter a 
while. “  N um ber T hree looks if possible a 
bigger tough than  the other tw o. W h a t ’s 
th a t you say, Inspector ? ”

”  This gentlem an says th a t it  w as you 
w ho identified the m an as M orris. H ow  did 
you  know  him ? ”

"  B y  the red scar on his fa c e ,”  said 
Drum m ond. ”  T w o w arders th is afternoon 
described him to  me. A nd afterw ards he 
adm itted i t .”

“  A nd you knew  th e  clothes w ere the 
clothes of the m urdered m an. H ow  ? ”

“  Because I saw them  on M arton th is 
afternoon, when he lo st his w a y  in the fog 
and cam e to  M erridale H all instead o f here,” 
answered Drum m ond. ”  T h e y  were so 
obvio u sly  London clothes th a t  I noticed 
them  p articu larly. W hen you catch  M orris 
y o u ’ll see w hat I m ean .”

"  I guess the Inspector w ill h ave  to  take
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it  on tru st ,”  said th e  new com er, shortly . 
“  T h a t  w as th e  gu y  rig h t enough : the scar 
proves it. S ay , m ister ” — he turned to 
D rum m on d— ** when he bolted , w as he 
w earing a  h at ? ”

” H e w as n o t,”  rem arked Drum m ond.
” T hen th a t settles it. H e ’s cheated the 

hangm an all right. H e w en t bath in g in 
G rim stone M ire.”

“  W h a t ’s th a t ? ”  said D rum m ond, slow ly. 
“  Y o u  sa y  he fell into G rim stone M ire ?

” Y e p ,”  answ ered th e  other. ”  T here 
ca n ’t  be tw o  birds like  him  loose. I w as in 
th e  garage tinkering w ith  th e  car when I 
heard som eone crashing a b ou t in th e  bushes 
near b y . So I w en t o u t and flashed a torch 
around. S ud den ly  I saw  him . A  w ild  looking 
fellow  w ith ou t a  h at and a great red scar on 
his face. H e bolted  lik e  a hare tow ards the 
M ire and I w en t a fte r  him to  t r y  to  stop 
him , b u t I co u ld n ’t  do an yth in g in the fog. 
4^nd in he w en t— splosh. L e t o u t one y e ll 
and then it  w as a ll o v e r .”

“  A n  am azing developm ent, isn ’t it, 
C ap tain  D rum m ond ? ”  said H ardcastle, 
w ho had rejoined them .

”  M ost am azin g ,”  agreed D rum m ond. 
''  H ow ever, as you say , it  saves th e  hangm an 
a jo b .”

And a t  th a t m om ent the con stable  let out 
a  y e ll.

“  L oo k  a t  th e  top  of the stairs, s ir .”

TH E Y  a ll sw ung round and stared 
upw ards. S tandin g m otionless in the 
dim  ligh t w as a  w om an dressed in 

b lack. H er hair w as grey. O ne arm  was 
outstretch ed, poin ting tow ards them . A nd 
th e  o n ly  thin g th at seem ed a liv e  in her 
were tw o  eyes th a t gleam ed from her dead- 
w hite  face.

F o r a  few  seconds th e y  a ll stood rooted to 
the ground. Then v e ry  slow ly, alm ost as 
if she w as floating on air, the w om an receded, 
and disappeared from  sight.

"  W hat, the devil ! ”  cried H ardcastle, 
and the n ex t in stant he dashed up the 
stairs, follow ed b y  th e  others. F o r a  scream  
of terror had com e from  the C o m tessa ’s 
room.

It  w as H ard castle  w ho reached it  first, to 
find th a t  the door w as locked.

"  H o n ey ,”  he shouted. “  H o n ey ! O pen 
the door. A re you a ll right ? ”

There w as no rep ly, and in a  fren zy  he 
beat on the door w ith  his fists. B u t  the 
w ood w as stout, and it  w as not un til th e y  
had a ll charged it  several tim es w ith  their 
shoulders th a t it began to  show  signs of 
giving. A t  la st th e  b o lt tore  a w a y  from  i t ’s 
fastening, and in a  body th e y  surged into  
th e  room.

(To be continued.)
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A  C E N T U R Y  and a h a lf ago  i t  w as 
gen era lly  accep ted , even  b y  p ro 
fessional n atu ralists , th a t  n ature 
represented a  single scale, cu l

m in atin g in  m an. There existed , in  fact, 
a ladder o f life , each  rung o f w h ich  w as 
represented b y  a  d ifferent ty p e  of anim al, 
w ith  h u m an ity  as th e  h igh est ty p e  of a ll. 
A n d  fro m  th is p o in t o f v ie w  each k in d  of 
liv in g  creature represented m erely  a  step  
on th e  w a y  to  m an, its  n ature an  incom plete 
realization  of hum an n ature.

B u t  w ith  fu rth er stu d y , esp ecially  a fter 
it  w as illum in ated  b y  th e  th e o ry  of evolution, 
a  w holly  d ifferent an d  m ore in terestin g  
picture em erged. T h e vario u s ty p e s  o f 
anim als— insects, fish, crustacean s, b irds, 
and the rest— could n o t be th o u g h t o f as 
the rungs of one ladder, th e  steps of a 
single staircase ; th e y  now  appeared as th e  
branches of a  tree, th e  ever-grow in g tree  o f 
evo lvin g  life . A n d  w ith  th is  th e y  to o k  on a 
new  interest. I t  m igh t s t ill  b e  th a t  m an 
w as a t  th e  sum m it o f the w hole ; b u t  he 
w as a t  th e  top  o f the tree  o n ly  b y  b ein g  a t  
th e  top o f one p articu lar bran ch. There 
existed  m a n y o ther branches, quite  different 
in  their n ature, in  w hich life  w as w orkin g 
o u t its  ends in  a  d ifferent w a y  from  th a t  
she had adopted  in  th e  hum an bran ch.

B y  lo okin g a t  these branches we are able

to  see, n ot m erely  our ow n  n atures in  an 
in com plete  state , b u t qu ite  other expressions 
o f life, quite  other kin ds o f  n atu re  from  
o u r ow n. L ife  appears n ot as a  single 

.fin ished article , b u t as a  w hole series of 
d iverse and  fascin atin g  exp erim en ts to  deal 
w ith  th e  problem s of th e  w orld. W e happen 
to  be th e  m ost successfu l e x p e r im e n t; b u t  
w e are n ot th erefore th e  m ost b e au tifu l 
or th e  m ost ingen ious.

O f th e  non-hum an experim en ts, th e  tw o  
w hich are th e  m ost in terestin g  are, on th e  one 
hand, th e  in sects w ith  their bodies confined 
w ith in  th e  arm our o f th e ir  skeletons, th e ir  
m inds cram ped w ith in  th e  strange r ig id ity  o f 
in stin ct, and, on  th e  other hand, th e  b irds.

I t  is  w ith  these la tte r  th a t  I am  con
cerned here ; and I sh all t r y  to  p ictu re  som e 
of th e  differences betw een  th e ir  m inds and 
our ow n. B u t first w e need a  l it t le  e vo lu 
tio n a ry  backgro u n d  so as to  grasp  som e of 
th e  m ain  characters of th is p articu lar 
bran ch  o f life . B ird s, then, branched off 
fro m  reptiles som ew here a b o u t a  hundred 
m illion  y ea rs  ago, a  good lon g tim e a fte r  our 
ow n  m am m alian  a n ce stry  had ta k en  its  
o rig in  from  another bran ch  of th e  great 
rep tilian  stock . T h e  b ird s’ w hole nature 
was, of course, rem odelled in  connexion  
w ith  flight, so th a t  th e ir  fore-lim b w as 
irre v o ca b ly  co n verted  in to  a  w ing, and no
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P h o t o : F .  B.  Kirkm an.

A perversion of instinct. A black- 
headed gull contentedly brooding a tin 

which has been substituted for its eggs.

chance w as le ft o f re-m oulding i t  in to  a  hand. 
T h ey  clun g o b stin a te ly  to  one im p o rtan t 
character of th e ir  re p tilia n  a n cestry— the 
shelled egg, w hereas th e ir  m am m alian  riv a ls  
cam e to  sp ecialize  in  th e  in tern al nourish
m ent o f th e  y o u n g  in sid e  th e  m o th er’s 
body. A n d  b y  th is  the b ird s debarred 
them selves from  ever bein g  born  in to  th e  
w orld a t  such an  advan ced  s ta te  of d evelop 
m ent as is possible to  m an  and other higher 
m am m als.

B u t in  one th in g a t  lea st birds w en t 
farther th a n  a n y  m am m al : th e y  not on ly  
developed a  co n stan t tem p eratu re, b u t kept 
it  con stan t a t  a  greater height. B ird s and 
m am m als are unique am ong liv in g  th in gs 
in  h avin g e vo lved  th e  self-regu latin g  central 
heatin g system  th a t  w e call “  w arm  b lo o d ,”  
a  system  w hich  is o f th e  u tm o st im portan ce, 
since i t  enables th e ir  a c tiv it ie s  o f b o d y  
and m ind to  con tin ue on a  m ore or less 
con stan t level in stead  o f bein g slow ed 
dow n b y  cold, speeded up b y  heat, as is th e  
case w ith  a ll o ther kin ds of anim als, and 
m akes i t  possible for birds and  m am m als 
to  laugh a t  extrem es o f tem p eratu re  w hich 
send in sects o r rep tiles  in to  th e  sleep of 
hibernation or a jstivation . B u t  birds h a v e  
pushed th e  in ven tio n  to  its  l im i t s : th e y
liv e  a t tem p eratu res w hich  w ou ld  be th e

extrem es of fev er fo r  us, one hundred and 
five  degrees and even  over.

I t  is th is e x tre m e ly  high  tem perature, 
com bined w ith  th e  a g ility  th a t  com es of 
fligh t, w h ich  g iv es  birds th e ir fascin atin g 
q u a lity  o f seem ing a lw a y s  so in ten sely  
a liv e . B u t  bein g in ten se ly  a liv e  does n o t 
n ecessarily , as we know  from  hum an 
exam p les, m ean  bein g in ten se ly  in telligent. 
A n d , in  fa c t , in  respect o f th e ir  m inds ju s t  
as m uch as th e ir  bodies, birds h a v e  developed 
alon g o ther lin es than, m am m als. M am m als 
h a v e  g rad u ally  perfected  in telligen ce and 
th e  ca p a c ity  fo r learning b y  experience, 
u n til th is  lin e  has cu lm in ated  in  th a t  
conscious reason an d  in  th a t  deliberate 
reliance upon th e  accum u lated  experience 
o f p revio u s gen erations w hich are unique 
p roperties o f th e  hum an species. A n d  w ith  
th e  grad u al rise  of intelligence, th e  pow er 
and f ix ity  o f th e  in stin cts  h a ve  dim inished.

B ird s, on th e  other hand, h a ve  k e p t 
in stin ct as th e  m a in stay  o f th e ir  b eh avio u r ; 
th e y  possess, lik e  a ll o ther backboned 
anim als, som e in te lligen ce  an d  som e power 
o f  p rofitin g b y  experience, b u t these are 
subord in ate, used m erely  to  polish  up  th e  
o u tfit  o f in stin cts  w hich is  p ro vid ed  b y  
h e re d ity  w ith o u t h a v in g  to  be p aid  fo r  in 
term s of experience. In deed, th e  an atom ist
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could te ll y o u  as m uch b y  lo o kin g a t  the 
brains o f b ird  and  m am m al, even  i f  he had 
never studied  th e  w a y  th e  creatu res beh ave. 
F o r w hereas in m am m als w e can  tra ce  a  
stea d y  increase in  th e  size and  e laboration  
of th e  cerebral hem ispheres, th e  fro n t p art 
o f the brain  w hich we kn ow  to  be the seat 
of in telligence and learning, th is  region  is 
never h ig h ly  d evelop ed  in  a n y  bird , b u t 
rem ains re la tiv e ly  sm all, w ith o u t con volu
tions on its  surface ; w hile other parts, 
w hich are know n to  be th e  regu latin g  
m achinery for com p licated  b u t m ore a u to 
m atic and m ore em otion al action s, are  in  
birds re la tiv e ly  larger th a n  in  four-footed 
creatures.

B u t  enough of th is gen eralizin g. W h a t I 
w an ted  to  show  a t the o u tset w as the fact 
th a t in th e  liv e s  of birds w e are n o t m erely 
stu d yin g  th e  action s o f creatu res w hich, 
though sm all an d  feathered , had m inds o f 
the sam e ty p e  as ourselves, a lb eit on a  
lower level, b u t rath er a  bran ch  o f th e  tree 
of life  w hich, in m ind as in  body, has 
specialized alon g a  lin e  of its  ow n, show 
ing us m ind o f a  different q u a lity  from  
ours. B ird s h ave  raised em otion  to  th e  
highest p itch  found in  anim als ; th e  line

of m am m als has done the sam e th in g for 
in te lligen ce.

P erh aps th e  m ost o b vio u s w a y  in  w hich 
b ird s differ from  m en in  th e ir  behaviour 
is  th a t th e y  can  do a ll th a t  th e y  have to  
do, in clu d in g som e q u ite  com p licated  things, 
w ith o u t e ve r bein g tau g h t. F ly in g , to  s ta rt 
w ith , is an  a c t iv it y  w hich, fo r a ll its  aston 
ish in g co m p lex ity  o f balance and aero
n au tica l ad ju stm en t, com es u n tau gh t to 
birds. Y o u n g  b ird s v e ry  freq u en tly  m ake 
th e ir first flight w hen th e ir  p aren ts are o u t 
o f s igh t. P ra ctice , o f course, m akes perfect, 
and p u ts a  p olish  on th e  som ew hat aw kw ard  
first perform ance ; b u t there is no elaborate  
learning needed, as w ith  our learning o f go lf 
o r ten n is or figure-skatin g. Furtherm ore, 
th e  stories o f o ld  birds “  teachin g ”  th eir 
yo u n g  to  fly  seem  all to  be erroneous. Som e 
k in ds of b irds, once th e ir  yo u n g are full- 
fledged, do t r y  to  lure th em  a w a y  from  th e  
/lest. B u t  th is  m erely encourages them  to  
ta k e  the p lunge ; th ere  is no in stru ctio n  
b y  th e  old b ird  in  th e  'm ovem en ts of flight, 
no conscious im itatio n  b y  th e  youn g.

B u t  flight, a fte r  a ll, is som ethin g v e ry  
organic. W h a t is  m uch m ore extra o rd in a ry  
th a n  th a t  a b ird  should be able  to  fly  un-

P h o t o : D. Seth-S mith.

A brush-turkey on the automatic incubator 
^ it builds for its eggs, which are laid at 
the end of a tunnel in the mound and are 
hatched by the heat generated by the fer
mentation of the decaying vegetation of which 

the nest is made.
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tau gh t (though th is dem ands a form idable 
com p lexity  of self-regulating m achinery 
provided ready-m ade b y  n ature in  th e  form  
of muscles and skeleton, nerves and nerve- 
centres, eyes and balance-organs) is th a t  it  
should be able to  bu ild  its  n est u n tau gh t. 
A nd o f th is there can be no m anner of doubt. 
Y o u n g  birds, m atin g  fo r th e  first tim e, can  
m ake p erfectly  good nests, and nests o f th e  
usual ty p e  found am ong th eir p articu lar 
species. Som e people h ave  suggested  th a t 
th is m ay  be due to  th e ir  h avin g absorbed 
the necessary know ledge from  con tem p latin g 
the stru ctu re  o f th e  n est in w hich th e y  w ere 
brought up. B u t  even if  w e were to  ad m it 
th at this w as possible— w hich is v e ry  
un likely, considering th a t  th e  youn g of 
sm all birds are v e ry  stupid, o n ly  liv e  a  few  
days in  th e  n est after th eir eyes are open, 
and are n ever g iven  a n y  lessons in  n est
building b y  th e ir  paren ts— it  is  n egatived  
b y  th e  facts. F o r instance, th e  celebrated 
m ound-builders or bru sh -tu rk eys of th e  
A ustralian  region build  large m ounds of 
rubbish and d ecayin g leaves and deposit 
their eggs a t  the ends o f tun nels in  the 
mounds, leav in g  them  to  be hatch ed  o u t 
b y  th e  heat o f th e  ferm en ting vegetation . 
The youn g b ru sh -tu rk ey on hatchin g scram 
bles out of the tu n n e l; i t  can  get no in stru c
tion  from  its  parents, since th e y  h ave  long 
since gone a b ou t th e ir  own business ; and 
not o n ly  does it  not s ta y  near th e  m ound 
long enough to  observe how  it  is con
structed, b u t does n ot bestow  on i t  so m uch 
as a  look. N one the less, w hen th e  tim e comes 
for i t  to  m ate, i t  w ill bu ild  a  m ound ju s t  as 
its  ancestors h a ve  done.

Secondly, even  yo u n g birds w hich have 
been brou ght up  b y  h an d  in  a rtific ia l nests 
— boxes lined w ith  cotton -w ool or w h at n ot—

w ill build  th e  proper kin d  of n est for their 
species w hen th e  tim e  com es fo r m ating, 
and w ill n ot a tte m p t to  reproduce their 
own ea r ly  hom es. A  finch, for instance, has 
th e  im pulse, w hen its  m atin g  urge is upon 
it , to  w eave coarse m ateria l in to  a  rough 
cup, and th en  to  lin e  th is  w ith  som e finer 
m a te r ia l; th e  ta ilor-b ird  has th e  im pulse to  
ta k e  leaves and sew  th em  to g e th e r ; the 
house-m artin  to  co llect m ud o r c la y  and 
con struct a  cup  a gain st th e  side of a  c liff or 
a  house.

In  a  not dissim ilar w a y , th e  b ird  w hich is 
in  th e  p hysiological state  of broodiness 
w ill h a ve  th e  v io le n t urge to  s it  on eggs, or, if 
no eggs are availab le , i t  w ill often  take  
som ething else. Crow s h a ve  been know n to 
brood golf-balls, gu lls to  s it  on brilliantine 
tin s su b stitu ted  for th e ir e g g s ; and the 
m ajestic  E m peror penguin, if  i t  loses its  egg 
or chick, w ill even brood lum ps of ice in 
its  in hospitable  A n ta rctic  hom e.

H o w  unhum anly a  b ird  regards the central 
facts  o f its  life  is seen in  m a n y o f its  re
lation s to  its  offspring. B ird s undoubtedly 
h ave  a  stron g em otional concern o ver their 
eggs and you n g, b u t i t  is  an  in stin ctive, 
irratio n al concern, n o t an  in stin ct entw ined, 
as is th e  hum an p aren ts ’ concern, w ith  
reason, m em ory, personal affection, and 
foresight. A  p air o f birds are robbed of their 
w hole brood ; th e  p aren tal in stin ct finds 
itse lf  fru strated , and  th e y  w ill show  great 
a gitatio n . B u t  if  one or m ore o f th e  nestlings 
d ie  before th e y  are fledged— a  freq u en t and 
in  som e species a  norm al occurrence— the 
old birds show  no sign s o f sorrow  o r even 
agitatio n , b u t  m erely th row  th e  corpse out 
of th e  nest as if  i t  w ere a  s t ic k  or a  piece of 
d irt. A nd w hile a  ch ick  is, to  our eyes, 
o b vio u sly  failin g, th e  old b irds, fa r  ffom

F h o to : John K earton.

A hedge-sparrow {left) about to feed a young cuckoo 
which has displaced the legitimate offspring and is 

already much bigger than its foster-parent.
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P h o to : John Kearton.

rT'he young cuckoo has now 
grown so bulky that its 

foster-parent, a tree-pipit, is 
obliged to perch on its shoulders 

to feed it.

m aking special efforts to  restore 
it, as w ould hum an parents, 
definitely neglect it. T h e fact 
seems to  be th a t th e  bird parent 
feels paren tal only when stim u 
lated b y  some a c tiv ity  on the 
part of its children. W hen th ey  
gape and squaw k, th is is a 
stim ulus to  th e  p aren t to  feed 
and ten d  them  assiduously.
W hen the stim ulus fails, the 
parental feeling is no longer 
aroused, the b ird  is no longer 
im pelled to  parental actions.

This sam e in cap acity  to  e x 
perience things as m en and 
wom en w ould experience them  
is shown b y  the fact th a t i f  you 
rem ove young birds from  a  nest, 
as Mr. K earto n  did w ith  some 
starlings, and su b stitu te  some 
eggs, the m other, after a 
m om ent’s apparent surprise, 
m ay accep t th e  situ ation  w ith  
equan im ity and respond to  the 
new stim ulus in  th e  proper w ay, 
b y  sittin g  on th e  eggs. There 
w as no trace of the distraction  
and grief w hich a  hum an m other 
w ould have felt.

B u t perhaps the fam iliar 
cuckoo provides us w ith  the 
com pletest proof, over the w idest 
field, o f the d issim ilarity  of 
birds’ m inds w ith  our own.
The youn g cuckoo, h avin g been 
deposited as an  egg in  the 
nest of som e quite  other species 
of bird— a m eadow  p ip it, say, 
or a  hedge-sparrow— and havin g 
hatched out in  double-quick 
tim e, the rate  of its  em bryonic 
developm ent being adjusted  to  
its  p arasitic habits, so th a t 
i t  shall n ot lag behind its  foster-brothers, 
n ext proceeds to  e v ic t  a ll th e  rest of the 
contents of the nest, be these eggs or yo u n g 
birds. I t  is p rovid ed w ith  a flat, and indeed 
sligh tly  hollow , b a c k ; and, hoisting its  
v ic tim  on to  this, i t  craw ls backw ards up  th e  
side of the nest, to  p itch  th e  ob ject outside. 
This i t  continues to  do un til th e  nest is 
em pty.

W h at cru elty , you  w ill sa y , and w h at u n 
pleasant in gen u ity  ! B u t  you  w ill be wrong. 
T he nestling cuckoo is n o t cruel, nor does he 
know  w hy he is m urdering his fellow-nest- 
m ates. H e acts b lin d ly, because he is a 
m achine constructed  to  a ct thus and not 
otherw ise. N o t o n ly  is  his b a ck  slig h tly  
concave, b u t th is co n ca v ity  is h ighly  
irritable and over-sensitive ; the' to u ch  of 
an y  ob ject there drives him  fran tic, and if  it  
is continued, i t  releases in him  the im pulse

to  w a lk  upw ards and backw ards un til he 
has reached th e  edge of w hatever he is 
w alk in g  on, and th en  to  t i l t  th e  object 
overboard. H e w ill behave in  ju s t  th e  sam e 
w ay  to  m arbles or hazel-nuts or a n y  other 
sm all ob ject. Indeed, if  y o u  th in k  of it, he 
cannot kn ow  w h at he is doing. F or he w ill 
a ct th u s im m ediately  he is hatched, before 
his eyes are open. E ve n  if he could be 
tau gh t, his parents h ave  n ever been near 
him , and his foster-parents are hardly 
lik e ly  to  in stru ct him  in  th is p a r tic u la r ! 
No, th e  w hole tra in  o f action s is  th e  outcom e 
o f a  m arvellous piece of m achinery w ith  
w hich he is  endow ed b y  heredity, ju st as he 
is endowed w ith  th e  e qu ally  m arvellous 
a d ap tive  m echanism  of h is feathers. The 
m achin ery consists in  th e  shape of th e  back, 
its  hyper-sensitiveness, and th e  in tricate  
pattern  o f nervous connexions in  the brain
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and sp in al cord w hich set th e  p articu lar 
m uscles in to  action . T h e a ct, in  fact, is  
p urely in stin ctive , ju s t  as in stin ctiv e  and 
a u to m atic  as sneezin g or coughin g in  our
selves. A n d , lik e  coughing, i t  h as been 
bro u gh t in to  bein g b y  th e  long, unconscious 
processes o f n atural selection, n o t b y  a n y  
foresight or conscious w ill. '

O nce th e  foster-brothers are outside, w e 
shall g e t another surprisin g peep in to  b ird - 
mind. W h en  th e  foster - m other com es 
home, she does n ot seem  in  th e  le a st d is
tressed b y  th e  absence o f a ll b u t one o f her 
brood, b u t a t  once sets a b o u t feedin g th e  
changeling. W h a t is more, she p a y s  no 
atten tion  to  her own offspring, even  should 
some of these be dangling ju s t  o utside the 
nest. A s long as th ere  is  som ethin g in  th e  
nest w hich appeals to  her p aren tal in stin cts, 
it  seem s th a t  yo u n g birds o u tsid e  th e  nest, 
even i f  th e y  be her ow n, a re  tre a te d  as so 
m any foreign  objects.

T hen th e  yo u n g cuckoo begin s to  grow . 
I t  grow s in to  a  creature e n tire ly  different 
from  its  foster-parents, and e v e n tu a lly  
becom es several tim es b u lk ier th an  th e y ,

so th a t  th e y  h a v e  to  perch on its  head to  
drop food in to  it s  m outh  ! B u t  th e y  are 
n o t in  th e  lea st d isconcerted, as w ould be 
hu m an  p aren ts i f  th e ir  children began 
grow in g in to  gian ts, an d  gian ts of qu ite  a  
differen t appearan ce fro m  them selves. T h e y  
are b u ilt  to  respond to  th e  stim ulus of 
appeals for food fro m  a n y  n estling in  their 
nest, and th e y  con tin ue th e ir  response, 
w hether th e  n estlin g  is th e ir  own o r a  cuckoo.

A t  la s t  th e  y o u n g  cu cko o  is re a d y  to  fly , 
leaves his foster-p arents, and v e r y  soon 
m ust lea v e  th e  co u n try  on m igration. So 
fa r  as w e kn ow , a ll th e  old cuckoos have 
before th is  t im e  le ft  th e  co u n try  fo r the 
South, so th a t  i t  is  aga in  w ith o u t any 
teach in g or a n y  know ledge th a t  th e  young 
ones m u st o b ey  th e  m igration  urge.

M ost people kn ow  a b o u t th e  w ell-know n 
“ broken -w in g tr ic k  ”  p ractised  b y  so m any 
birds w hen  th e ir  y o u n g  are threatened. 
M ost w riters o f n atu ra l h isto ry  books set 
th is  dow n as a  rem arkable  exam p le  o f 
in te llig e n ce : th e  b ird , seeing its  offspring 
in  danger, d e lib era te ly  in ve n ts  a  ruse, and 
a cts  its  p a rt w ith  consum m ate s k ill  t o  draw  

th e  in tru d er a w a y . A ll  th e  
evidence, how ever, poin ts to  
th is to o  bein g m erely  in stin c
tiv e , a  tr ic k  n o t in ven ted  b y  
the in d ivid u a l b ird , b u t  p atented  
b y  th e  species. I f  i t  w ere th e  
fru it  o f  in te llige n t reflection, we 
should  e xp ect to  find som e 
in d ivid u als  of a  species p ractis
in g it , others not, and great 
va ria tio n s in  th e  efficacy  o f 
the perform ance. B u t  in  species 
lik e  th e  purple san dpiper o r the 
A rc tic  skua, e v e ry  in d ivid u al 
seem s to  b e  a  good perform er, 
and  th is w ith o u t a n y  previous 
train in g. T he tr ic k , in  fa ct, is 
on a  p ar w ith  th e  p u rely  au to 
m a tic  “  sham m ing d e a d ”  which 
m a n y in sects p ractise  : it  is
th e  in ev ita b le  outcom e o f the 
an im a l’s n e r v o u s  m achinery 
w hen th is m achin ery is s tim u 
lated  in  a  p articu lar w ay.

Besides in stin ctive  actions, 
we could m u ltip ly  instances 
of u n in telligen t beh avio u r am ong 
birds. I f  a  stran ge egg is  p u t 
am ong a  b ird ’s ow n  eggs, th e  
m other m a y  a ccep t i t  throu gh 
un critica l in stin ct, o r  m a y  
in te llig e n tly  turn  i t  o u t o f th e  
nest and con tin ue to  sit. B u t  
a  q u ite  com m on reaction  is for 
i t  to  turn  th e  stran ge egg  out, 
an d  then to  desert its  nest— a  
m ost decid ed ly  illogical pro
cedure ! A ga in , M r. S t. Q uentin
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P h o to : C apt. C. TF. R . K n ig h t.

'W'oung herons almost ready to fly waiting in their 
untidy tree-top nest for the fish their parents are 

catching for them. A remarkable photograph that took
many hours of patient silent 

tree-top to

had tw o hens and one co ck  o f a  k in d  o f sand- 
grouse in  his a v ia ry . These are birds o f w hich 
the hens n orm ally  s it  b y  d a y , th e  co ck  b y  
night. O ne y e a r  both  th e  hens la id  a t  the 
sam e tim e. T h e co ck  tried  his best, s ittin g  
p art o f th e  n igh t on one clu tch , p a rt on

observation from a nearby 
obtain..

another, but, o f course, the eggs cam e to 
nothing. I f  th e  birds had had a n y  in 
telligen ce, th e y  w ould h a ve  d iv id ed  up th e  
tw e n ty -fo u r hours so t h a t  th e  eggs were 
a lw a y s  brooded ; b u t th e  day-broodin g of 
th e  hens and th e  n ight-broodin g of th e  cock
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P h o to : O liv er G. P ik e.

TDeed-warblers perched above their 
 ̂ ingeniously constructed nest, which 

is fastened to the stems of three or four 
reeds and built deep so that the young 

cannot be shaken out by the wind.

are m echanical in stin cts, and intelligence 
neither enters in to  th em  in  norm al nor 
m odifies them  in  abnorm al circum stances.

B u t because birds are m ain ly  in stin ctive  
an d  not in te lligen t in th e ir  actions, i t  does 
n ot fo llow  th a t  th e ir  m inds are la ck in g  in 
in te n sity  o r v a r ie ty  : so fa r  as w e can judge, 
th e y  m ust be exp erien cin g a  w ide range of 
pow erful em otions.

A  bird  clearly  finds an  in tense sa tis fa c
tio n  in  fu lfillin g its  brooding im pulse or 
the im pulse to  feed  its  yo u n g, even  th ough  
th e  im pulse m a y  be, for w an t of intelligence, 
w h at w e should ca ll a  stra n g ely  b lin d  one. 
A n d  w hen th e  yo u n g bird s are threaten ed  
w ith  danger, th e  paren ts c le arly  are suffer
ing v e r y  real distress, ju s t  as birds suffer 
v e ry  real fear w hen cornered b y  an enem y. 
In song, too, th e  b ird , besides expressin g a 
certain  general w ell-being, is g iv in g  v e n t to  
a  deep curren t o f feeling, even  i f  it  does 
.not understand th e  feeling or reflect upon 
it, as w ould a  hum an p o et or m usician. 
F o r th e  m om ent, th e y  are th a t  feeling. 
Som e b ird s are  so obsessed b y  th e ir  
em otions during th eir courtship  d isp lay  
th a t  th e y  becom e o blivio u s of danger. 
T h e m ales o f th a t huge bird  of the grouse 
trib e , th e  capercaille, h ave  an  e x tra 
o rd in ary  courtsh ip  cerem ony w hich th e y  
ca rry  o u t a t  d a y b re ak  in  th e  branches 
of a  fav o u rite  tree. W h ile  th e y  are in  th e  
ecsta sy  o f th is  p assion ate  perform ance a  
m an can  e a s ily  creep u p  w ith in  range ; and 
i t  is  b y  th is  m ethod th a t in  certain  countries 
m an y are shot.

A gain, birds seem  as su b ject as m en to  
th e  em otion o f jea lo u sy. R iv a l cocks m a y  
figh t to  th e  death. O ne rem arkable  case 
w ith  ca p tiv e  p arak eets is  qu ite  hum an in 
its  incidents. T w o  co cks and a  hen w ere 
in  one cage. A fte r  m uch squabbling, one 
n igh t one of th e  co cks k illed  th e  o t h e r ; 
upon w hich  th e  hen, w ho h ad  h ith erto  
rath er favoured  th is  b ird , turned  upon him  
and m igh t h ave  killed  him  too  i f  th e y  had 
n ot been separated.

I h ave  described elsew here other exam ples 
of th e  em otion o f jea lo u sy  am ongst b irds. 
A s  I h a v e  said in  an  essay  on bird-m ind,* 
several tim es I h a v e  seen lit t le  scenes lik e  
th e  follow ing enacted. A  p air o f grebes 
are flo atin g  id ly  side b y  side, necks draw n 
rig h t dow n  so t h a t  the head rests on th e  
centre  o f the back. O ne— gen erally , I 
m ust ad m it, i t  has been th e  cock, b u t  I 
th in k  th e  hen m a y  do so too  on occasion—- 
rouses h im self from  th e  p leasan t leth argy , 
sw im s up  to  his m ate, p laces him self in 
fro n t of her, and g ives a  definite, i f  repressed, 
shake o f th e  head. I t  is  an  o b vio u s sign 
o f his desire to  “  h ave  a  b it  o f fun  ” — to

* “  E ssa y s  of a B io logist ”  (C h atto  and W indus).
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go throu gh w ith  one of those bouts of 
head-shaking w hich con stitute  th e  grebe’s 
courtship. D uring these, p leasurable  em o
tion  c learly  reaches its  highest level in  the 
birds’ lives, as anyone w ho has w atched 
their h ab its w ith  a n y  thoroughness w ould 
agree. I t  also acts, b y  a  sim ple extension 
of function, as an in fo rm ative  sym bol. 
T he other b ird  know s w h at is m e a n t ; it  
raises its  head from  beneath its  w ing, gives 
a sleepy, b are ly  discernible sh ake— and 
replaces th e  head. In  so doing i t  p u ts  back 
th e  p o ssib ility  o f th e  cerem ony and the 
thrill in to  its  slum bers ; for it  tak es tw o 
to  m ake love, for grebe as for hum an. T he 
cock sw im s off ; b u t he has a  restless air, 
and in a  m inute or so is b a ck  again , and the 
sam e series of events is run through. This 
m ay be repeated three or four tim es.

If now  another hen bird, unaccom panied 
b y  a  m ate, reveals herself to  th e  eye o f the 
restless and disappointed cock, he w ill 
m ake for her and tr y  th e  sam e insinuating 
in fo rm ative  head-shake on her ; and, in  
the cases th a t I have seen, she has responded, 
and a bo u t of shakin g has begun. F lir ta 
tion— illic it  love, if you  w i l l ; for the grebe, 
during each breeding season a t  least, is 
s tr ic tly  m onogam ous, and th e  w hole econo
mics o f its  fam ily  life, i f  I  m a y  use the 
expression, are based on th e  co-operation 
of m ale and fem ale in in cubation  and the 
feeding and care o f the you n g. O n th e  
other hand, how  n atural and how h u m a n ; and 
how harm less— for there is no evidence th a t 
the p re tty  thrills of the head-shaking display 
ever lead on to  anythin g more serious.

BU T  now observe. E v e ry  tim e th a t I 
have seen such a  flirtation  start, i t  has 
a lw ays been in terrupted. T h e  m ate, 

so sleepy before, y e t  m ust have had one eye 
open a ll the tim e. She is a t  once aroused to  
action ; she dives, and a tta ck s  the strange hen 
after th e  fashion of grebes, from  below , w ith  
an under-w ater th ru st of the sharp  b eak  in 
the belly . W hether the th ru st ever goes 
home I  do not know. G enerally, I  th in k, the 
offending bird becom es aw are o f th e  danger 
ju st in  tim e, and, squaw king, h a stily  flaps 
off. T h e righ tfu l m ate em erges. W h at 
does she do now  ? P eck  th e  erring husband ? 
L ea ve  him  in ch illy  d isgrace ? N o t a  b it  of 
i t ! She approaches w ith  an  eager note, 
and in  a  m om ent th e  tw o  are hard a t it  
shakin g th e ir h e a d s ; and, indeed, on such 
occasions you  m ay see m ore v ig o u r and 
excitem en t throw n  in to  th e  cerem ony than 
a t a n y  other tim e.

A ga in  w e excla im , how  h u m a n ! A nd 
again  w e see to  w h at a  p itch  o f co m p lex ity  
th e  b ird ’s em otion al life  is tuned.

T hen  bird-m ind has sufficient su b tle ty  
to  indulge in  p lay . D r. G ill, o f Cape T ow n , 
records seeing a  hooded crow  fly  up  in to  the 
air, drop a  sm all o b ject i t  w as carryin g, 
sw oop a fte r  it , croakin g lo u d ly, catch  i t  in 
m id-air, and  rep eat th e  perform ance over 
an d  over again  w ith  th e  greatest evidence 
of en jo ym en t. A n d  raven s often  d isp lay 
w h a t seem s a  real sense of hum our, though 
i t  m ust b e  a d m itted  hum our of rath er a 
low  order. A  p air o f th em  w ill com bine to 
tease a  c a t or dog, one occu p yin g its  a tte n 
tio n  from  th e  fro n t, w hile th e  other steals 
roundrbehind to  tw e a k  its  ta il and hop off 
w ith  loud and delighted squaw kings. T h ey  
w ill p la y  tr ick s  on each other ; in  an 
a v ia ry , one raven  of a p air has been seen 
to  slin k  u p  from  behind w hen its  m ate 

.w as sittin g  on a  low  perch, and then reach 
up  to  kn ock th e  perching b ird ’s foot 
from  under it, w ith  evid en t m alicious 
enjoym ent.

B u t  in a ll these va rie d  m anifestation s of 
em otion, birds s till  differ in  a  fundam ental 
w a y  from  ourselves. B eing w ith o u t the 
pow er o f con cep tual th o u gh t, th e ir em otion, 
w hile o ccu p yin g th e ir life  w ith  a  com plete
ness w hich is perhaps rarer w ith  us, is not 
linked  up  w ith  th e  fu tu re  or th e  past as  in a 
hum an m ind. T h eir fear is ju s t  f e a r : 
it  is n ot th e  fear of death, nor can  i t  a n tic i
p ate  pain, nor becom e an  in gredient of a 
lastin g  “  co m p lex .”  T h e y  can n ot w orry 
or to rm en t them selves. W hen th e  fear- 
situ atio n  is p ast, the fear ju st  disappears. 
So, as we have seen, w ith  their m atern al 
in stin cts. T h e  bird  m other is n ot con
cerned w ith  th e  fate  of an in d ivid u al off
spring, as a  hum an m other w ould be con
cerned a b o u t Joh n n y ’s career or T o m m y ’s 
poor h ealth . T he bird  m other is concerned 
ju st to  g iv e  v e n t to  her in stin cts  im per
sonally, as i t  were ; and w hen the young 
grow  up and  her inner p h ysio lo gy changes, 
there is  no in te llectu al fram ew ork m akin g 
a con tin uin g personal or in d ivid u al in terest 
possible.

T h a t indeed is th e  greatest difference 
betw een th e  b ird  an d  ourselves. W e, 
w hether w e w an t to  or not, can n ot help 
liv in g  w ith in  th e  fram ew ork o f a  continuing 
life . O ur pow ers of th o u g h t and im agin a
tio n  bind u p  th e  present w ith  th e  fu tu re  and 
th e  p a s t : th e  b ird ’s life  m ust be a lm ost 
w h olly  a  p atch w o rk , a  series of self-sufficing 
m om ents.
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1H A V E  a prejudice a ga in st being tak en  
for a  ride, w ith  the m uzzle  o f an 
au to m atic  jab b ed  in to  m y ribs, so I 
shall not reveal th e  nam e of the c ity  

where a ll th is happened. B u t  as I  w as 
sayin g : I w as going o u t to  C alifornia, la st 
winter, to recover from  m y operation.

The first tw o  nights o u t from  N ew  Y o rk , 
I slept fairly  w ell ; b u t on th e  third  night,

w hen th e  tra in  w as bargin g in to  th e  farth er 
reaches o f th e  M iddle W est, I  could  n ot 
drop off for m ore th a n  an  hour a t  a  tim e.

Y o u  kn ow  how  i t  is.
H ere yo u  h a ve  been asleep  and h ap p y, 

dream ing th a t  y o u r A lm an acs In c. stock  
has again  risen  to  tw e n ty  and th a t  th e  
flexib le  flapper w ith  w hom  y o u  danced a t 
the W ishepam oggin C o u n try  C lu b , la st
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'T'he large policeman 
glanced at Miss X ; 

then he glowered at 
me, and unwound his 

truncheon.

T uesd ay, re a lly  liked  to  dance w ith  you, 
and did n o t regard yo u  as th e  fa th e r o f a  
large fam ily .

J u st then, the d river decides to  h ave  some 
fun  w ith  th e  passengers.

“  A w , w h at the deuce ! ”  he th in ks. 
“  H ere’s a ll these m illionaires, bankers and 
m agazine editors and ad vertisin g  m en and 
college presidents, a ll o f ’em  sleeping in 
their nice w arm  beds, w hile I ’m here alone 
a t  the w heel o f th e  doggone train , h a vin g  to  
change from  th ird  to  low  and jam  on th e  
brakes eve ry  tim e a farm er tries to  b e a t the 
gam e a t th e  crossing. W h a t an idea ! 
P e rfe c tly  rid icu lo u s! Formes ies bataillons ! 
W h ile  th e y ’re sunken in th e ir gilded and 
decadent slum bers, th e y ’l l  find th e re ’s one 
g u y  aw ake on th is tra in  ! ”

So, as th e  tra in  quivers in to  th e  n e x t

statio n , the d river slam s on  the brakes, the 
tra in  com es up a ll stan din g, and th e  pas
sengers aw ake  w ith  a  lo w  m oan.

A n y w a y , I did, th a t  n ight, and w ith  
frequen cy.

Oh, fo r th e  w ings o f  a  dove, th a t  I m igh t 
describe how  a P u llm an  low er b erth  feels 
and looks and sm ells, esp ecially  sm ells, 
w hen y o u  c a n ’t  sleep and you  turn  on th e  
lig h t 1 In  th e  polished wooden bo tto m  o f 
th e  b erth  a b o v e  you, you are  reflected as a  
co tton  doll. Y o u r  face looks lo n g and 
m elancholy, and y o u r p yja m a s look— w ell, 
th e y  lo o k  lik e  w rin kled  p yjam as. A s  th e  
tra in  s ta rts  again , som etim es m ooing and 
som etim es y o w lin g  and a ll th e  tim e clanking 
sard on ically , “  A w fu l lu ck , aw fu l luck, 
a w fu l lu ck , a w fu l lu ck ,”  it  begins to  sw a y, 
and th e  co a t and  v e s t and trousers which

I L L U S T R A T E D  B Y  G I L B E R T  W I L K I N S O N
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you h ave  ca re fu lly  draped on th e  hanger 
against' the green curtain  sw a y  w ith  it.

“  Oh, ho ! ”  m y co a t seem ed to  sneer, as 
i t  flipped a  h o rrib ly  e m p ty  sleeve a t  me. 
“  A ll these years since yo u  b ought m e a t 
M oe’s P iccad illy  Suiterie, C lim b One F ligh t 
and S a ve  $16.75, I ’v e  w iggled  and ben t 
a t  th e  elbow  w hen you w an ted  m e to. 
N o t no m ore ! N o sir ! ”  A nd i t  friv o 
lo u sly  w aved  its  sleeves a t  me, w hile the 
trousers trem bled w ith  derision.

I ignored them . N or w as I shaken b y  
realizing from  tim e to  tim e th a t th e  train  
had run off the track , cau gh t fire, h it a  
m otor-car, and ju st gen erally  taken  to  p lay in g  
leapfrog. N o ! In  fact, the o n ly  th in g th a t 
disturbed m e w as th e  steady, m ethodical, 
earnest snoring o f the man across th e  w ay. 
T h e train  clanked and belched and fell 
upon points w ith  a  furious desire to  d estroy 
them , b u t a ll th rou gh  th is clam our, the 
subdued and inescapable snoring w en t on : 
“  G arrhh— woof ; garrhh— w oof ! ”

B u t I got so lo n ely  in m y cell th a t I 
welcom ed even this proof th a t there w as 
still one soul, besides m yself, liv in g  in the 
world of roar and chaos.

F.uropean observers of A m erica  h ave  
asserted th a t th e  tro u b le  w ith  our sleeping- 
cars is th a t the curtain s w hich d ivide you  
from  the person opposite— w ho m ay be 
a  safe-blow er, a suicide, a  m em ber o f the 
W .C .T .U ., or a n y  e q u ally  dangerous stranger 
— do not give  you sufficient p riv a cy . T h e 
fa c t is (for, if  you  tak e  E uropean  or B ritish  
view s of A m erica e x a c tly  b y  op posites, you 
w ill be reason ably accurate) th a t th e  trouble  
w ith  our sleeping-cars is th a t  th e y  are too 
con fou ndedly p riv ate .

TO  lie aw ake in a  Pullm an  berth  is to  
be stranded on a  d esert isle  w ith o u t 
the coconuts. If  y o u  are tra v e llin g  

b y  steam er, you can a lw a ys go up  and be 
throw n off the bridge b y  the first officer. 
In  N ew  Y o rk  there are, d a y  and night, coffee- 
sta ll w aiters, policem en, evangelists, authors, 
and bartenders w ith  whom  y o u  can ta lk . In  
Sauk Center, yo u  can a ll n igh t long find th e  
bus-driver aw ake a t the P alm er H ouse. 
B u t  on an a ll-P u llm an  train, there is a p p a r
e n tly  no one aw ake besides the porters, and 
the driver, w ho w ou ld  alm ost ce rta in ly  n ot 
w elcom e y o u  if  y o u  clim bed o ve r th e  coal 
in to  his cab  and dem anded : “  D o  y o u
th in k  th a t H um anism  w ill g iv e  a  m ore 
austere purpose to A m erican  letters  ? ”

So I reconciled m yself to  reading a  detec
t iv e  story.

I t  w as a  nice story.
I reached th e  page w hich ran  :—
“  A  shot ran g o u t on the m ysteriou s 

nocturnal stilln ess o f L im ehouse, and sm ote 
D etective-In sp ecto r Sim m s full on the

forehead. ‘ Oh, I s a y ,’ grum bled  the 
Inspector, q u ie tly  brushing th e  bullet aw ay, 
‘ th a t  isn ’t  q u ite  th e  th in g, now, is it  ? ’ 
T hen  he started . H e looked keen ly  a t  the 
Ch inam an  w ho had sh o t him. H e said, 
g e n tly  : ‘ N ow , W u n g C h un g L ug, we m ustn ’t  
h ave  a n y  m ore o f th is. N o t a t  a ll sir. 
B ecau se  I p erceive  th a t y o u  are not W ung 
Chung L u g, nor even  W u n g Chung L ow , 
b u t none other (although, sir, in disguise) 
th an  B rig .-G en. S ir A rth u r P lu pe, D .S .O ., 
K .C .M .G ., R .A .C .’ ”

Oh, hang it. I ’d read th is sto ry  before !
O f c o u r s e ! I  rem em bered S ir A rth u r 

P lu pe, w ho from  tim e to  tim e appears in the 
ta le  disguised as W u n g Chung L u g, as L a d y  
B o n aven tu re, as M ichael A rlen, as H iram  
P . Scroug of Indianola, In diana, and even, 
th ough  less co n vin cin g ly, as B rig.-G en. 
Sir A rth u r P lu pe. H e h asn ’t  done the 
d ir ty  deed, though good old In sp ector Sim m s 
•(C.I.D .), w ho happens to  be on th e  spot, 
has seen him  risin g w ith  a  b lo o d y  M alayan  
dagger from  beside th e  corpse o f his uncle, 
L ord  N eversly .

And I had nothing else to  read. T h e  man 
across th e  w a y  w as n ow  snoring, “  U rf—  
keek !  ”  and the car-w heel beneath m e w as 
not o n ly  o b vio u sly  flat, b u t l ik e ly  to  fly  to  
pieces, w reckin g th e  train . I tucked on m y 
slippers, p ulled  m y  dressing-gow n o ver m y 
p yja m a s. A n d  th e y  were lo v e ly  p yjam as, 
given  to  m e b y  m y  w ife  a t  Christm as, 
checkered green and yello w , w hile the 
dressing-gow n, fo rtu n a te ly  w arm , as i t  w as 
now  F eb ru ary , w as a  nice dom estic th in g 
of p in k  w ool edged w ith  m auve cord.

I sw'ayed, o ccasio n ally  catchin g a t  the 
curtain s for sup port b u t n ot aw akenin g 
m ore th a n  tw o  or th ree  apprehensive old 
m aids, alon g th e  dim  tu n n el to  th e  sm oking- 
room . I t  w as occupied  b y  the porter, and 
a row  of shoes, w hich looked curiously  
collapsed and dead. I ligh ted  a  cigarette  
and glan ced  d o u b tfu lly  a t th e  porter. H e 
had tak en  one look a t me, and his expression 
suggested  th a t  th e  one look w ould la st him 
th e  rest o f h is life ,

“  Cold even in g ,”  I said, p o lite ly .
“  Y e s , i t ’s p r e tty  cold if  you  h a v e  to  get 

o u t a t  e ve ry  station  and  help off passengers 1"
T h e w ay  in w hich he said “  passengers ”  

m ade them  sound in a  class w ith  blow -outs, 
ren t-bills, s tick in g  ty p e w riter keys, and the 
X en o p sy lla  cheopis R o th sc., or Indian R a t  
F'lea.

I tried  again  ; “  In terestin g  w ork y o u  have, 
isn ’t  i t  ! ”

“  I t  isn ’t . ”
“  I m ean, m eeting such typ es, varieties, 

and assortm en ts o f p eo p le.”
“  I d o n ’t . ”
“  B u t  going to  so m an y p laces.”
“  W h y  ? ”
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“ A/Tadam,” I said, “ I may 
as well confess all”

"  O h, yes— w ell, I see .”
“ A nd furtherm ore------”  H e raised his

eyes from  a lig h t n a t ty  g e n t’s O xford , 
looking a t me fo r  th e  la st  tim e, and observed : 
“  A n d  furtherm ore, m y nam e is n ot George, 
the tra in  is n o t on tim e, I  do n o t know  how  
late  w e shall b e  w hen w e reach D enver, th e  
train  .for Colorado Springs goes o u t o f th e  
sam e station, I  am  not a  grad u ate  of H am p 
ton, and the c ity  throu gh w hose m iserable
suburbs w e are now  staggerin g is------ ”

A nd h avin g n am ed th e  scene of th e  strange 
and rom antic adventures th a t I am  going 
to chronicle, he threw  dow n th e  n a t ty  tan  
shoe as though he did n o t care fo r it, changed 
into a  blue ja c k e t, and le ft  me as one w ith 
o u t sorrow.

“  1 see,”  I said.

T h e tra in  stood in  th e  h u ge c ity  station. 
T h e  blinds of th e  sm oking-com partm ent 
w ere up, and u n couth  w orkm en stared in 
a t  m e, a t  m y  dressing-gow n and p yjam as, 
w ith  crude u n w o rth y  derision. T h e little  
room  w as filled w ith  th e  sm ell o f dead 
cigar-sm oke, perished soap, and th a t  curious 
m ouldy sm ell o f sleep. Cold though i t  was, 
I  ven tu red  o u t in to  th e  ve stib u le  fo r a  slice 
of fresh  air. T h e  snow  had sifted  under 

th e  bellow s betw een  vestibu les and la y  
in a  poin ted  stre ak  across th e  iron- 

bordered linoleum . I shivered, and 
w as going in, w hen I  saw  a  restau 

ran t ju s t  across th e  platform . 
There w as no one in it  

save one m ale w aiter, w ho 
w ould presu m ably n o t be 

d e m o r a l i z e d  b y  m y 
p yjam as, and a cu p  of 

coffee w ould be good. 
I  kn ew  th a t in  the 
c ity  o f B la n k  th e  train  
m ust stop  fo r a t  least 
ten  m inutes. I  m igh t 
h ave  asked th e  porter 
stan din g dow n beside 
the tra in , b u t I fe lt  
th a t he and I w eren ’t  
pals a n y  more.

I flashed across the 
p latform , th e  wind 

v e ry  p la y fu l w ith  m y  ankles. A s I 
guzzled  the coffee I w as horrified to 
see m y  tra in  p u llin g  out.

“  D o n ’t  w orry. J u st shunting. 
T h e y ’re ta k in g  on th e  coach from  
K an sas C ity ,”  the w aiter com 
forted  me.

“  D oes it  com e b a ck  on the fam e 
p latfo rm  ? ”

“  U su ally . P le n ty  of tim e, a n y 
w a y , b ro th er.”

I alm ost b u rst in to  tears a t  again 
being recognized as a  hum an being, 
and ordered three doughnuts. I 

even  a te  p a rt o f one o f them , and then, 
feeling lik e  a  m an o f the w orld, I stepped 
b risk ly  out on th e  p latform .

A nd I h ad  forgotten  th e  nam e and num ber 
o f m y  P u llm an  !

T h e  P u llm an  n ow  draw n up in fro n t of 
th e  restau ran t w as christen ed “  P h ag o cy to 
sis.”  I  had a  n otion  th a t m y  car had been 
nam ed "W e re w o lf,”  or “ D ’ A nn un zio ,”  or 
“  H oboken ,”  or som ething lik e  th a t, b u t this 
ce rta in ly  looked lik e  mine, and the porter 
looked lik e  m ine, a t  least, he w as coloured 
and had a  b lue co a t w ith  silve r buttons. 
H e  w as y e llin g  : “  A ll  aboard ! ”

I  leaped up— I d o n ’t  know  w h at th e  thing 
is th a t  th e y  use fo r circus bears to  sit on 
and for Pu llm an  passengers to  c lim b on, 
b u t th a t w as w h at I leaped up on to. and
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XT' ou sit there all night, 
drinking and smoking and 

gambling, while I wait up for 
you and get visited by a lunatic

shivering, I pranced in to  th e  g rate fu l w arm th  
of th e  train.

Just inside I m et the conductor, grow ling, 
“  T ick e ts  ! ”

“  M y tick e ts  are in m y berth— L o w er 4.”
“  Say, w h a t’s the big idea ? T h e re ’s no 

one in L ow er 4. H a sn ’t  even  been m ade 
u p .”

“  I ’m p ro b ab ly  on the w rong car. A n y 
w ay, m y  berth  is L ow er------ ”

The conductor looked a t  the ch a rt w hich 
the P u llm an  conductor held out to  him . 
“  Then if y o u ’re in the o n ly  other L ow er 4 
on this train, yo u r nam e is ‘ M rs. S. B ezeliu s 
and d au gh ter.’ M aybe y o u ’re them . Y o u  
look lik e  i t ! Say, w h at train  do yo u  th in k  
y o u ’re on ? ”

“  T he P latin u m  P la te  L im ite d  to  ’Frisco, 
o f course.”

”  I t  isn ’t  called ‘ 'F risco  of course.’ I t ’s 
called  San F rancisco. A n d  th is  is th e  train

for Jefferson C ity . Y o u ’ll find y o u r tra in  
b a ck  on  p latfo rm  seven. E x c e p t th a t  it 'l l  
be gone w hen you  g e t b a ck  there ! "

H e pulled  the com m unication  cord like  
an executioner.

“  H ey, yo u  ca n ’t  p u t, m e o S  th is tra in —  
n o t o u t in to  th e  n ig h t ! ”  I tried  to  m ake 
m y vo ice  w arm  and m enacing, b u t i t  skidded, 
ju st  as th e  tra in  seem ed to  rear up its  w hole 
length from  th e  tra ck  and com e dow n w ith  
a  bang.

T h e con ductor said  nothing. T h e P u llm an  
con ductor said  n oth in g T h e  p o rter said 
n othing. T h e  th ree  o f them  m erely pro
pelled m e to w ard  the vestib u le, in the 
to m b y  stilln ess th a t  had settled  dow n on the 
train.

B u t p le n ty  w as said b y  th e  passengers. 
H eads popped from  betw een  b erth  curtain s, 
and a bald  m an inform ed a  la d y  w ho had 
done up  her hair in a  sm all fishing n e t : 
“  H e ’s a  p ic k p o c k e t ; th e y  ca u g h t him 
stealing w atch es.”  W ith  a  cold sw iftness, 
lik e  going dow n a  shoot-the-chutes in 
N ovem ber, I  w as galloped throu gh th e  v e sti
bule, dow n th e  steps, in to  th e  c ity  of outdoors 
— and a lrea d y  th e  train  w as h eavin g ahead.

B u sy  th ough  I w as a t  shivering, I ap 
preciated  w h at a  lo t  o f loneliness and cold 
there w as everyw h ere, and w h a t a  d istin ct 
la ck  of w arm  berths. I was a t  the end of 
w h at seem ed to be a  m illion m iles of ra ilw ay  
yards, a ll in a  m odernistic p icture— rails  th a t 
sw ooped on m e like  ra ys o f ligh t, red lanterns 
and green arc-lam ps overh ead, and the 
head lights of locom otives th a t  grew  in size 
as though th e y  w ere exploding, and pointed
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me o u t as though th e y  w ere h u n tin g me 
down. A nd all th is illum ination  m ade the 
spaces betw een signal boxes and tool- 
shacks only the d ark er and more forlorn.

Im possible to find m y tra in  there, even  if 
it had not gone. I m ust ge t help som ewhere 
in the c ity . And I knew  no-one in the c ity  !

ST U M B L IN G  across lines, ju s t  leaping 
aside as a v a s t  train  burst b y  me, 
v ic io u sly  cold a t  an kle  and w rist and 

throat, I found a w atch m an ’s fire w ith  no 
one near it  ju st a t th e  m om ent, and stopped 
a  second to  explore m y  pockets. I possessed, 
besides the dressing-gow n and p yja m a s and 
slippers, a now  deflated c iga rette  package 
w ith  three w rinkled cigarettes, a quarter- 
box of m atches, three doubtful handkerchiefs, 
ever so m any cigarette-crum bs in one pocket, 
and a piece o f paper w hich, an xiously  
exam ined over th e  fire, w as discovered to 
be a  note from  our m aid : “  C abbages w ill 
be delivered to-m orrow .”

I t  was m y sole identification.
A nd I found five  cents— m y change a fte r  

coffee and doughn uts a t th e  restauran t. I 
looked a t i t  w ith  proud w rath , and hurled 
it on the ground. In stan tly  I realized w hat 
a huge sum  five cents could be. W ith  it  I 
could get a telephone call, a  new spaper, or 
in m any F iv e  and T en Stores, a beautifu l 
tin fire-engine w ith  three red firemen. I 
scrabbled in the d u st and cinders, savagely, 
ready to k ill a n y  in te r lo p e r; I found the 
five cents and slipped it  into  m y p ocket. 
A nd thus I cam e on som ething even  more 
im p o rta n t: a  p articu lar filth y  strip  o f old 
Brussels carpet. I sham elessly stole it, 
w rapped it  abou t m y  bare head and neck, 
and started  for th e  w ilderness beyond the 
ra ilw ay yards.

I fe ll into a  few  ditches, craw led throu gh a 
fence, cam e to  a  street given  o ver to  m alt- 
and-hops em poria, poolroom s, and lun ch
rooms, whose refined neon signs o f *' Eats ”  
m ocked m y m isery. I flickered along it. 
I had n ever m oved quite  so fast. A t  home, 
in Pelham , th a t h igh ly  select and indeed I 
m ay even ca ll it  exclu sive  suburb of N ew  
Y o rk , I h a ve  been rebuked b y  m y w ife, and 
by E dgar, m y  eld est son, for m y sloth in 
p layin g tennis. Som etim es when a ball is 
returned to  me, I miss it  en tire ly , because 
I am thinking of th e  relationship of W a lter 
L ippm ann to  St. P o lyca rp , or th e  curious 
use of th e  squin t in th e  tow er of the 
Cistercian A b b ey  a t  M onm onkshire. B u t  
this n ight I could h ave  received and returned 
a ball six  tim es before m y opponent even 
knew  it had been served, so rapid w as I.

A fte r perhaps tw o  m iles o f greyhound 
coursing, w ith ou t h avin g tim e to ask  m yself 
ju st where I was going, I  em erged into  a 
d istrict o f respectab le  houses w hich, because
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th ey  had tw o -car garages w ith  cem ent 
drives and “  w e ’v e  subscribed to  th e  ,R ed 
Cross ’•’ p lacards in the w indow s, show ecbthat 
th ey  belonged to  th e  kind of people I knew . 
I fe lt  safe ! H ere I w ould surely find people 
w ho w ould app reciate  the fa c t  th a t I had been 
graduated from  O hio W esleyan  U n iversity , 
th a t I had an a u to m atic  oil furnace in 
Pelham , th a t I h ad  lost m oney in th e  panic, 
lik e  the "most a ristocratic  .-.people, and th a t 
m y U ncle H erb ert w as-one of th e  best eye, 
ear, nose, throat; h eart and skin  specialists 
in T renton , N .J . T h e y  w ould recognize 
m e as one o f th e ir  own class, and rescue me.

I ’ t  i •

M y connexion  w ith  th e  m edical profession 
through U ncle H erbert m ade/ m e., stop  
h o p efu lly  in fro n t of a d eligh tfu l residence 
of brow n-stained shingles, w ith  a  carved 
greystone porch, on w hich w as a  tastefu l 
illum in ated glass sign, lettered  : “  F . Sm ilie 
L ocklan d, M .D ., P h ys. & S u rg .”  Though 
it  w as now  (I guessed) .five in th e  m orning, 
there were ligh ts  in th e  low er storey, in
d icatin g  th a t  som eone was. ab ou t. >

“  Good old F . Sm ilie ! ”  ■ I m uttered. 
“  T here he is, succouring the un fortun ate 1 
W h at sort, typ e , or catego ry  of public- 
spirited citizen  soars superior to  a  phys. and 
surg. ? Perhaps even  now  he is operating 
on some poor sufferer, sav in g  his life , being 
m eantim e u tte r ly  regardless of his own 
com fort, slum ber, and rest. I ’ ll go rig h t 
in 1

“  Sm ilie w ill know  the nam e of Dr. H erbert 
Sm ouse. P erh aps he w ill h ave  read U ncle 
H erb ert’s paper on ‘ C om p arative  F ees in 
567 Cases of T o n sillec to m y ,’ in the New  
Jersey M edical SEgis. A n y w a y , his house 
w ill be warm . O  God, I hope i t ’ ll be w arm  ! 
I m ust a sk  him  how  m an y square inches o f 
radiation  he allow s to  the cu b ic fo ot of 
room  contents. O u gh t to  be m ore.”

B u t p u ttin g  these carping criticism s 
aside— w ho w as I to  critic ize  a  man like  
Sm ilie  L ocklan d  ?— I strode u p  th e  san d
stone steps, and ran g th e  bell. I threw  m y 
vu lg a r scarf of Brussels carp et in to  the 
a reaw ay  as the door opened— ju st three 
inches.

O f the la d y  w ho w as peering o u t a t  m y 
dressing-gow n, I inquired p le a s a n t ly : “  Is 
the doctor a t  hom e ? ”

“ H e is not ! ”
“  Then I ’ll  ju s t  com e in ------ ”
“  Y o u  w ill not ! ”
Oh, Sm ilie, Sm ilie  ! F . Sm ilie  L ocklan d, 

P h y s. and Surg. 1 W here w as your o ath  of 
H ip p ocrates then  ? W h a t o f vo u r lit t le  
w om an w ho sh u t o u t from  th e  tem p le  of 
healing a m an w ho had lo st even  his B russels 
carp et ? F o r she slam m ed th e  door, and 
1 stood alone and frigid ; and w hen I looked 
I co u ld n ’t  even  find the carp et.

287
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1 w avered dow n 

th e  street th a t a  
m om ent ago seem ed 
s o  f r i e n d l y  a n d  
secure. Bah ! I knew  
now  w h at it  w as th a t 
m a d e  B olsheviks !
These cursed bour
geois, snug and warm 
in their beds, w ith  
e ve ry  l u x u r y  a t  
h a n  d— s w e a t e r s ,  
overcoats, radiators, 
cans of soup/ hot- 
w a t e r  b o t t l e s ,  
aviato rs ’ h e l m e t s ,  
w ristlets, volum es of 
E ddie G uest, kero
sene stoves, blankets, 
c o m f o r t e r s ,  gin, 
woollen socks and 
fire insurance— w hile 
I s t a g g e r e d  amid 
them , c o l d . . . .  Cold !

N ot till  now  had 
I seemed crim inal, 
b u t as daw n crept 
grey  over the tin 
roof o f th e  P en te
costal Tabernacle, 1 
w a s  f o r c e d  i n t o  
disorderly conduct. I had turned  from  
M aplegrove Street, in  w hich live d  th a t 
treacherous and abom inable F. Sm ilie 
Locklan d, into  th e  great thorou ghfare of 
L indbergh A ven u e. A  yo u n g la d y  a lighted  
from  a tram car. She had a  grey  su it and 
am iable ankles. L a te r  reports in dicate  th a t 
she was a  telephone supervisor, com ing 
hom e from  a  late  trick . She said “  Good 
n ight ”  in ever so jo lly  a  voice  to  th e  tram  
conductor, and frisked  up L indbergh A venu e, 
t ill  she looked b a ck  a t  me. She ga ve  a 
s ligh t squeal, and started  to  run.

I was nettled . L oo k  a t it  th is  w a y  1 
A sk  a n y  m an in th e  M en’s C lu b  of the 
F ourth B a p tist Church, Pelham , N .Y . 
A sk  a n y  pastor, grocer or bootlegger w ho 
has ever d e a lt w ith  me. A m  I a  m an to  go 
o u t delib erately  and get in to  p yjam as and 
dressing-gown and ruffled h air a t  five- 
th irty  a.m . and chase dow n L indbergh 
A venu e in th e  c ity  of B lan k , or in any 
other city , m erely to  frighten  a  respectable  
fem ale telephone supervisor ?

I was annoyed. T hastened a fte r  her.
O r ask------
I have concealed th is from  you  till  now, 

because I do n ot lik e  to  boast, b u t th e  fa c t 
is, I  am  no Babbitt. I am  a lite ra ry  man. 
I do th e  financial, religious, and baseball 
notes for the Em ploying Steam ftters' 
Chronicle. A n d  y o u  m a y  fre e ly  ask  a n y  man 
on the staff o f the Chronicle if  I am  lik e ly  to

he doctor sprang at me, and. 
with those offensively soothing 

tones we use to children, breathed : 
“ Just a moment, my dear fellow, 

just a lit-tle mo-ment.”

pursue phone girls dow n L in dbergh  A venu e, 
or even M aplegrove S t r e e t !

Speeding after her m erely to  explain  th is 
I saw  a  large policem an em erging from  a 
h a llw a y. H e glanced a t M iss X  (as b y  now  
I w as ro m an tica lly  ca llin g  her) ; he glowered 
a t me, and unwound his truncheon. T 
slipped in to  an a lley , in to  a  cross-alley, 
out in to  a  street, and found m yself again 
in fron t o f th e  house o f D r. F . Sm ilie l a c k 
land.

T he glass sign and th e  ligh ts  on th e  ground 
floor s till  beam ed th e ir treacherous greeting. 
T h e y  had to  sav e  m e ! A gain I burred a t 
th e  b e ll ; again I faced th e  sm all and 
resolute la d y  w ho had p reviou sly  throw n 
m e out.

“  I  m ust see th e  d o c to r ! I w an t to  p ay 
m y b ill before I lea ve  tow n ! ”

She th rew  w ide th e  door. “  O h, do com e 
in ! ”  she crooned, and as I hurled m yself 
in to  th a t  deliciou sly  w arm  h a ll, as I  sat 
sh iverin g on an oak  bench, w hich, though 
unpadded, w as w o n d erfu lly  free of con duc
tors, policem en, and teleph one girls, she
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rem arked : “  Y o u  m ay p a y  me, if  you
wish. T h e doctor is out. I t  w o n ’t  be 
necessary fo r you to  w ait fo r h im .”

“  I see. R ath er ! I  ta k e  it, as you  are 
w aitin g up for him  so la te— and w h a t w ould 
w e do w ith ou t our devo ted  lit t le  w om en ?—  
th a t he is o u t on a  case of in com parable  
im portance. A nd w hen he com es home, 
you w ill soothe his jan gled  nerves, y o u  w ill 
heat up a  ta s ty  cu p  o f soup w ith  yo u r own 
fair hands------ ”

“ I  w ill not ! I ’ll  te ll him  w h at I th in k 
of him  ! W ith  m y own fa ir tongue ! T he 
old hellion is o u t p lay in g  p oker ! A n d  now,
abou t th a t l it t le  b ill o f yours------ ”

“  M adam , I m ay as w ell confess a ll.”

I did, startin g  w ith  m y  boyhood in 
O klahom a, briefly  describing m y b o n n y lit t le  
Swiss chalet in  P elh am  and the b e tte r  trains

to ta k e  into  N ew  Y o rk , m akin g harsh but 
justified rem arks a b o u t conductors from  
Jefferson C ity , and em phasizing th e  im p o rt
ance of m y U n cle  H erbert.

She w as a crisp, bra in y l it t le  w om an, 
Mrs. L ocklan d , though too  hard on poker. 
A s I finished, in d icatin g  th a t she could 
prove th e  tru th  of m y  e xtrao rd in ary  story  
b y  lo okin g for th e  strip  of Brussels carpet 
in her ow n areaw ay, she snapped :—

‘ ‘ W h o  —  or whom  —  do 
you kn ow  in th is c ity  ? ”

“  N o o ne.”
“  W h om  could you  phone 

in N ew  Y o r k  ? ”
“  N one of them  aw ake 

y e t .”
“  C ould n ’t  you  rouse this 

w ife of yours th a t y o u  ta lk  
about, and the three ch il
dren in Pelham , w herever 
th a t is ? ”

“  A las, th e y  h a ve  gone 
off to  m y A u n t E th el- 
b e rta ’s, in M aine, and you  
kn ow  h o w  i t  is w ith  A u n t 
E t h e l b e r t a — she n e v e r ’ 
w ould h a ve  a  phone.”

“  W h a t if  I  w ired th e  
con ductor of yo u r train  ? 
H e w ould h ave  yo u r nam e 
on his c h a rt .”

“  I ’m  afraid  not. I go t 
m y t ic k e t  a t  th e  la st 
m om ent. I d o n ’t  th in k  he 
has m y n am e.”

“  I see. W ell, I ’ll th in k 
o f  s o m e t h i n g .  B u t  I 
m u stn ’t  keep you  here. 
Y o u ’ll b e  more com fortable 
in the sittin g-ro o m .”  .

She led  m e into  the 
cheerful, w arm  litt le  room 
a t  th e  end o f the hall. 

“  J u st s it  here w hile I ge t you som ething 
hot to  d rin k ,”  she m urm ured. I  sat dow n 
g ra te fu lly  , she rippled out— and I heard 
her lo ck  th e  door !

She h a d n ’t  trusted m e 1 S till, it  w as 
w arm  there, and I dozed un til I heard 
vio len t voices in  the h a llw a y. I t  w as th e  
d o cto r’s la d y, greeting her returning hus
band.

“  So, th is is th e  tim e  of m orning you 
choose for ge ttin g  hom e 1 O f course, it  
doesn’t  m atter w h at happens to  m e ! Y o u  
sit there all n ight, drinkin g and sm oking 
and gam bling, w hile I w ait up for you and 
get v is ited  b y  a  lu n atic  ! ”

“  W e ll, thass a ll rig h t w ith  me 1 W hiss 
lu n atic  w as it— yo u r father, or yo u r brother 
Joe ? ”

“  W ill y o u  listen  to m e ? W ill you  kin d ly  
tr y — ju s t  try ; th a t ’s a ll I  ask— w ill you
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kin d ly  ju st t r y  to  clear y o u r brain from  th e  
horrible fum es o f sm oke and liquor and 
try , a t  lea st try, to  understand th a t  w hile 
you were aw ay, p la y in g  yo u r gam es of 
chance— and I hope th a t, for once, you 
didn ’t  lose, a lth ou gh you w ill n ever learn 
not to  tr y  to  fill an inside stra igh t, and yo u r 
w eakness fo r a  four-card draw  am ounts to  
antinom ianism — and me, I w ait up  for you, 
and a lu n atic  breaks in here and I h ave  
him locked up in th e  sittin g-room  righ t th is 
m inute ! ”

T h e  d o cto r’s voice  sounded as though 
he were shocked in to  sobriety.

“  I ’ll go in and tre a t him  rig h t aw ay. 
D o you know  a n y th in g  a b ou t his 
credit ? ”

“  I do not. F irs t  he says he com es from  
Pelham , M assachusetts, then  th a t h e ’s from  
N ew  Y o rk . H e says h e ’s a  steam -fitter. 
H e says a  con ductor bounced him  off a train  
for eating doughnuts. H e ’s w earing frig h t
ful p yjam as and bath robe now, b u t he says 
th a t ord in arily  he w ears a  Brussels carpet 
su it.”

“  C lear case to  m e— dementia prcecox, 
w ith  an CEdipus com plex. B efore I see him  
I ’d b etter ge t th e  cop on th e  beat, in case he 
turns v io le n t.”

I heard n othing more for ten  m inutes. 
In m y anguish, I  had sm oked m y la st three 
c ig a re tte s ; and in m y rage  I had to m  up 
and flung upon th e  floor th e  n ote w hich I

had found in  m y p o cket, assertin g th a t  the 
cabbages w ould be delivered  to-m orrow . 
I w en t berserk. I  b u rst th e  tam e bonds of 
c iv ilizatio n . I had a lw a y s  been know n for 
politeness and m y  lo ve  o f dum b anim als, 
b u t suddenly T w as a  ferocious dem on. I 
w anted a sm oke, and I w as going to  get it. 
A ll the u rb an ity  o f Pelham  dropped from  
me, and I surged through th e  sitting-room , 
looking fo r cigarettes. R u th lessly  I opened 
th e  d raw er of th e  centre  tab le , rum m aged 
behind books, and even fearlessly  searched 
th e  p ockets o f a  m edical-looking a lpaca 
ja c k e t hanging on a  peg.

A nd th ere  I found tw o  m ore cigarettes.

I w as sittin g  w ith  a  proud, co ld  expres
sion on m y face, puffing a  c iga re tte  and try in g  
to rem em ber th a t, a fte r  all, I cam e from  
P elh am  and th a t  I n eedn ’t  stan d  a n y  
rudeness from  these h ick s in the c ity  of 
B lan k , w hen th e  door w as unlocked and the 
doctor edged in, fo llow ed b y  a  p a rticu la rly  
loutish  policem an.

“  Good m orning, m y b o y  1 ”  th e  doctor 
said a irily . H e w as a  sm all m an, w ith  a 
shredded m oustache, and his vo ice  sounded 
as his m oustache looked. “  I ’m so rry  tb 
h ave  k e p t you w aiting. I ’v e  been o u t on 
a serious ca se .”

“  L o st m uch ? ”
“  I d o n 't  kn ow  w h a t y o u ’re ta lk in g  

a b o u t 1 ”  H e turned and w inked  a t th e
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TTold him tight / ” 
*■  ordered the lieu
tenant. “ He's one of the 
most dangerous homicidal 
maniacs who ever landed 

in this town."

policem an w ith a  w in k  th a t  s a id : “  Y o u  
see ? A b so lu te ly  b a tty  ! ”

“  L is t e n ! ”  I raged. “  M y uncle is 
D octor------ ”

Oh. I d o n ’t  know  w h y I g o t so m ixed up. 
B u t m y n ight of w retchedness, and the 
codfish eye of th e  policem an, confused me, 
and in horror I heard m yself say in g  : “  M y 
uncle is D o cto r Sherbert H ouse— I m ean, 
D octor Shoubert H earse— I m ean, D octor
W erbert W ow s, o f Jersey, N ew  T ren ton ------ ”

T h e policem an sa t on a  sm all g ilt  chair, 
like  a  bullfrog perched on a goldenrod, and 
looked as though he w as w ondering w hether 
to  start beating me up now. H e stared, and 
panted fa t ly . Y e t  he annoyed m e less than 
the sp righ tly  doctor, w ho sprang a t me and, 
w ith  those offen sively soothing tones w e 
use to  children, b reath ed : “  Just a m om ent, 
m y dear fellow , ju st  a  lit-t le  m o-m ent ! ”  

B efore I could resist, he h ad  g o t a  therm o
m eter into  m y  m outh, h ad  seized m y w rist, 
and was counting m y  pulse. B u t  I saw  th a t 
there w as som ething w rong w ith  this

picture ; and in th a t m uffled voice  which 
com es from  ta lk in g  w ith  a  c lin ical therm o
m eter in yo u r m outh, I gurgled  :—

“  L ook here, D oc ! Y o u  th in k  yo u 're  
tim in g m y pulse b y  yo u r w rist-w atch . You 
aren ’t  ! Y o u  h a v e n ’t  got a  w rist-w atch  on ! 
Y o u  lost it  p lay in g  poker to-night— last 
n ight— w ell, an y w ay , w h atever the darn ' 
n igh t is— and y o u ’re still too lit  to  notice i t ! 
A nd unless you  help  m e o u t I ’l l  te ll your 
jo lly  little  w ren of a w ife a b ou t the w atch ! ”  

H e yan ked  th e  therm om eter from  m y 
m outh, looked s ly ly  a t  th e  policem an, saw 
th a t  b y  now  he had gone g e n tly  to  sleep and 
whispered : "  1 th in k  y o u ’re a lrea d y  re
covering from  yo u r a tta ck . Y o u r case 
is not dementia prcncox. Y o u ’re ju st  a  nice 
old m aniac depressive. T h a t w ill be ten 
dollars, p lease.”

“  I t  w ill not be ten dollars, p lease ! His 
nam e is D o cto r H erbert Sm ouse— m y uncle, 
I. m ean— th e w ell-know n stom ach, cardiac, 
boil and d iet s p e c ia lis t ; and I w ould have 
to ld  you  before if  you  hadn ’t  com e in 
scaring m e w ith  a  cop who w ould h ave  been 
in th e  b u tch er business i f  h e ’d been a  l it t le  
b r ig h te r ! B u t I m ean : I w an t yo n  to  
listen  to  m y s to ry .”

“  T h a t ’s so. I  did sell th a t w atch  to  
Ram on C ow ley, for nineteen bucks, and 
b ought another stack, and then Doc. 
M urphy had four aces. G o on ! ”

I told all.
T he doctor said p lead in gly , “  D o n ’t  you 

thin k it  m igh t be am nesia ? ”
“  C e rta in ly  not ! ”
“  Ju st a  lit t le  am nesia ? L isten, brother, 

I ’d lo ve  to  h ave  a case of am nesia. You  
know. F o r the C o u n ty  M edical S o cie ty  ! ”  

“ No.  N o  am nesia.”
“  N o t th e  lea st lit t le  b it  ? B u t  when you 

pinched th e  B russels carp et— there m ust 
h ave  neen some am nesia then  ! ”

“  N o t th e  sligh test. T h e Sm ouses h ave  
been in e ve ry  w ar for the R ep u b lic, but 
th e y  h ave  n ever had am n esia.”

“  O h, a ll r i g h t ! Y o u  n eedn ’t sh ou t a t 
m e ! A fte r  a ll, th is  is m y house. (It is, 
isn ’t  i t  ? O f course it  is 1 T h ere ’s m y co p y  
of ‘ L a d y  C h a tte r le y ’s L o v e r .’ I told D oc. 
M urphy I ’d g e t hom e safe ly  ! ) B u t  I 
m ean : D o  you often  see spots, flecks or 
d azzlin g p artic les before the eyes ? ”

“  W ell, flecks, yes. B u t no spots or 
p a rtic le s .”

“  I see. D o you  hear strange noises ? 
D o y o u  h a ve  a  fee lin g  th a t  y o u  are being 
persecuted ? D o you  feel th a t a person, or 
persons, unknow n are p lo ttin g  again st you  ? 
D o  you som etim es fan cy  yo u rself as a person 
of v a s t pow er, as M ussolini, W ill H ays, or a 
golf pro ? ”

“  W h y------ ”
“  E x a c t l y ! D o  you  fear high places.

Lewis



2 92 Pyjamas
enclosed places, rapid tran sit, o r eatin g
o ysters ? ”

"  W h y, som etim es— — ”
“  I t ’s a  perfect case !— O fficer ! ”  H e 

w oke the resentful policem an. “  Ju st keep 
w atch a  m om ent, w ill you, w hile I find a 
tim e-ta b le .”

T h e doctor returned, sp righ tlier and more 
detestable  then ever.

"  I  find,”  he said, “  th a t  yo u r tra in  wi l l  
reach O m aha in tw e n ty  m inutes. I a lw ays 
l ike a  sporting chance . . . ! A nd  then 
you to  rebuke me abou t th e  w rist-w atch  ! 
Just to show  you, I ’ll phone to  O m ah a and 
get th e  conductor of your train, and see if 
yo u r pocket-book, tickets, pants, cop y of 
d etective  story, et cetera, are a c tu a lly  in 
L ow er 4 on the car ca lled — w h at did you say 
its nam e w as ? ”

“  Oh, heavens, how can I rem em ber------ ”
“  Loss of m em ory ! D o  you often  find 

yourself leavin g um brella, packages, w ife, 
et cetera, in strange places ? ”

“  I do not ! I w as sav in g  : T h a t Pullm an. 
Its nam e w as either ‘ P ic k e r e l’ or ‘ M arcel 
P rou st,’ or ' P iqu en aba ’ or —  you k n o w !  
H ave the conductor look in a ll L ow er 4 ’s .”

“  R ight, m y dear fellow  ! I f  y o u ’ll ju st 
w ait ! ”

T h e policem an spoke th e  first w ords of 
w hich he had been capable  :—

“  Say, D oc, I g o tta  ring in a t th e  s ta tio n .”  
” Splendid, Officer, splendid ! Com e w ith  

me ! ”
T he tw o of them  van ish ed— th a t  is, the 

liv e ly  lit t le  physician vanished, though the 
policem an trundled out more lik e  an  ice- 
wagon. I heard th e  door locked. I paid no 
attention. B y  th is tim e I w as hardened to 
crimes, and sneering q u ie tly  I got busy 
rifling the room.

I F O U N D  one m ore cigarette, perhaps a 
trifle flattened, w hich had been used as 
a  book-m ark in “  M inor D iseases of 

the D uoden um ,” and behind C ruden ’s Con
cordance I found a flask w ith  three hundred 
c.c. of gin, which helped grea tly . W hen 
the door w as opened again, I w as g ra v e ly  
reading an artic le  on “  O pisthorchis 
Felineus and Its R elation sh ip  to  H epatic 
D istom iasis,”  in the Journal of the American 
M edical Association. P erh aps I fla tter m y 
self, but it  seemed to m e th a t I looked as a 
m an w ith  a Sw iss ch alet in Pelham  should 
look.

Y e t  I w as disturbed.
F or D r. Locklan d returned, not w ith  

the elephantine cop, b u t w ith  three other 
officers, headed b y  a  police lieu ten an t.

“  A h, there yo u  are m y  lad ! A lw a y s  
reading, a in ’t  you ? ”  said the lieu ten an t.

I tried to  ignore him . I looked a t  the 
doctor.

“  D id yo u  ge t th e  con ductor ? ”
“ I d id .”
“  D id he h ave  m y  tick e t, m oney, identi

fication papers, et cetera, to  say  n oth ing of 
m y  trousers ? God, how  I w an t m y 
trousers.”

“  H e did not. H e looked a t  a ll th e  Low er 
4’s on the train, and th e y  were e ith er em p ty  
or filled w ith  people w ho w ere n o t y o u .”

“  N one of them  w ere n ot m e ? N o t one ? 
I m ean------ ”

T h e  lieu ten an t and his th ree  hirelings 
exchanged d irty  glances w ith  the doctor, 
and m oved nearer to  me, fingering their 
revo lvers in  a  suggestive  w ay.

L ater, checkin g up, I found th a t the 
doctor and the con ductor w ere right. Som e
one had stolen eve ry th in g  from  m y berth, 
though w hether it  w as a  passenger o r a 
station  lo afer is one of th e  m ysteries th at 
wi l l  go dow n un solved in h isto ry , along 
w ith  the M an in th e  Iron M ask, th e  D auphin, 
and the reason w h y  m an y q u ite  respectable  
persons regard O . Henry- as a  b e tte r w riter 
th an  P . G . W odehouse.

“ W ell, it  doesn ’t  m a tte r,”  I purred, 
try in g  to calm  th e ir savage breasts. “  I t  s 
abou t the righ t hour now , w ith  th e  difference 
in tim e, for som eone to  b e  a t  m y office in 
N ew  Y o r k  w ho’ll recognize m e.”

“  H uh ? In  those p yja m a s ? ”  crow ed the 
lieu ten an t.

“  B y  m y voice, id io t ! ”
“  D id  y o u  sa y  I  w as an  id io t ? ”
“  I did n o t ! ”
“  D id n ’t  he sa y  I w as an id io t ? ”  the 

lieu ten an t dem anded of his ga lla n t squad.
“  Sure he did, L ie u t ! Shall w e soak 

him ? ”
“  L e t ’s get him  to th e  police-station  first.”
“  B esides,”  groaned the doctor, “  who 

would p ay  for a  long-distance ca ll to  New 
Y o rk  ? Sp eakin g of th a t, brother— I d id n ’t 
q u ite  catch  th e  nam e— m y ca ll to  O m aha 
w ill cost you  ju st one do llar and th irty - 
eight cents. I f  i t  w ou ldn ’t  inconvenience 
you, m y dear fe llo w  ? ”

From  m y  p o ckets I bro u gh t o u t th e  d ir ty  
handkerchiefs, a  m atch-box w ith  seven 
m atches still le ft  in it, and m y nickel. 
“  T h a t ’s a ll I ’ve  got, though I th in k the 
strip  of B russels carp et is s till  in your 
area w a y .”

T h e doctor w as a  good sport. H e d id n 't 
tak e  the n ickel.

T h e lieu ten an t did, on th e  w a y  out.
“  W ell, w e ’ll ju s t  shoot him  a lon g to  the 

p o lice-statio n ,”  said th e  lieu ten an t, “  and 
w e ’ll h a ve  him  up before th e  in san ity  
com m ission to -d ay , and to-m orrow  he’ll  be 
in the pecan p en  p lay in g  m um ble-de-peg 
w ith  Ju liu s Caesar. Com e along, laddie, 
b u t say, D oc, sh all I p u t  th e  w ristlets  on 
him  ? Is he l ik e ly  to  g e t dangerous ? ”
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JCrom his pillow 
one of the most 

extraordinary men 
imaginable raised him
selfand glared at me.

“  N o ,”  said th e  doctor, and it  seemed to  me 
th a t his voice  w as a  lit t le  w eary, a  l it t le  sad. 
“ No, n o t dangerous. B u t  —  m y  w rist- 
w atch, and n ow  one dollar and th irty - 
eight cents ! T a k e  h im  alon g ! ”

A t  the telephone in th e  sh in y  oak  hallw ay, 
the lieutenant ran g up  the statio n  for th e  
police car, and from  th e  station  he app ar
ently’ received excitin g  inform ation.

H e leaped up from  th e  telephone, ordering 
his batta lion  : “  H old him tig h t ! ”  H e 
bellow ed a t th e  d o c to r : “  Y o u  g o t th e  
w rong idea abou t this b a b y  ! Say, h e ’s one 
of the m ost dangerous hom icidal m aniacs 
who ever landed in th is tow n  1 T h e  station  
has a  report abou t him — yu h , sam e guy, a ll 
right— tall, sk in ny fellow , w ashed-out brow n 
hair, dressed in foolish-looking p yja m a s and 
bathrobe, chased Mrs. C lairm on ten eaux 
O ’Kelly', n ight telephone supervisor, age 
th irty-seven , address com er L o v ers ’ L an e 
and K lo efk o m  Street, dow n L in dbergh  
A venu e, early  th is m orning, u tterin ’ h or
rib le shrieks, also p ro fan ity  and blasphem y. 
Sam e fello w  ! H old him , boys ! ”

T ill  then, th e  officers o f the la w  had 
regarded me, and m y  costum e, w ith  w h at 
m igh t a lm ost be called  con tem pt. N ow , as 
th e y  gripped m y  arm s, as one of them  h an d 
cuffed me, I fe lt  th a t  th e y  v iew ed m e w ith  
th e  respect o f terror.

I saw  i t  a ll. I had been to o  m eek !
I k icked  w ild ly . I shouted : "  W o e betide  

begone w hurrip  ! ”
A nd th e  lieu ten an t, w hose tones had been 

so cold, said a lm ost caressin gly  : “  Y e s, yrns, 
o le fellow , i t ’s all righ t. Com e ridey-ridey 
and see n ice m ovies ? ”

T h e y  dragged m e o u t, fo n d ly  prom ising to 
ta k e  m e to  th e  zoo, to  a sp eakeasy, to  the 
M useum  of A ssyrio lo g ical A n tiq u ities, to  
the co u n ty  w aterw orks, and every’ other
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historical s igh t in B lan k, w hile I k ep t on 
kicking as m uch as an enfeebled con stitution  
and a worn p air o f slippers perm itted, and 
shrieking in w h at I flatter m yself m ust have 
been an adm irable im itation  o f a  m aniac : 
“  Y a le  beat H arvard  ! T w o-an d-six  down 
on the incom e t a x ! L e t ’s keep th e  red 
flag flying ! I t ’s m inion, I te ll you, m inion, 
not n o n p a re il! R each fo r a s w e e t ! Y es, 
lettum  look for the body under m y garage ! ”

It was curious w ith  w h at a  sweet, quaint, 
idyllic; rpspect th e y  treated  me as th e y  sat 
about me in the patrol w agon.

“ C igarettes ! ”  I shouted.
“  I th in k  he w ants a  sm oke ! ”  sighed one 

policem an.
“ B y  thunder, M ontm orency, I believe 

you are right ! I ’ll see you get your 
sergeant’s stripes for t h is ! ’ ’ said the lieu
tenant nervously. H e h a stily  ligh ted  a 
cigarette and handed it  to  me.

Did you ever try  sm oking a  cigarette, a t 
seven of a  cold w inter m orning, in a  police 
car, cla d — I m ean I w as clad, not the car— in 
dressing-gown and pyjam as, w ith  handcuffs 
on your w'rists ? Y o u  h a ven ’t  m issed m uch.

And in th e  m eantim e to  have to  keep  up 
the m aniac talk , m u tte r in g : “  T w e lve
cents per k ilo w a tt hour ! Snoutrage ! And 
y et— H ey, you  demons, listen  or I ’ll  treat 
you the sam e w ay  ! Y u rru p  ! G loo ! 
Steel handcuffs— non-rustable handcuffs—  
down on heads of cops and killum . A nd 
y e t  I ’m sorry I killed th a t reater— m eter—  
th at teeter-fleeter— I m ean th a t m eter 
reader. K illed u m  ! W ith  can-opener ! 
B lap  ! U nder garage floor ! Cem ent, see ? ”

AT  the police-station I w as escorted in 
L as d elicate ly  as if I were A im ee 

M cPherson or K in g  Carol.
“ Morning, L ie u t.,”  m urm ured the desk 

sergeant.
T he lieu ten an t panted : “  I ’ve  got the 

Lindbergh A venue m u rd e rer! A nd I ’ve 
found th a t h e ’s com m itted  tw o as y et, or 
so, from  m y know ledge o f crim inal annals, I 
should im agine, undiscovered m urders. The 
corpses will  be discovered buried in cem ent 
under his garage, in Pelham , N ew  Jersey 1 ”  

“  Is th a t a  fact ? ”
"  Surest th in g you kn ow  ! ”
“  This m eans prom otion for you, L ie u t.!  ”  
“  I t  o ugh ta  ! I took him  single-handed. 

W here are the reporters ? W ell, ca ll ’em 
up, and when th e y  com e, tell 'em I have 
nothing to say, and then see I see ’em. Now 
where shall we p u t th is poor g u y  ? Nice 
fellow , but a  chronic m urderer.”

"  W ell, we ought to p u t him  in a  superior 
cell, then, don ’t  you th in k  ? ”  said the 
sergeant. “ Y o u  know  w e ’ve  had to  haul 
in Zoppo Innocente. and he’s in Cell de 
L u x e  A .”

“ Y o u  m ean— ”  I h a ve  n ever seen a  m an 
more an grily  shocked then th e  lieutenant. 
“  Y o u  m ean y o u ’v e  pinched Zoppo ? W h at 
a  sw ell-elegant bunch y o u ’ve  turned out to 
b e ! I suppose you  know  th a t  Zoppo is 
m erely  the m ost disingenuous gunm an w est 
of Chicago ? I suppose you know  th a t 
th is w ill m ean th e  deduction, or shall I 
say  subtraction, from  th e  forces o f civ ic 
righteousness of yo u  and me, and a lo tta  
gu ys I w on ’t  m ention, b u t G od help the 
m ayor and the ch ief ! ”

“  Sure, L ieu t., I kn ow ! I know  ! B y  the 
w ay, if I m a y -b e  perm itted  an  ap p aren tly  
tan gen tia l rem ark, I should h igh ly  appreciate 
it  if you  w ould p ay  m e the tw en ty-five  
hundred bucks you  owe me. I w ould like 
a  nice funeral. B u t  here’s w h at happened. 
T h e fly in g  squadron caugh t Zoppo ju st as 
he w as bum ping off M aggiociondolo G rat- 
taculo, though old Zop w as as careful as 
ever. H e ’d to o k  M aggi for a  ride out to 
Sycam ore P laza. B u t  ju st  as he was 
shooting, along com es an inspection p arty  
o f th e  A nti-Saloon  L eague, w ith  Bishop 
Skaggs and E rm en Plush in i t .”

“  N o t Plu sh  ? ”
“  T h e  sam e.’
“  N o t the gu y  th a t devotes a ll he m akes 

from  the sale of cocktail-glasses, shakers, 
and jun iper flavour to  th e  Prohibition 
cause ? ”

“  Y e s. H im . T h e y ’d been o u t on a  big 
crusade. T h e y ’d found a  coloured gal th a t 
was selling beer. She’ll ge t six  years. 
T h e y ’d found a G .A .R . veteran  w ith a 
h a lf p int of gin. H e ’ll ge t life  ! So they 
was going along, all cosy abou t five this 
m orning, when th e y  see Zoppo bum ping 
off M aggi. A nd ju s t  then the fly in g  squadron 
com es along, and the Bish and Plush com 
plains and so In spector P jy s k y  had to 
pinch Zop and bring him  in. A nd believe 
me, L ie u t., Zop is p len ty  sore. O f course h e’ll 
get off in the m agistrate ’s court, this morning, 
but he says h e ’s lo st ten cargoes o f beer, and 
he’ll h ave  all our badges. N ow  listen, 
L ieu t. Y o u  say  this poor m u tt you ju st 
brou ght in is a  regular k iller ? ”

"  W o rst I ever saw  1 M urdered a  train- 
conductor, a  reater-m eader— I m ean a m eter 
deeder— and six  cops and a  P u llm an  porter 
— oh, yes, and a  dealer in Brussels carpets, 
and has ’em a ll buried under his garage.”

“  N e a t place fo r it, too 1 N ow  listen, 
L ie u t .! W h at a b ou t p uttin g him  in the 
sam e cell w ith  good old Zoppo ? M aybe 
he’ll bum p him  off for u s."

“  Serg., you said i t ! ”  th e  lieutenant 
chanted ; and to  m e : “  L o o k it, bab y  !
W e ’re going to  p u t y o u  in w ith  a bad guy. 
G et m e ? B a d d y , bad d y m ans 1 H ere ’s 
m y p ocket-knife. I f  th a t gu y  insults you, 
just ’tend to  him , like  a good fellow . H e
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hates Brussels carpet, th a t  fellow  —  g et
me ? ”

The handcuffs w ere snapped off m y w rists. 
I w as th ru st into  a  large cell, sim p ly  furnished 
w ith  tw o  beds, a  p o rtra it of H oover, and 
an exp andin g bookcase. From  his pillow , 
one of th e  m ost extra o rd in a ry  m en im agin 
able  raised his head— a sm all, square man, 
v e ry  sw arth y. B la c k  cu rly  h air alm ost 
m et his eyebrow s, and those eyebrow s were 
a  straigh t m enacing line. H e glared a t  me, 
and slapped his hand again st his trousers 
pocket, m utterin g som ethin g lik e  : “  W ell, 
b ab y, M aggi ? ”

“  C erta in ly  n o t ! 1 am no M aggi ! ”  1
sa t dow n a lo o fly  on th e  other bed.

“  W ell, hootah ell are  y o u  ? ”
“  M y nam e is H a rry  S. Sm ouse, I  am a  

literary  gen tlem an .”
“  O h ! D ru n k ? ”
“  C erta in ly  n o t.”
“  B o o tlegg in g ? ”
“  C erta in ly  not. H a v e  yo u  a  c iga rette  ? ”  
"  No, dear h e a r t ! W h a t do you th in k 

o f bootleggers ? ”
“ T h e y  are, 1 suppose, a low  and  perhaps 

even d a sta rd ly  race.”
"  D id  vou say  d a sta rd ly  ? ”
“  I d id .”
“  Oh. M y m ista k e .”
A nd the extrao rd in ary  man flopped over 

and w en t to  sleep.
I tried to, b u t so d istra u gh t w as I th a t 1 

w as still w ide aw ake  when a  d ep u tatio n  of 
three gentlem en peered in to  our cell.

“  Good m orning. I  am  th e  m a yo r o f th e  
c ity . Is Mr. Zoppo Innocente a w a k e  ? No, 
he seem s a sleep ,”  said the roundest o f th e  
three.

“  A re  yo u  a  friend o f his ? M a y I ven tu re 
to  in troduce m yself ? T h e sheriff,”  the 
second observed to  me.

“  A n d  I ,”  said th e  th ird  w ith  a  frien d ly  
sm ile, “ am  secretary  to  the F ly -s c re e n  
A d ju sters  and Porch-painters In ternational 
B rotherhood, L ocal seventeen, and I w ish 
to  be th e  first to  s a y  the Zoppo has been 
v e ry  m uch m isunderstood indeed. I have 
ven tu red  to  brin g him — you  both, rath er—  
som e cigars, som e scarce ly  w orn copies 
o f the A tlantic M onthly, and som e nice 
oran ges.”

Mr. Innocente snorted aw ake, looked a t 
them  sharply, groaned d isgu sted ly , and 
slam m ed his p illo w  o ve r his head.

“ G ood m orning, Mr. In n o c e n te !”  th e y  
chorused.

“  W o n ’t  you h a ve  an oran ge ? ”  begged 
th e  labou r organizer.

Mr. Innocente sa t up  and th rew  his legs 
o ve r th e  side o f h is  bed in o n e ‘ quick,  
a larm ing m otion. “  G e t o u t of here ! ”

“  A  nice orange. Fresh ! ”
“  B e a t  i t ! ”
“  L o o k  here, Z o p p o ,”  begged th e  m ayor. 

“  Y o u  kn o w  it  w as a ll a  m istake. Y o u ’ll 
be le t  o u t th is  m orning. H on est, old
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fellow , we had to  do som ething to  p a c ify  
Erm en P lu sh .”

“  D id yo u  h ave  run me in lik e  I w’as some 
vagran t ? G et o u t ! ”

Mr. Tnnocente sank his face so b b in gly  in 
his pillow . T h e  s ta te ly  delegation  departed, 
and three youn g m en in sw eaters and plus- 
fours appeared before our bars.

“  Zoppo ! H ey, kid ! Zop ! "  crooned 
one o f them , in a  ten der voice.

Mr. Tnnocente looked up. H e seemed 
displeased. “  H ow  you  bozos get here ? ”  
he sighed.

“  Just sw eetened the serg., b a b y ,”  
m urm ured the centre one. “  G ive  our 
regards to  M aggiociondolo, w ill you  ? ”  
And draw ing an au to m atic  re vo lv er from  
a pocket m ost in geniously concealed in th e  
slack of his plus-fours, he sh ot Mr. 
Innocente three tim es, and th e y  a ll w en t 
aw ay.

Mr. Innocente fe ll over on  th e  bed. There 
w as a  lot of scurryin g abou t of doctors and 
police officers and reporters for a w hile.

T h e doctors said th a t it  w ould n o t ‘ be 
safe to  m ove Mr. Innocente. A n d  a lieu 
ten ant thanked me— I never did qu ite  kn ow  
w h y— and ga ve  m e a w hole new  p ack et of 
cigarettes.

Mr. Innocente and I were alone in the 
cell, w ith th e  door open, w hen tw o  unpleasant 
new visitan ts w alked in, also yo u n g and sleek 
and sw arth y. Zoppo grinned a t them .

“  W ho done it, boss ? ”  said one of them . 
“  T h is gu y here ? ”

I really  did feel uncom fortable as the 
man jerked his th u m b in m y direction, but 
grinned again. H e spoke, w ith d ifficu lty  ; 
“  No. H e ’s me new bodygu ard . N ew 
leader of th e  gang— get m e ? S tick  right 
to him  ! ”  A  sinister m irth  seem ed to  
m ingle w ith  his agonized expression.

“ H ardest-boiled egg in New’ Y o r k ,”  he 
wheezed. T alk s like  a  gent, b u t h e ’s a ll 
right. H e ’ll get th e  M aggi gang. N am e 
H einie H ippie. G e t him  o u t o f here, and 
do w hat he tells you to .”

A nd I sw ear Mr. Innocente w’inked at me.
T h e other gan gster said : “  L ook, Heinie, 

m y nam e is P ete  Costola. I ’ll fix  i t  up 
to  get you out righ t aw ay. W Tiat’s th e  
charge ? ”

“  In volu n tary  dementia preecox."
“  Gee, th a t sounds serious. I ’d b e tte r 

see the m outhpiece.”
T h ey w ent. I slept. I was aw akened 

b y  P ete  Costola, Dr. F . Sm ilie L ocklan d, 
the lieu ten an t of police, th e  sergeant w ho 
had booked me, and a new  m an— a law yer, 
it appeared— entering our cell.

T h e la w yer dem anded o f D r. Lockland: 
“ Y o u  say th is gentlem an acted  in  a  m ad, 
irrational, m aniacal m anner to  yo u  ? D o 
you w ant to  go into  the w itn ess-box

and m ake a  p o sitive  statem en t to  this
effect ? ”

“  W ell, no,”  fretted  D r. L ocklan d.
“  D o you  w’ish to  chan ge th e  charge, 

then ? ”
“  W ell, I guess I better, I guess I was 

tired, ju st  a wee b it tired, and m isunder
stood our friend here. M y f a u l t ! G lad 
to  w ith draw  th e  charge ! ”

ST I L L  in dressing-gow n and p yjam as, I 
w as released from  th e  police cell, and 
a t nine in th e  m orning w as riding in a 

ta x ica b  with P e te  Costola. P ete, w ho wore 
an au to m atic  in his coat-sleeve, a  pineapple 
bom b a ttach ed  to  his w atch-chain , and 
carried a  saw ed-off shotgun in his polished- 
seal brief-case, looked a t  me adm irin gly. 
W’h y  shouldn ’t  he, I decided— I had been a 
hom icidal m aniac. I had worn th e  Brussels 
carpet. I w as Z o p ’s successor !
‘ 4 Look, ch ief,”  asked P ete. “  W here did 

you  lose th e  clothes ? ”
I p u t m y  arm s akim bo. I h o n estly  did ! 

I glared a t him  lik e  R ich ard  Coeur de Lion.
“  A n y  of your business, P e te  ? A re you 
asking me a n y th in g  ? ”

“  No ! G ee ! E xcu se  me, ch ief ! ”
“ Then listen ! I got me reasons, see ? ” 
“  Sure ! ”  he breathed.
“  T hen listen ! W 'hatsa program m e 

to -d ay  ? ”
“  W ell, I guess first bum p off M aggi’s 

successor, B a ta ta  M uffioni. W e m eet the 
council of the gan g a t th e  H o tel M agnifico.”  

“  Fine, P ete. B u t first you  get me som e 
thin gs to  m ake u p  for w h a t I lost in the 
k illin g  la st n ig h t.”

“  K illin g  ? O h, excuse me, ch ief ! ”
“  W ell, as I w as saying, get m e a  p riv a te  

suite, and bring me som e clothes, tw o 
hundred and fifty  bucks, a  tooth brush, and 
a d e te ctive  s to ry — a new  one, m ind y o u —  
and d o n ’t  go bringing m e th e  la test S. S. 
V an  Loon, because I ’ve  read it, see ! ”

F o r a  second I fancied he doubted m e as 
a  chief o f gangsters. So I rose, dangerously 
— as m uch as y o u  can  rise in a  tax ica b . 
T h e  look o f d o u b t vanished.

“  Y u h , sure, how  a b ou t one b y  E d g ar 
W allace  ? O r do you  th in k  there is more 
im agin ation  in th e  tales o f A ga th a  
C h ristie  ? ”  said P ete, h a stily  and m eekly.

“  Fine. N ow  gim m e a  gun ! ”
H e handed o ver a  large dangerous looking 

object. “  Say, ch ie f,”  he begged, “  you  a in ’t  
going to  bum p off n obody till we m eet the 
council ? ”

“  Y o u  keep  3’our m outh s h u t ! ”
“  Sure, boss ! Please to  excuse i t ! ”
W e rode in silence to  th e  H otel M agnifico. 
P ete  g o t m e up  ta c tfu lly  in the freight 

e levato r. W e go t o u t on the th irty-seven th  
floor, and P e te  telephoned for th e  assistan t
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m anager— an elegan t person in  m orning 
clothes, w ho purred a t  m e : “  G ood-m orning, 
Mr. H ippie, so sorry to  hear of th e  loss of 
Mr. Innocente. W o uld  yoti care to  tr y  
Suite  B  7 in w hich to  chan ge yo u r clothes, 
sir ? ”

I tw isted  n iv  ja w  round to  the righ t, and 
hoped I m ade m y “  A w righ t, shoot ! ”  
adequately  tough.

IT  w as a  nice suite  w ith  a  servin g-h atch , 
a  radio, an electric refrigerator, a  
bath-room  in purple and lem on tiles, 

an electrical co cktail-shaker, and an elec
trical orange-squeezer, a  h yd rau lic  cork
screw', an original M atisse, a  m ap o f S cy th ia  
in a . d . 1267, a  qu ite  sm all and a w fu lly  nice 
p rivate  vacu u m  clean er for coat-collars, a  
Gideon B ib le  bound in crushed m orocco, 
and some beds.

N ot more than  h a lf an hour la ter P e te  
Costola dashed into  m y suite  w ith  th e  m oney, 
a su it th a t fitted m e reason ably w ell, 
haberdashery, shoes, a cu p  o f coffee, and a  
copy of Mrs. B elloc L ow n des’ “  T h e 
L odger.”

” Fine, P e te ,”  I said, as I h a s tily  drew  on 
the new  garm ents. “  Y o u ’re a  good kid, 
and I hope to  be able  to  g iv e  yo u  a  little  
surprise.”

“ W ell, say, th a t ’s fine o f you, boss. 
Now com e m eet P asquale, y o u r new  
lieu ten an t.”

Slipping P e te ’s au to m atic  in to  m y side 
pocket, I follow ed him one flight upstairs. 
W ith  some notion of escaping dow n the stairs 
I stopped a t  a  w indow  and m urm ured : 
“  H ow  lo v e ly  is th e  prospect of insurance 
buildings, chain  groceries, and Y .M .C .A .’s, 
P e te  ! ”

I had th o u g h t he w ould be bored. B u t 
in P ete  Costola  there w as som ething o f the 
poetic soul of his countrym en, D a n te  and 
G oethe and V irgil.

” Y e a h ,”  he breathed, ” ’s a  fact. T o 
say  nothing o f the beautifu l m arble m orgue 
where B a ta ta  w ill lie  in ab ou t one hour and 
a  h a lf from now, if to  our sa lt  and steel w e 
shall be tru e  ! L e t ’s go ! ”

W e entered the suite in w hich sa t the 
F .xecutive Council o f the Zoppo Innocente 
L iterary  and D istrib u tin g  A ssociation, Inc.

Around a  large m ahogany ta b le  sa t six 
young gentlem en w ith sixty-can dle-p ow er 
eyes. O ne w ho looked like  P e te  Costola, 
but m uch m ore so, arose. “  H ey, w h atsa  
gam e ? ”  he said to P ete. "  W h erju h  ge tta  
idea th is gu y  is Z op ’s successor ? W hoozee? ”  

I rea lly  fe lt  uncom fortable.
P ete  faltered : “  H e ’s H einie H ippie.

H e ’s a  hom icidal m aniac— s’w h at Lieu
ten an t Q ’K illa la y  a t  S tatio n  T h ree  said .”

”  H m  ! W e ’ll see a b o u t t h a t ! ”  m ur
m ured th e  un p leasan t yo u n g  m an. H e 
telephoned, he go t m y  lieu ten an t frien d  and 
he spake :—

“ H ’lo. L ieu t. ! P a sq u a le  R in gabbiare. 
H o w ’s a  b o y  ? I hear yo u r e ld est son 
C laude is doin g fine on the radio, broad
castin g  th e  beef a rriva ls  a t  th e  sto ck  yards. 
I bet he wins th e  A ca d e m y  o f A rts  and 
L e tte rs  m edal . . . H uh ? N o, no, 
n oth in g m uch ; th e y  ju s t  kn ocked  off tw o  
tru cklo ad s of beer . . . No, the w ife  and I 
h a ve  tak en  up backgam m on . D rop around 
som e evenin g . . . N o, th e  b u lle t ju st  
nipped m y  ear. N o th in g m uch . . . No, 
I h a v e n ’t  read m uch o f his stuff. W e like 
T horn ton  W ild er b e tte r . . . S av, listen, 
L ie u t., w h a t dope you  go t on a  gu y  called 
H einie  H ippie ? . . . H e did ? K illed  a  
con ductor and a d o cto r ’s w ife  and the 
president o f th e  telephone com p an y ? And 
a? m an nam ed R u ssell S carp et ? T hanks, 
L ie u t. ! ”

P asq u ale  beam ed a t  me. “  H on estly , I 
apologize, old fellow  ! Y o u r  dem eanour 
w as so gen tle  th a t I go t y o u  w rong ! 
M orituri, in a ll p ro b a b ility , te salutamus / 
N o w  w h at are yo u r orders a b o u t bum ping 
off B a ta ta  ? ”

“  I ’m doing th is jo b  a lo n e,”  I said,
"  B u t  m y dear com m ander, B a ta ta  w ill 

be surrounded b y  redoubtable  b o d ygu ard s ! ”
“  H ear w h at I said ? ”  I snarled. P asquale  

quailed  before me. A fte r  T enjoyed  his 
quailing, I  said, fo rg iv in g ly  : “  I t ’s a ll right, 
Pasq, m y boy. N ow  you  laddies a ll w ait 
for m e here, understand ? D o n ’t  s tir  till 
I p h o n e.”

“  G ood lu ck  to  you, mon colonel !  ”  th e y  
chorused, and a ll shook hands w ith  me as if 
th e y  d id n ’t  e xp ect to  see m e again.

T h e y  d id n ’t.
A t  e leven  th a t  m orning I w as on th e  Del 

M onte Special, bound fo r San’ Francisco, 
s ittin g  in th e  saloon car ch a ttin g  to a  v e ry  
p leasan t stranger— superintendent o f schools 
in  A lth eim er, A rkan sas, he to ld  me.

“  F ine to w n ,”  he said. “  F in e  education al 
o p p o rtu n ities.”

“  Y e s, you  ce rta in ly  g e t a  lo t  o f education  
in th a t to w n ,”  I said.

“  Slendid w ater-su p p ly  sy ste m .”
“  Is th a t  a  fa c t  ? ”  I  said, h a p p y  h avin g 

returned to  an in te llectu al m ilieu.
I ga ve  a  glance a t th e  co p y  o f th e  

M orning S u n  on m y lap, noted variou s 
headlines, “  T elephone G irl Chased b y  
M an iac,”  “  Zoppo In n ocen te D ies of H eart 
F a ilu re ,”  and w en t back to  w atch in g the 
peaceful landscape slide b y .

I w ondered i f  P asq u ale  and the boys were 
still w aitin g  for me.
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T illah McCarthy as “ Judith ” 
^  in Arnold Bennett’s play based 
on the story of Judith and Holo- 

fernes, in the Apocrypha.
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ON THE STAGE

lillah  McCarthy

I I I .— Millionaire Title-Hunters—  

The Theatre and the War— G .B .S . 
goes Russian— Air-Raid Terrors—  

Arnold Bennett and “ Judith  ”

T H E  years from  19 11 to  A ugu st, 1914, 
when the W ar broke out, were 
years of great p rosp erity  in the 
theatre. S till, in sp ite  of this, it 

w as im possible to  g et a n y  substan tial sup
p ort to run rep ertory in L ondon. I had to 
be con ten t w ith  long runs like  “  F a n n y ’s 
F irst P la y  ”  and “  T h e G reat A d v e n tu re .” 
H ow ever, R ep erto ry  T heatres were in the 
air. B a rry  Jackson  had begun his rep ertory  
theatre  in B irm ingham , and Miss H o m im an  
had m ade a  great success w ith  her M an
chester th eatre . T h e A b b ey  T h eatre  
in D u blin  had shown w ha t  the Irish 
p layers could do. R ep erto ry  th eatres had 
also been started  a t  L iverp oo l, Leeds, 
P lym outh , ' and various other centres 
throughout England.

The season ended a t the S t. J a m e s’s 
on Satu rd ay, the 27th D ecem ber, and the
n ex t day, Sun day, L a d y ------  and a friend
arrived w ith ou t a n y  w arning a t m y co u n try
house in K e n t. L a d y ------  asked me to  go
w ith  her to  a  house a t  the other end o f the 
coun ty, where the Prim e M inister was 
staying. She believed th a t I m igh t be able 
to persuade the Prim e M inister to gran t a 
baron etcy to  her friend, w ho had rendered 
notable public, services. If I could do this 
she prom ised th a t her friend w ould endow  a 
repertory th eatre  in London. I did not w ant 
to go. I had been let dow n before on this

“ honours lis t ”  business, and I fe lt  it  would 
com e to  nothing. I hated  the idea o f going, 
p articu larly  as there w as no tim e to  let 
th e  Prim e M inister know  of our intended 
visit. H ow ever, I was persuaded, m uch 
against m y inclination, to  ven tu re  the 
jo urn ey. I t  w as a cold, dark night, and 
a long w ay  to  drive.

L a d y ------ and I arrived a t 7.30 to find
the Prim e M inister in his room resting, the 
other m em bers of th e  house p a rty  dressing
for dinner. L a d y  ------  w ould not send her
nam e up to  the P rim e M inister, so m y nam e 
w ent up alone. W ith  his usual courtesy, 
he saw  m e a t once ; I told  him  e x a ctly  w h y 
I w as there and w h o  had brou ght me. H e 
w as n ot d iscouraging —in fact, he said he 
w ould ta lk  to  m y fellow -visitor abou t the 
m atter. T here w as a  large fam ily  p a rty  
in th e  house for Christm as and the N ew  
Y e a r. T he dinner gong sounded ; the 
P rim e M inister sen t a  m essage to his hos
tess, and we were in vited  to  s ta y  and dine 
w ith th e  fam ily . T h e Prim e M inister 
prom ised to  recom m end the b aro n etcy  for
L a d y  ------ ’s deserving friend, recognizing
the public-spiritedness o f the offer which I 
described to  him . So havin g gained our 
point, we started  back to m y  co ttage  in 
K e n t, arriving som e tim e a fte r m idnight.
I m ay  say  here th a t L a d y  ------ ’s friend
received his baron etcy, but there m ust

All rights reserved by Christy & Moore, Ltd.
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surely h ave  been a  m isunderstanding, for 
not a  p en ny did w e get o f th e  prom ised 
m oney for a  rep ertory  theatre.

I t  w as abou t th is  tim e th a t  another m il
lionaire cam e into  m y  life . H e professed 
great in terest in th e  id e a  o f a  rep ertory  
theatre  in London, and w as q u ite  w illin g  to 
subscribe th e  n ecessary endow m ent.

M argot m ost k in d ly  in v ited  m e to  T he 
W h arf for th e  w eek-end of th e  i s t  M arch 
to  ge t some definite ideas on the m a tte r and 
ta lk  it  over w ith  th e  Prim e M inister. There 
w as a  large p a rty , in cluding L a d y  Syb il 
G rant, L a d y  V en etia  S tan ley, and A rth u r 
A squ ith , b u t I m anaged to  get ten  m in u tes’ 
ta lk  w ith  the Prim e M inister alone abou t 
m y  m illionaire, and I gave  fu ll details of his 
life  and w ork. O n th e  3rd M arch, 1914, 
arrangem ents were d efin itely  m ade th a t  he 
w as to  endow  a perm anent rep ertory  th eatre  
in London w ith  Gjo.ooo.

So a t  la st it  looked as though an endow 
m ent w as assured, and th a t  a  perm anent 
repertory th eatre  w ould be established in 
London.

On th e  28th June, T914, the A rch d u ke

F ran z Ferdinand arid his w ife  were 
assassin ated  a t Sara jevo. T o  us in E n glan d  
th is d id  not seem  to  h a v e  a n y  special sig
nificance. W e  w ere n ot accustom ed to  
concern ourselves in th e  affairs o f other 
nations. E v e ry th in g  w en t on as g a ily  as 
ever. O f course, those in th e  know ,
soldiers and sailors, and other far-seeing 
people, w atched  th e  storm  clouds gatherin g 
o ver E urope, b u t o rd in ary  fo lk  w en t on w ith 
their d a ily  round, th e ir com m on task . I t  
w as n o t un til tow ards th e  end of J u ly  th a t 
fear and apprehension began  to  ta k e  pos
session of everyone. W a r w as in th e  air, 
y e t  s till  w e did not th in k  E n gland  w ould be 
dragged in ; w e hoped again st hope th a t a 
m iracle m igh t happen.

I spen t m uch of th a t J u ly  in th e  co u n try. 
Professor G ilb ert M urray w as spending 
th e  la st w eek o f J u ly  w ith  us a t  Stan- 
stead w hen th e  news cam e th a t F ran ce and 
G erm an y w ere a t  w ar. H e said : “  I t  is 

‘ im possible for us to  rem ain unconditionally  
n eu tra l.”  T hen  cam e S ir E dw ard  G re y ’s 
s ta te m e n t: “  W e m ust be, and are, prepared 
for th e  consequences o f havin g to  use all 

the strength  we h ave  a t  a n y  
m om ent, w e know  n ot how  
soon, to  defend ourselves and 
tak e  our p art. W e h ave  
reached th e  p artin g of the 
w a y s.”

G ilb ert M urray h u r r i e d  
b a ck  to  L on don , and I w en t 
to spend a  few  d ays w ith  Mr. 
and M rs. H . G. W ells a t  D un- 
m ow, E ssex . W h en  I arrived 
I found H . G . in  a  te rrib ly  
gloom y m ood— quite o u t o f 
keeping w ith  his usual jo lly  
and h a p p y  tem peram ent. I 
tried  to  cheer him  up  and 
asked h im  to  com e and p la y  
a t  a  sort o f ra ck ets  he had 
invented in  his barn, b u t he 
said, “  I  ju st can ’t  p lay, 
L illah . W e  are a t  w ar : don ’t 
you  grasp th a t ? I 'ca n ’t  get 
a w ay  from  it. T he w o rld ’s 
fallen  asunder.”

S lo w ly  w e a ll began to 
grasp th a t  f a c t ; th a t E n g 
land w as a t  w ar. E v e ry th in g  
w as changed. T hough the 
slogan “ business as u s u a l”  
w as heard on e ve ry  side, how  
could business be as usual 
w hen our best friends were 
going o u t to  F ran ce eve ry  
d a y , and d a y  a fter d a y  w e 
read the long ca su a lty  lists 
con tain in g t h e  n a m e s  o f  
m any w e had know n w ell 
and loved ? I  know  I h a ve

T illah McCarthy (left) with her husband 
^  Sir Frederick W. Keeble, and Arnold 
Bennett — a photograph taken on board 
Arnold Bennett’s yacht, the “  Marie-Mar

gueriteat Cowes in 1924.
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n interesting photograph of H. G. Wells 
in 1906, taken from Lillah McCarthy's 

album.

never been so grate fu l for m y 
a rt as I w as a t  th a t  tim e. W e 
members of the th eatre  w ere a t  
a ll events ab le  to  raise fun ds 
w hich w ere m uch needed.

I began rehearsing fo r “  T h e  
Im possible W o m an .”  I t .  w as 
produced a t th e  H a y m a rk e t 
T heatre  on th e  8th Septem ber.
M y p a rt w as th a t  o f a  w orld- 
famous p ian ist, M adam e M ercedes 
O kraska, a  w om an cursed w ith  
the ty p ica l artistic  tem p eram en t, 
entirely  cosm opolitan. She w as 
a great genius in her w a y , did 
absolutely  w h at she liked , n ever 
stopping to  c o n s i d e r  o t h e r  
people’s w ishes o r f e e l i n g s .
Em otions and scenes, w hether 
theatrical or dom estic, w ere the 
breath  of life  to  her. A d d ed  to  
this she w a s  c o n s u m e d  b y  
jealousy— jealous even of her 
own adopted d au gh ter K aren .
W hen M adam e catches her p o et 
friend kissing K a ren  th ere  is 
the d evil to  p a y — such torren ts 
of v u lga r abuse th a t  p oor lit t le  
K aren  flies, M adam e is le ft  alone, 
deserted b y  everyone, to find 
solace in  her p ian o : a fte r  a ll, th e  
only th in g she cares for— th e 
only  th in g she tak es seriously is 
her art.

A fte r th e  great scene in  the 
last a ct w hen T a n te  is le ft  
deserted, I had to p la y  th e  piano.
N ow , I am  n o t a  p ian ist, so I w as 
given  a  d u m m y piano w h ile  a  com position 
o f R achm an inoff’s w as p layed  off-stage b y  
a  really  fine artist. T p ractised  for hours w ith  
the p ian ist on th e  d u m m y piano, and p layed  
the notes e x a c t ly  as he did. I  also 
played th e  piece o ver and over again  on 
a pianola so th a t  I  kn ew  e v e ry  n ote and 
phrase o f it  b y  heart. T h e  illusion  w as 
com plete, and hence i t  w as am using to  
receive m any letters from  th e  audience 
con gratu latin g me on bein g such a  m agn ifi
cent pianist.

O n ly  a  m onth ago I m et a  m an a t dinner 
w ho said to  me, “  I  shall n ever fo rg e t y o u r 
perform ance o f T an te, and the exq u isite  
w a y  in w hich you  p layed R achm aninoff. 
M y w ife, w ho w as w ith  m e a t  the tim e,, said, 
‘ N ow  w e kn ow  how  it  is she is such a  sp len 
did a rtist, com bining th e  a r t  o f m usic w ith  
all her other g ifts  ! ’ ”  I  fe lt  g re a tly  em 
barrassed, b u t had n ot th e  h eart to  te ll him  
o f m y  dum m y piano. I f  he reads th is  con
fession I hope he w ill n o t be a n g ry  or th in k  
the less o f m e for n ot ad m ittin g  th e  tru th  
a t  th e  tim e.

I w en t to  A m erica  in D ecem ber, 1914,

and n o t kn ow in g how  long I should be 
a w a y  or how  lon g the W a r  w ou ld  last, I 
le t  m y fla t to  M illicent, D uchess o f Su th er
land.

H ow ever, in  J u ly , 19 17, I  w as b a ck  a t  
5, A d elp hi T errace  again . M y  ten an ts had 
l e f t ; i t  w as n ice to  be am ongst m v own 
things. I had been offered th e  principal p art 
in  “ O n e  H o u r o f L ife ,”  b y  D esm ond Coke, 
w hich w as to  be produced a t th e  K in g sw a y  
T h e atre  in O ctober. I w as alone in m y flat 
on th e  4 th  Septem ber, a fte r  th e  first re
hearsal, w hen I  heard a  curious noise o u t
side. L o o k in g  o u t o f th e  w indow  o v e r  th e  
river, I  saw  ligh ts  flash from  a ircraft in the 
sk y , and th e  n e x t  m in ute cam e a terrific 
crash. I had rushed o u t of bed to  look, n ot 
even  w aitin g  to  p u t on a  dressing-gow n. 
B om bs h ad  fallen on th e  L itt le  T h e atre  and 
b y  C leo p a tra ’s N eedle sim ultan eou sly—  
A d elp h i T errace  lies on th e  line betw een 
these tw o  spots.

I fe lt  th e  house rock , and I d id n ’t  kn ow  
w h eth er I w ould be fly in g  in to  the E m b a n k 
m en t G ardens th e  n ex t second ; then  th e  
house sw ayed  b a ck  to  its  original position.



302 My Life on the Stage

As Annajanska in Bernard Shaw’s 
play— Lillah McCarthy wear

ing the “ gorgeous white Russian 
costume ”  designed for her by 

Charles Ricketts.

A ll th e  w indow s in  the terrace w ere sm ashed, 
and th e  w hole p avem en t w as covered w ith  
m inute particles of glass. H o race  A n n esley  
V ach ell told me th a t he w as rehearsing a  
p lay  a t  the S a v o y  the sam e evening. W h ile  
bom bs were fallin g and glass crashing, one 
o f th e  dressers turned to  him  and said, 
“  This w ar seems to  be g e ttin g  serious, sir. 
D o n ’t  you th in k  w e o u gh t to do som ething 
to  these here G erm ans ? ”  T his, w hen w ar 
had been going on for o ver three years !

In  N ovem ber, 1917, G. B . S. had w ritten  
to  me th a t he had finished a  “  B o lsh ev ist ”

sketch, esp ecially  fo r m e, and th a t  he was 
sending m e th e  script. H e said : “  E n closed  
is th e  first rough d ra ft  of A n n ajan sk a. 
Show  th is  co p y  to  B u t t  or Moss, and ask  
them  if  it  appeals to  them . A s th e  p la y  is a  
to p ica l one, it  cann ot b e  held up  ; it  is  now  
or n ever.”

On th e  1st J an u a ry , 1918, I appeared in 
“  A n n ajan sk a, th e  W ild  G rand D u ch ess,”  
a t  th e  Coliseum . I t  w as announced as b y  
G regory  B iessipoff, a  tran slatio n  from  the 
R ussian. T h e papers said it  w as b y  
“  G bsopoff ” — th e y  detected  th e  Shaw  touch 
a t once. T h e  Coliseum  audien ce is a  w on
derful one ; w ith  this lit t le  p la y  o f dram atic 
in te n sity  w e held them  in absolute  silence. 
A t  m y first entran ce I w as led on guarded b y  
soldiers. In  order to  free m yself from  their 
grasp I b it  their w rists. I then  dem anded 
to  see th e  G eneral alone, and fired shot after 
s h o t— a  regular fusillade— a t th e  soldiers, 
until T g o t m y  own w a y .

I w ore a  gorgeous w h ite  R u ssian  uniform , 
designed b y  Charles R ic k e tts  and m ade b y  
a real m ilitary  tailor, w ith  an enorm ous 
green o verco at trim m ed w ith  b la ck  fur.

T he new spapers said I looked m agnificent 
in m y  uniform , and added : “  I t  m ade one 
w ish w e could h a v e  a  dress con troller w ho 
w ould insist on a ll w om en w earing a  sim ilar 
uniform  during th e ir w orkin g hours ”  ; 
n o t a  v e ry  p ra ctical idea, I  m ay  say , as I 
fe lt  I  w ould choke w hen I first p u t th e  un i
form  on, th e  co llar w as so stiff and high ; 
I had been accustom ed all m y  life  to  h a vin g  
m y  n eck bare. I t  to o k  m e a lo n g tim e to  
g e t accustom ed to th a t  aw fu l co llar— y e t  
w hen I w as on th e  great Coliseum  stage I 
fo rgo t all abou t th e  discom fort, in m y jo y  
a t  the am usem ent, delight, and enthusiasm  
o f th e  great audience. A fte r  our first per
form ance, Charles R ic k e tts  sen t m e this 
le tte r  :•—

" J an u a ry  21st, 1918.
" J u st a  w ord to  say  th a t you h ave  

n ever looked m ore b eau tifu l or seemed so 
a bsu rd ly  youn g, th e  w ig  su its you  to  
perfection, and so does th e  w h ite  m ake-up. 
T he la tte r  has a lw a ys brou ght you  luck ; 
i t  allow s th e  shape o f the face and features 
to  te ll, and these are yo u r stron g p oin ts ; 
colour adds n oth ing— it  can add ju st too 
m uch, as in th e  R evo lu tio n  p lay . Som e 
d a y  I shall p laster dow n yo u r hair like  
M aria Carm i. I kn ow  it  w ill su it you. 
Y o u  look splendid in uniform . I heard 
one of th e  a tten d a n t girls say  to  another 
in the corridor : ‘ D o n ’t  she look lo ve ly  
in them  w h ite  things of hers ? ’ Y o u  
ca rry  yourself sp lendidly.

“  Shannon joins in con gratu lation s and 
good wishes.

“  E v e r  sincerely, , „
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A  few  d a y s  afterw ards I g o t th is c r iti

cism  from  Shaw  :—

“  25th Jan u ary, 1918.
“ Y o u  have sp oilt th e  end o f ‘ A nn a- 

jan sk a .’ W h y, a fte r I took th e  tro u ble  
to  get S tram m fest o u t o f y o u r w a y  b y  
the w indow  trick , leav in g  y o u  the centre 
a ll to  yourself, an d  prolonging th e  a n tic i
pation sufficiently to enable th e  audience 
to ta k e  i t  fu lly  in, h a ve  y o u  undone it  
a ll ? A t  th e  first perform ance i t  w as th e  
only  point th a t m issed f ir e ; and  it  to o k  
the end o f the p la y  from  y o u  and handed 
it  to  A yrton .

“  W h a t is the m atter w ith  th e  band ? 
Is D ove sulking abou t a n y th in g  ? T h e y  
have v e ry  p rop erly  gone b a ck  to  m y  
original suggestion for th e  prelude, w hich 
th e y  told m e w as too short, and w hich I 
knew w as ju st r ig h t ; b u t w h y  on earth  
don ’t  th e y  give th e  la st  thirteen  bars of 
the overture a t  the 
end full crash instead 
o f piffling as th e y  do ?

“ I t  w en t v e ry  well 
to-day un til the e n d ; 
b u t every  tim e you 
dropped a  b it o f our 
arranged business you 
missed th e  effect it  
w as m ean t to  pro
duce. U nless y o u  say 
‘ a ll th e  K in g ’s horses ’ 
in profile, upstanding, 
and w ith  the p la y fu l
ness over the sadness, 
you will not get the 
fu ll effect to the con
trast when you  sink 
over him  im m ediately  
after.

“ D o  k i c k  t h e  
d y n a sty  out w ith  yo u r 
le ft  fo ot and n ot in  
w ith  yo u r right. I t  
m a k e s  a l l  the d if
ference in the in
te llig ib ility  o f  t h e  
gesture.

“  I  could n o t see 
the ligh tin g from  m y 
s t a g e - b o x ;  b u t it  
seemed to  me th a t 
the d azzlin g w h ite
ness o f the uniform  
was gone. H as that 
been altered ?

“  In great haste,
“  G. B . S ."

from  soldiers hom e on leave, beggin g  to 
m ake m y  acq u ain tan ce  1 I  had p ro ved  v e ry  
a ttra c tiv e  as a  blonde to  th e  m ale sex, b u t 
when I appeared in  uniform  I  seem ed to 
bow l them  o ver co m p lete ly  ! I  should h a ve  
th o u g h t th e y  w ould h a v e  been sick  o f the 
s ig h t o f uniform  ; perhaps th e y  w ere of 
kh aki, b u t n ot o f th e  dazzlin g  w h ite  uniform  
o f A n n ajan ska.

A n n a and A nn  seem  to  h ave  been lu ck y  
nam es to  m e in  m y  stage career— A nn  
W h itefield  in “  M an and Sup erm an,”  A nn e 
P ed ersd o tter in “  T h e  W itc h ,”  N an  in 
“  T h e  T ra g e d y  o f  N a n ,”  and now  “  A n n a 
jan sk a  ”  !

O ne d a y , return in g to  m y  fla t  a fte r  a 
matinee, I found a  group of soldiers h avin g 
te a  w ith  m y  m other. I  had no idea who 
th e y  w ere, b u t m y m other said c a lm ly : 
“  L illa h , these dear boys h ave  com e in  for 
a  ta lk  w ith  y o u .”  So dow n I sat. T h e y  told 
m e their ad ven tu res ; m a n y o f them  w ere

H ow ever, the public 
liked  me— and the p lay. 
1 got num erous letters
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T illah McCarthy as Mercedes Okraska, the 
temperamental musician, in “  The Im

possible Woman,” by C. Haddon Chambers.
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from  overseas, and we had a  lo v e ly  tim e. 
I  kept up a  large correspondence w ith  men 
a t the F ro n t I ’d n ever seen, and th e y  when 
hom e on leave  o fte n  cam e to see me.

A ll this tim e I w as rehearsing in Zang- 
w ill’s p lay , “  T oo M uch M on ey.”  I  had 
appeared in 19 11 in  his p lay , “  T h e W ar 
G od ,”  w ith  Tree, and had g o t to  know  him  
and like him . H e w as a  dear, sim ple creature. 
W e had our final dress rehearsal in London, 
and were to  produce the p lay  a t  G lasgow  
the n ex t evening. I  had arranged to  go b y  
the m idn ight tra in  from  London th a t 
Sunday, th e  17th  F ebru ary. M y h e a v y  
luggage had gone on, and I had o n ly  a  
handbag and a dressm aker’s cardboard b ox 
containing m y b eau tifu l dresses for th e  p lay. 
I  sent for a  ta x i, b u t  w as to ld  I co u ld n ’t  
have one as th e  “  w arnin g ”  w as out. I  had 
to  get to  E uston  som ehow , so started  off 
carryin g m y luggage.

There w as n o t a  soul to  be seen on A delphi 
Terrace, excep t one so litary  m an, w ho cam e 
up to me and said, ‘ ‘ Y o u  had b e tte r tak e  
s h e lte r ; there is a  raid  on . ”  I  to ld  h im  it  w as 
im possible, and th a t I m ust catch  m y train. 
H e very  g a llan tly  offered to  go w ith  m e and 
carry  m y traps. A s  I h a d n ’t  th e  fa in test 
idea w ho he was, I  ga ve  him  m y  bag and 
carried m y  lo v e ly  dresses m yself. W e 
w alked side b y  side w ith o u t a  w ord— crossed 
the Strand and T ra fa lg ar Square, and n ever 
m et a  s o u l; we seem ed to be the o n ly  people 
in the w orld, w hile bom b a fter bom b crashed 
down from  the raiders w ith  terrific noise. 
H e advised m e to keep close to  the buildings 
as it  w as safer. A s  w e w en t along he told 
me he was careless of his own life, th a t as 
soon as the w arnin g had sounded he had 
come out, hoping he w ould be killed. H e 
said he recognized m e th e  m om ent he saw  
me. So we m ade our w a y  throu gh the silent 
city .

W hen we got to E uston  w e found crow ds 
sheltering there, and the station  and trains 
in darkness. I  thanked  m y friend for guiding 
me. I should n ever h ave  found m y w ay  
alone, and there w as no one I could  h ave  
asked in the em p ty streets. W e had n ot m et 
a  livin g being from  the tim e we le ft  A delphi 
Terrace until w e go t to  E uston  Station . 
It  was rather a  n erve-racking experience, 
and l  cannot say  I enjoyed it.

W e opened a t  th e  A m bassadors T h eatre  
on the 9th A pril, 1918. I thorou ghly  en
joyed  m y p art and liked  th e  p lay . I t  w as a 
m ixture of com edy and traged y, ju st  like  
life. I t  gave  me m any opportunities for 
farce and com edy. John G alsw orth y w rote 
and said he had no idea I could be so fun ny. 
Someone w riting to one of th e  papers, in the 
course of his a rtic le  said : “  On the su b ject 
o f kisses, surely the longest, in fact, qu ite  the 
m ost u ltra  in L on don  a t th is m om ent, m ust
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be L illa h  M cC arth y's and M arsh A lle n ’s in 
‘ T oo  M uch M oney ’ ”  !

T h a t y ea r I w en t dow n to L u lw o rth  C ove 
fo r a  long h o lid a y — on ly  com ing up  to  L o n 
don to  p lay  a t  variou s ch a rity  perform ances. 
I fe lt  I w an ted  to  be alone.

G . B . S. had finished a  p lay , w hich he 
sen t to  m e w ith  th is le tte r  :—

“ 10, A d elp h i T errace.
“  T here is som ething abou t th a t p lay  

th a t  m akes me e xtra o rd in a rily  re lu ctan t 
to  le t  it  o u t o f m y hands. I suppose I 
am  n ot qu ite  convinced th a t i t  is rea lly  
finished. Y o u  are the first to  e x tra ct i t ; 
and I can on ly  le t  you  h ave  a  peep a t 
it, as I w an t it  back, though there is 
no hurry. B u t  d o n ’t  show  it to  anyone
w ho m a tters..............

“  E ve r,
“ G . B . S .”

T h e p la y  w as “  H e artb reak  H ouse.”  I 
w an ted  so m uch to  a ct th e  p a rt o f E llie  in 
it, b u t  m y  hopes w ere dashed b y  th is letter 
from  G. B . S. :—

“ 24th June, 1918.
“  Y e s, i t ’s a glorious dream . B u t 

on ly  a  dream . Mrs. C am p bell w an ts to 
p la y  E llie. L en a w an ts to  p la y  E llie. 
Y o u  w an t to  p la y  E llie . W h y  ? Because 
E llie  p lays herself. E llen  O 'M a lly  is the 
only w om an on th e  stage  w ho could touch 
E llie  w ith ou t com ing in to  com petition  
w ith  the tw o gorgeous fem ales w ho m ust 
p la y  Hesione and A riadne. U nless th ey  
are both irresistible, w h ilst E llie  is born 
to im m aculate  v irg in ity , there is no p lay. 
Im agine L illa h  M cC arth y a t  th e  top  of 
her superb prim e le ft  a  spiritual bride in 
th e  arm s of an ancient m ariner of n inety- 
nine !

"  B u t  the p lay  is no good, anyhow . 
L ig h ts  h ave  to  be o u t a t  ten -th irty . It 
w ould m ean beginning a t  seven-fifteen 
to  e m p ty  stalls. A  fo rtn ig h t’s matinees 
w ould be its full m easure ; and w ho w ould 
m aster such p arts for a  fo rtn ig h t’s en 
gagem ent ?

“  W e m ust be co n ten t to  dream  about 
it. L e t  it  lie  there to  show  th a t  the old 
dog can still b ark  a  b it.

“  H ere the Spanish flu rages ; so 5’ou 
had b etter fly  back to  L ulw orth . C h ar
lo tte 's  tem p eratu re is 1030. P ro b a b ly m in e  
w ill be th a t w hen I ca tch  it. I f  not, I 
shall be in tow n as usual on T hursday. 
I  feel horrid.

“  In  haste— o ff to  w a y la y  the doctor.
‘ ‘ E ve r,

“ G. B . S .”

1 w as m iserable and u n h ap p y ; I  ou gh t to
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have known it  w as useless to  
tr y  to persuade G . B . S . ; he 
is a lw ays so clear on how  to 
cast his p lays.

A s he w as so v e ry  definite 
th a t there w as n othing for 
m e in his p lay , I rem ained 
a t L ulw orth , thinking and 
planning m y  future. I visited  
Thom as H a rd y  often, and 
had m uch consolation from  
his com panionship, although 
gettin g abou t w as difficult in 
these days w hen no p riv ate  
cars w ere in use.

W hen I had ordered m y 
mind and form ed m y plans,
I returned to  L ondon again  
to ta k e  up m anagem ent of a 
theatre.

I  w as able  to  secure the 
lease o f the K in gs w a y  on 
favourable  term s, b u t to  get 
p lays w as qu ite  a different 
m a t t e r  —  hence m y dis
appointm ent w hen G . B . S. 
w ould not le t  me do “  H eart- 
fa r e  a  k  H ouse,”  though I 
tried m y  best to  m ake him  
change his mind. N o d o u b t 
he w as quite  r ig h t ; i t  w as 
not th e  tim e to  produce th e  
p lay, and I, perhaps, w as 
not th e  person for th e  p art.

Som e weeks before, I  had 
been stay in g  a t a  coun try  
house where A rnold B en n ett 
was one of th e  p a rty . I 
talked  of m y  difficulties, and 
turning to  him , said he ought 
to  w rite  a  p lay  for me. He 
r e p l i e d  h e  w a s  f o r  t h e  
m om ent destitute  of ideas.

H a ve  you  ever read the 
story of Judith  and H olofernes in  th e  
A p o c r y p h a ? ”  I asked him . H e  confessed 
com plete ignorance on th e  subject. I then  
told him  th a t I had found m uch b e a u ty  
in  th e  character w hen I had p layed  in 
Sturge M oore’s one-act p la y  “  J u d ith .”

O ur host prom ised to  read th e  story  to 
us after dinner, b u t there w as no co p y  of 
the A pocryph a in  the house. H e  to ld  one of 
the servants to  go to  th e  variou s houses in 
the neighbourhood and borrow  a  copy. 
A fter dinner th e  m an cam e in  tr iu m p h a n t; 
he had m anaged, w ith  m uch difficulty, to  
secure the book, and our host read us the 
story. A rnold B en n ett g o t m ost enthusiastic, 
took th e  A pocryph a a w a y  w ith  him , and 
said he would have th e  p lay  re a d y  b y  th e  
tim e I w an ted  to  open m y season a t th e  
K in gsw ay. H e w as as good as h is w ord, b u t 
when I read his “  J u d ith ,”  I  found he had

Lillah McCarthy as Anne Pedersdotter 
in “ The Witch,”  a play John 

Masefield adapted from the Norwegian 
of Wiers-Janssen.

not follow ed th e  sta rk  m agnificence o f the 
B ib lica l story, though his p la y  w as v e ry  fine 
in  p arts. H e also sent m e a co p y  o f his 
“  D on  J u an ,”  b u t th is  had no p art fo r me. 
W h ile  debatin g in  m y  m ind w h at I should 
say  to  him , he w rote m e :—

“  N ovem ber 25th, 1918.
” I h a ve  heard n oth ing from  you  since 

M on day of last w eek. N evertheless, you  
to ld  me th a t  y o u  m u st decide a t la test on 
th e  T u esd ay, an d  th a t y o u  w ou ld  let 
m e know  a t once. I am  a lw ays being 
treated  in  th is w a y  b y  people connected 
w ith  th e  th eatre . I  do not kn ow  w h y  it  is 
so, b u t it  is so. I  am  o n ly  tro u b lin g  you 
w ith  th is letter because I m a y  h a ve  an 
o p p o rtu n ity  of p lacin g ' D on  J uan ’ else
where, and I am  keep in g it  open for you.

“  Y o u rs, A . B .”
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I w rote to  him  of m y difficulties, and 

got th is :—

“  N ovem ber 27th, 1918.
“  M any th an k s for yo u r frank letter. 

I now  understand the situ ation  m uch 
better than  I did before. I t  is  b y  no m eans 
certain th a t I shall sell ' D on J u an .’ 
N othing is certain  in the th eatrica l w orld.

“  I  gather th a t there is a  chance o f 
seeing you  n ex t w eek-end a t  D r. K e eb le ’s. 
Good.

"  Y ours,
"  A r n o ld  B e n n e t t . ”

W e tried  out “  Judith  ”  a t E astbourne 
on the 8th A pril. T h e  costum es and scenery 
were designed b y  Charles R ick etts . E v e r y 
one know s th e  A pocryph al story. I t  is 
a  simple one— a besieged city , a  tim e-serving 
governor, a  fam ine-pressed and w avering 
populace, a  beautifu l w idow, Judith, w ho 
feels the call o f ’ th e  D ivin e to  go forth  and 
ca p tivate  and to  s la y  H olofernes, the enem y 
General.

In the ten t scene w ith  H olofernes I w ore 
a  dress o f v e ry  sca n ty  proportions. A  la d y  
in the audience to o k  great exception  to  th is 
dress of m ine, or rather lack  of dress, and 
wrote say in g  she had asked th e  L ord  C ham 
berlain to  m ake a  public objection. She then 
w ent to  m y  m anager and advised  him  to 
insist on m y w earing a  cloak. I  w as foolish 
enough to  believe th a t th is la d y  m ight be 
right, and I not o n ly  modified m y  dress, but 
also m y actin g in the seduction scene. I 
wished afterw ards th a t I had published her 
letter and used it  as an advertisem ent. 
The costum ier told m e he had been inundated 
w ith  orders to  co p y  th a t sam e dress by  
society ladies w ho w anted to  w ear it  as  a 
tea  gown !

Arnold B enn ett w rote after the first 
n ig h t :—

“  30-4-19.
“  Y o u r  dressing-room  w as too m uch of a

reception-room  last n igh t for m e to  get 
a t  you.

"  Good luck  be w ith  you. Y o u  im 
mensely deserve it.

“  Please note :—
“  i .  M ove as little  as possible during the 

speech a fter the m urder. Sp eak th e  words 
low  b u t v e ry  clear. I f  possible, do not 
m ove un til th e  last sentence : ‘ T h e grave 
shall be th y  hom e.’ I t  has stru ck  me 
several tim es th a t th is speech is a  b it 
long. I enclose a  cut, w hich you  will  use 
o r not as yo u  like.

"  2. Y o u  used the knife all right last 
n igh t. Y o u  kept th e  point dow nw ards 
as you  raised th e  knife. T h is is correct. 
D o n ’t  raise th e  point.

"  3. L e t there be no pause whatever 
betw een th e  m urder and the speech.

“  4. T ell H olofernes to  keep s till  a fter 
th e  single co n vu lsive  m ovem ent. I f  he 
is not still, a tten tio n  is d istracted  from 
th e  speech and you.
’ “  5. M ake a  pause betw een the tw o
p arts  o f yo u r speech t o  H aggith . S a y  the 
second part, ‘ T a k e  th e  head in a  cloth  
and let us d e p a rt,’ in a  v e ry  firm, self- 
controlled dom in atin g tone. T ell H aggith  
th a t when y o u  h ave  said ‘ T he pow er of 
A ssy ria  is fallen ’ and pointed, she m ust 
look at the blood and not a t  you. She 
m u st start back, w ith  the least possible 
cry , and certain ly  not a c ry  lik e  a  new 
born lam b. Then the second p art o f the 
speech w ill p u ll her to geth er again , and 
she m ust p ull herself together.

’ ’ T h e cu rtain  m ust b e  v e ry  quick.
”  Peace b e  upon you.

“  Yours,
• A . B .

“ P .S .— Y o u  m ust keep  yourself en tirely  
covered in A c t  II I . L a s t n ight w e could 
see not m erely th e  green tunic, but a 
great deal o f  yo u r adm irable  b o d y .”

(Another instalment o f  M iss L illah  McCarthy’s reminiscences will appear
next month.)



T H E  
LO V E  LY 

L A D Y

307

5 t f .

JOHN HASTINGS TURNER
I l l u s t r a t e d  by S T A N L E Y  D A V I S

H E N R Y  J O N E S  w as a dull man, w ith  
a  dull job. H e w as the head clerk  
in  a  b ig w arehousing firm. H e 
knew , none better, how dull a  jo b  

it  was, and he knew  too th a t he w as a  dull 
man. A t  th e  end of his d a y ’s w ork he was, 
of course, u n u tterab ly  dull. B u t  som etim es, 
on a keen w inter m orning, or a t  th e  v e ry  
beginning of spring, he w ondered v a gu ely  
w hether he re a lly  w as so im possibly dull as 
he seemed. In  fact, he knew  th a t he w as 
n o t : he knew  th a t he couldn ’t  be.

If he was rea lly  the lit t le  m an w ith  the 
absurd nam e o f H enry Jones, how could he 
be the husband of Pam ela, w ho w as ta ll and 
dark and v e ry  lo v e ly  ? O b vio u sly  lo vely . 
H e knew, because he had heard people say
ing things when they d id n ’t  kn ow  th a t he 
w as w ithin earshot. A nd w hat th e y  said 
w a s : “  W e l l ! A  w om an like  t h a t ! W h at 
she could h ave  seen in him  . . . ”

A nd w hen H enry had heard th a t  m uch 
he drifted  aw ay, and wondered a b ou t it  
him self. So th a t the possession of Pam ela 
becam e a  torture  to  him . N o t th a t  he was 
jealous or torm ented him self on th e  score 
of other m en’s adm iration  for Pam ela. 
W h at worried him  w as th e  fa c t  th a t th e y  
were so o bviou sly  a  m isfit. I t  w as qu ite  
im possible th a t the radiant P am ela could 
have been designed to  be a  m ate fo r him self.

E v e ry  evenin g he would ge t b a ck  from  his 
office a t  th e  w arehouse and th is am azing 
creature w ould w elcom e him  and kiss him  
and give  him  his supper and, apparently, 
rem ain con ten t. B u t  H enry knew  th a t he 
m ust be liv in g  on th e  edge of a volcano. 
I f  he w en t on bein g as dull as he w as a t 
present, som ething w as bound to  happen.

T h e th in g  becam e an obsession w ith  him . 
H e found him self panicking suddenly abou t 
it  as he bent o ver th e  sheets of figures on his 
office desk. H e did not dare tak e  Pam ela 
to  the pictures in  case she should see some 
glim pse of R om ance there w hich m ight 
force before her the contrast betw een w hat 
her ow n life  w as and w hat it  should have 
been. In  fact, H en ry was in a thorou ghly 
u n h ealth y state  of m ind about the whole 
thing. M eanw hile P am ela continued to  kiss 
him  and g iv e  him  his supper and believe 
him  w hen he said  he w as too tired  to  go to  
the pictures. A nd he becam e more and 
more uneasy. H e began to ta lk  rather w ild ly.

“  Y o u  know, P a m ,”  he w ould say, “  I ’m 
not a  b it  lik e  w h at you th in k  m e.”  Or, 
more d a rk ly  : “  There are hidden depths in 
men. T h e y ’re harder to  know  than  w om en.”

T o w hich she replied : “  I  daresay y o u ’re 
right, dear,”  and looked frigh ten in gly  lo ve ly . 
A nd th e  more he ta lk ed  in  this strain, the 
less notice she seem ed to  ta k e  of it. So
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th a t he began to  th in k  th a t  she w as a lread y  
bored w ith him . T h is  produced fresh panic 
in  the heart of H e n ry  Jones. H e m u st do 
som ething. H e m ust do som ething trem en 
d ously  excitin g  and rom antic. B u t  w h at ? 
A n d  how  ? H is sala ry  w as n ot such as 
to  a llow  o f any high-flying. H ow  absurd, 
how  w rong th a t rom ance should be de
pendent on so o rd in ary  a  th in g as cash !

HE  had a fo rtn ig h t’s h o lid ay  in June, 
and alread y P am ela  had asked him 
w hether she had b e tte r n ot w rite  and 

book the room s a t W orthing. H e had said 
“  N o,”  th a t he had other p lans— th a t she 
should know  a ll in good tim e. H e had im plied 
th a t he had some trem endous surprise up 
his sleeve, som ething dashing and excitin g. 
B u t  he had nothing up his sleeve a t  all. 
O n ly  now, of course, he co u ld n ’t  go to  
W orthing. H e ’d got to  in ven t som ething. 
B u t  H en ry Jones d id n ’t  in ve n t th in gs easily. 
A nd there w as th is infernal question o f cash.

I t  was a t  th is p o in t th a t his eye ca u gh t 
an  advertisem ent in a  d a ily  paper. 
“  A u x ilia ry  ketch, 36 x  g ft., sleeping for 
three. E x cellen t condition. Im m ediate  sale, 
^ 3 2 0 .”

H enry had a lw ays been v a g u e ly  fond of 
th e  sea, and he knew , a t least, how  to  run 
a m otor. H e had saved  over long years 
abou t five hundred pounds, b u t this m oney 
he had a lw ays regarded as untouchable. 
I f  on ly  he had th a t ketch  ! T here w ould 
be a  dashing b it of Rom ance, if  you lik e  !

“  Going to  th e  co u n try  fo r yo u r holidays, 
Jones ? ”

“  No. T a k in g  m y lit t le  y a c h t o u t this 
sum m er. M ay go anyw here. France, 
perhaps ! ”

W onderful ! A n d  P am ela, on the ketch, 
w ould be so dependent on him . H e w ou ldn ’ t 
do a n yth in g dangerous, o f course. Ju st 
bow l along the coast and p u t in a t  lit t le  
harbours. B u t  P am ela w ould adm ire his 
control o f the b o at (sim ple thin gs boats, 
really), and she w ould realize th a t he w asn’t  
ju st a  little  m an in a  w arehouse w ho w ent 
to  W orthing. A nd, o f course, he could sell 
th e  ketch again , if he h ad  to . T hough 
H enry, w ho a lread y saw  him self as her 
owner, frow ned as he th ough t of th is. H e 
d idn ’t  w an t to  sell his "  y a c h t .”

No harm  in seeing her, an y w ay . H e slipped 
down on th e  n e x t S a tu rd a y  afternoon to  
Southsea, where she lay, and a  m an in a 
grey sw eater showed him  o ver th e  ketch.

"  Dash o f p ain t and va rn ish ,”  said th e  d irtv  
man, “  and she’ll be like  new. E n gin e in 
grand form . She’ll do n early  e igh t k n o ts.”  

H en ry w en t qu ite  mad.
"  I ’ll b u y  h er,”  he said. L a te r  he p u t 

it  in w riting. W 'hat w as th a t  G rey  Sw eater 
was sayin g ? H enry, under a  kin d  o f

roseate anaesthetic, w as h a rd ly  listening. 
W h en  did he w a n t her rea d y  for sea ? “  Oh, 
June. June the sev en th .”

G re y  Sw eater nodded.
“  I ’ll  h a ve  her re a d y ,”  he said. “  I t  w on ’t  

co st m ore th a n  a hundred pounds to  get 
her fine. Y o u ’ll get yo u r stores when you  
com e fo r her, I ta k e  it  ? ”

H en ry nodded, a  little  d o u rly  ; the man 
had said a  hundred pounds. T h a t  m ade it  
four hundred and tw e n ty . H e  o ugh t to  
say, o f course, th a t  he had n ot understood 
th a t  there w ould be a n y th in g  e x tra  beyond 
th e  purchase price : th a t  he co u ld n ’t  afford 
it . B u t  a ll he did w as to  nod again. H e 
found it  im possible to  give  up the ketch.

“  Oh, and b y  th e  w a y ,”  he added, a irily . 
“  I  w an t to  rechristen  her. I w an t to  call 
her ‘ P a m e la .’ W ill you  see to  th a t ? ”

G rey  Sw eater said he w ould. T here w ould 
b e  papers to  sign and stam p  fees. B u t  h e ’d 
p u t it  through. I t  occurred to H en ry  Jones 
th a t  he had b e tte r  stqp ta lk in g  and get 
b a ck  to  London. E v e ry  tim e  he opened his 
m outh  th ere  seem ed to  b e  m ore expense 
in volved . In  the train  he a ltern ated  betw een 
cold shiverin g a tta ck s  and th e  glow  o f ow ner
ship. A gain  and again he re-pictured to  
him self th e  little  engine-room — th e cabins—  
th e  bunks. T h e lit t le  fo ld in g ta b le  and the 
sto v e  in  th e  ga lley , w ith  its  ingenious space
savin g cupboards.

H e paid for th e  boat, signed various 
papers, p aid  fo r stam ps, received  a  le tte r  
sayin g th a t  fittin g  o u t Pam ela  h ad  cost 
rather more th an  the estim ate— a hundred 
and tw e n ty  pounds, to  be precise— paid 
this, sa t b a ck  in his office ch air and wondered 
w h at on  earth  he th o u gh t he w as doing.

T hen, w ith  im m ense concentration, he 
w en t in to  w ays and m eans. T h ere  were 
p ra ctica lly  no m eans, and v e ry  few  w ays.

B u t th e  la st th in g w hich entered H en ry ’s 
head w as to  get o u t w hile  th e  going w as good. 
Besides, he h ad to ld  P am ela. T h a t finished it. 
H e couldn ’t  go b a ck  on th a t. P a m e la  had 
looked a t him  q u ite  differently. She had 
looked a t  him , he th o u gh t, w ith  som ething 
a lm ost lik e  aw e in her eyes. H e had adopted 
a  rath er rolling sw agger w hen he had to ld  
her, som ething m ild ly  approaching w hat he 
im agined to  be th e  m anner of a  buccaneer.

“  Y o u  see, m y d e ar,”  he had said, "  I ’m 
n ot th e  kin d  of m an w ho can  go to  W o rth in g 
every  year. In  o th er circum stances— in
another age— I should h a ve  been------ ”  H e
w aved a  short arm  and le ft  it  va gu e  w h at he 
w ould h ave  been. V ague, b u t un doubted ly 
in  the class of F robisher and H aw kins,

“  B u t  how ------ ”  began P am ela. H e cu t
th a t  short.

“ L e a v e  i t  to  m e,” he said. “ I ’m not 
a lto geth er th e  hum drum  chap  y o u  th in k, 
P a m e la ! ”
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So she had le f t  it  to  him . A nd there it  

w as— le ft. B u t  P am ela, he w as certain ,
had looked a t  him  w ith  n ew  eyes. H e 
w as more o f a m ate for her th a n  before. 
M eanwhile, there was th is problem  of cash.

Tt w ould cost a  b it— stores and a ll  t h a t : 
and then, he believed , there w ere such 
things as harbour d u e s ,' and vario u s in 
cidentals. H e ’d h ave  to  h a ve  som e cash.

A  glim m ering of an idea entered his head, 
and he p ro m p tly  threw  i t  o u t. B u t  it  w as 
n ot one of those ideas w hich are easily  
snubbed. I t  cam e again. H e th rew  it  out, 
b u t not so q u ick ly . T h e n e x t  tim e i t  cam e 
he k ep t i t  there for q u ite  h a lf an hour. . . .

A fte r  th a t  it  cam e to  s ta y  w ith  him  for 
several days.

W hen he cam e to  go to  Southsea w ith

P a m ela  he carried  an  e x tra  hundred pounds 
in notes in his p o ck et. I t  had been quite  
easy. A n d  re a lly , as he p u t  i t  to  him self, 
a lm ost justifiab le. H e  had secu rity , a fte r  a ll. 
T h e  b o at. H e could slip  i t  back  w here it  
cam e from  w ith o u t anyon e bein g  th e  w iser. 
W h y , perhaps he w ou ld n ’t  need th e  m on ey 
a t a l l ! B u t  th e  risk  of th is  trem endous

I never knew that you were an adventurous man 
like this ”  said Pamela.
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rom ance breakin g dow n for w an t of cash 
was too hum iliating.

W hen he saw  his ketch  n ew ly  painted, 
w ith Pamela in gold lette rs  on her bows, he 
forgot a ny m ild uneasiness he had fe lt  before. 
H is n autical g a it returned to  him  as he 
piloted his w ife  across th e  narrow  gan gw ay. 
H e w as not used to such th in gs and v e ry  
n early  fe ll off, b u t P am ela  d id n 't n otice—  
so th a t w as a ll right.

H e show ed her over th e  l i t t le  ship.
" W h a t do you th in k of her, eh ? ”  he 

asked. “  T rim  lit t le  craft, eh ? ”
Pam ela knew  noth ing o f boats, nor 

w hether she was trim  or not, b u t she was 
touched th a t  H en ry had called  the ketch  
b y  her nam e and she w as glad, too, th a t  he 
had saved m on ey and w as ab le  to  afford 
w hat w as ev id e n tly  such a  p leasure to  him .

She said she th o u g h t i t  w as “  p erfe ctly  
sw eet.”  H enry laughed boisterously.

" M ustn ’t  use w ords lik e  th a t  ab ou t a  
sh ip ,”  he said.

Pam ela liked  b u yin g th e  stores. H enry 
seemed to  h ave  p le n ty  of m oney. T he best 
of everyth in g, he said he w as going to  have. 
H e even insisted on half-a-dozen b o ttle s  of 
cham pagne, and w ould h a v e  broken one 
against th e  bow s of his b o a t to  christen  her, 
o n ly  P am ela  said firm ly th a t  i t  w ould be 
sim ply w icked. A fte r  som e vex atio u s delays 
about papers and officialdom , th e y  go t aw ay.

“  D o yo u  kn ow  a ll a b o u t boats, H en ry ? ”  
asked Pam ela. “  I n ever knew  you  d id .”

“  E n ou gh ,”  he answ ered, breezily . A nd 
he th o u gh t he did, too. H e had spent a  
holiday on th e  B roads once, in a  m uch 
sm aller b o at th an  th is, and h e ’d picked up a  
thing or tw o  w ith  a  man w ho ow ned a  m otor- 
boat, off Y arm o u th . C ertain ly , everyth in g  
w as splendid a t  th e  m om ent. T h e  sea w as 
calm , and th e  sun n ot too  hot. T here w as a  
m om ent of a n x ie ty  w hen th e  w ash o f a  
great liner m akin g for Southam pton  cau gh t 
them  suddenly broadside on, and H en ry  
had not th e  s ligh test idea  w h a t to  do.

B u t  th e  k etch  w as em inently  seaw orth y  
and she m ade n othing of it.

“ W e’l l  ju s t  p o tte r round to  B o gn o r,”  
said H enry, “  and lie  th ere  for th e  n ig h t.”

TH E  sea w as kin d  and H en ry  m ade 
B ognor ju st in tim e fo r dinner.

N ever in his life  had he been so 
exalted . M aster of his own ship, he w as a  
fit m ate for Pam ela. N o longer w as he a  
dull  lit t le  man. B eing ta ll, P a m ela  found 
the b oat un com fortable  and the cooking 
of the dinner a  m artyrdom  ; b u t she d id n ’t  
say  so to  H enry. H is p leasure d elighted  
her. H e seemed to  h ave  grown. H e 
dom inated th e  lit t le  boat, as he had n ever 
dom inated his home.

H er bunk w as hard and there w as a  rath er

sickening sm ell o f varnish. B u t  H enry 
assured her th a t  she w as m istaken. H e 
consulted a  lit t le  bo o k  bound in  red calico, 
and busied  him self ligh tin g  lam ps.

“  T o -m o rro w ,”  he said, “  w e ’l l  b e a t round 
to  W orth ing. B e tte r  th a n  those b e astly  
lodgings, eh, P a m e la  ? ”  T h ere  w as a  note 
o f trium ph in his voice, as w ho should say, 
”  I ’ll show W o rth in g ! ”  P a m ela  fe lt  sure 
th a t in som e odd w a y  H en ry  liked  to  com e 
back to  W o rth in g lik e  this. F u n n y  he had 
n ever shown a n y th in g  o f th e  kin d  before.

She w en t to  sleep w ith  d ifficu lty .
T h e n e x t m orning th e  s k y  w as grey, and 

there w as a  suspicion of ch ill in th e  wind. 
T h e  sea w as grey, too, w ith  l it t le  w hite  
horses. N o th in g m uch, b u t n ot th e  gentle 
sw ell th e y  had experienced the d a y  before.

“  Shall you use th e  sails, H en ry ? ”  asked 
Pam ela.

H en ry  said he th o u g h t not. H e g a v e  a 
good m an y reasons w h y  he th o u g h t not. 
A c tu a lly  he w as n ot a t  .all sure he could 
m anage th e  sails.

T h e y  p u t o u t to  sea and turned east 
tow ards W o rth in g . T h e  ketch  bu ck eted  
a b ou t con siderably  and P a m e la  saw  H en ry  
being su rrep titio u sly  u n w ell over th e  stem . 
She w as a  good sailor herself and she 
p reten ded to  h a v e  noticed nothing. There 
w as no d o u b t th a t  th e  sea w as g e ttin g  up.

Said H e n ry  :—
“  B it  storm y. I ’ll  ta k e  her in  rather 

nearer th e  co a st.”
P am ela supposed th a t  th a t  w as th e  righ t 

th in g to  do.
“  I n ever k n e w ,”  she said, “  th a t  you 

were an ad ven tu rou s kin d  o f man, lik e  th is .”
H e laughed.
‘ ‘ I w arned y o u ,”  h e  answ ered. “  I  told 

you  w e m en aren ’t  a lw a y s  w h a t w e seem .”
U n d o u b ted ly  he h ad  im pressed her, at 

last. N o longer w as he a  dull l it t le  man. 
A fte r  th is she w ou ld  n o t ge t tired  o f him . 
She w ou ld  a lw a ys b e  lookin g fo r n ew  depths, 
new  surprises. She w as lo v e ly — am azin gly  
lo ve ly , b u t  he w as w o rth y  of her.

L it t le  gu sts of sp ray sw ep t o ver the deck, 
and H e n ry  found the steering of his ship a 
d istin ct strain  on his arm s. T h e  sp ra y  in 
their faces w as am using and in vigoratin g 
a t  first, b u t  la te r i t  becam e a n uisance and 
th e y  w ere both g e ttin g  v e ry  w et.

T hen, in  th e  m ost sudden and unreason
a b le  m anner, th e  w ind from  bein g a  steady, 
respectable  blow , becam e p u ffy  and violent. 
T h ey  m ade lit t le  h ead w ay again st it. The 
ketch , safe  as a  house, yet. groaned alarm 
in gly . I t  a lm ost sounded as if  she knew  
she w as in  th e  w rong hands and resen ted  it.

H en ry p u t her fu rth er in tow ards the 
shore, m utterin g som ething ab ou t th e  lee 
o f th e  cliffs. E v e ry  p lan k  o f th e  ketch 
protested  again st this.
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yV/e’ll have to swim for it,”  said Pamela. She 
”  slipped off her frock and stood up, tall, athletic, 

and very lovely.
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Then, w ith  a  sp lu tter and a  few  dull 

explosions, th e  engine g a v e  o u t and th e  
screw ceased to  revo lve. H en ry  m essed 
abou t w ith  it  for some m inutes. T h e  boat, 
still groaning, w as blow n tow ards th e  cliffs.

SU D D E N L Y  P am ela  saw  H enry go ve ry  
w hite.

“  W h a t is i t  ? ”  she asked q u ick ly .
“  T h e— th e  petrol. I t ’s run o u t. I 

never knew  she used so m u ch .”
H e looked up and saw  how  m uch nearer 

in-shore th e y  had dsifted.
Pam ela w as p erfectly  calm . H en ry did 

not know  w hether she realized th e  danger 
or not.

“  W e m ust ge t up a  sail, th e n ,”  she said.
"  Y e s ,”  answ ered H enry. H e kn ew  

enough to  realize  th a t th e y  m ust g et o u t to  
sea som ehow or other. B u t  the blood 
rushed to  his cheeks as he told him self th a t 
he did n ot even kn ow  how.

“  I— I ----- ”  he stam m ered. A n d  then  :
“  Oh, G od, P am ela, I d o n ’t  know  how  to  
do i t ! ”  T h e helplessness, th e  hum iliation  
of i t ! H e w as s till  b itin g  his lip  and lo o k 
ing foolish ly a b ou t him  w hen th e  ketch  
struck a  subm erged ro ck  and heeled rig h t 
over. T h e sea poured in  o ver her side 
before she righted herself, o n ly  to  d rive  on 
again. H enry, w ild-eyed, fough t w ith  the 
wheel, w hich was, o f course, useless. P am ela  
w as aw are of a  great p ity  for him , a  tre 
m endous feeling of lo ve  as w ell. H e looked 
lik e  a  schoolboy w ho has been show ing off 
and has been found out.

T he b o at slithered round th e  rock and 
floated free again. T h ey  w ere a b ou t th ir ty  
yards from  the shore when she struck 
again. T h is tim e there w as no d o u b t abou t 
it. A  hideous rasping and tearin g to ld  them  
th a t th e  ketch, in  her indignation, had com 
m itted hara-kiri. T h e  w ater poured in to  the 
lit t le  cabin.

“  W e’ll h ave  to  swim  fo r it ,”  said Pam ela, 
and to o k  off her m ackintosh. She slipped 
off her frock, too, and stood up, ta ll, 
ath letic, and v e ry  lovely .

“  I ca n ’t  sw im ,”  said H enry, and she saw  
the tears of u tter hum iliation  in his eyes.

“  T hen do w h at I te ll you, d ear,”  said 
Pam ela. Sud den ly th e  b o a t ’s stem , 
w eighted b y  th e  engine, disappeared under 
w ater.

“  M y pocket-book ! ”  shouted H enry. 
“  I m ust h ave  m y pocket-book ! ”

B u t Pam ela had him  firm ly b y  th e  
w rist.

“  I t ’s too la te  for th a t,”  she said, q u ick ly . 
"  T he b o a t ’s going dow n. I f  w e go dow n 
w ith  it  we sh a ’n ’t  h ave  a  chance. S lip  off 
your B urberry— and yo u r shoes, if  you  ca n .”  

‘ ‘ M y  G od ! ”  he groaned. “  M y p ocket- 
book ! ”

T h e ketch  shuddered. T h e  sea w as 
p ra ctica lly  aw ash of her. P am ela  sat on 
th e  edge of th e  b u lw arks and slid in to  the 
sea. She held on w ith  one hand.

“  Com e to  me, H e n ry ,”  she said. ‘ ‘ Y o u ’ll 
be p erfe ctly  a ll righ t, dear, if you  d o n ’t  
panic. I t ’s n o t m ore th an  tw e n ty -five  y ard s 
to  the b e ach .”

H e low ered h im self o ver th e  side and 
hung there, clin gin g  w ith  both  hands.

“  Y o u — y o u ’d b e tte r  go a lo n e ,”  he said. 
She a c tu a lly  laughed.

“  N onsense ! ”  she said . “  Just lea v e  go 
o f the b o at, and d o n ’t  s tr u g g le .”

H e le t  go o f th e  b oat and f e l t  her hands 
beneath his arm s. A  grey  w a v e  sw ep t o ver 
his face and he sw allow ed a great deal o f 
w ater.

‘ ‘ W h y  d o n ’t  yo u  save  yo u rself ? ”  he 
gasped. A gain  he heard a l it t le  p an tin g 
laugh.

“  I a m ,”  she said. “  Y o u  keep s till  ! ”  
She looked o ver her. shoulder and sw am  
stro n g ly  on her b ack . T h e w ind helped 
her, b u t there w as a  n a sty  curren t try in g  
to  tak e  her along th e  coast. I f  o n ly  H enry 
had done w h at she had to ld  him  and go t rid 
o f th a t w retched B u rb erry  ! She had 
been sw im m ing fo r ten  m in utes before her 
fe e t touched the ground. B u t  she w as not 
exh austed  and she w alked  up  th e  beach 
w ith  h er hand in  H e n ry ’s.

W h en  th e y  looked o u t to  sea there w as 
no sign of th e  ketch. T h e  sun peeped o u t 
from  behind a  cloud and sm iled  a t  them .

“  Y o u  m ust le t  m e h a ve  your B u rb erry  
now, H enry, d ear,”  said P am ela. “  I ’m 
n ot d ecen t.”

“  Y o u  saved m y  life ,”  he m uttered.
“  D o n ’t  b e  s il ly ,”  she said.
T h e y  found a farm house w here th e y  told 

th e ir story, and w here P a m ela  w as careful 
to  leave  o u t th e  fa c t  th a t  she had swum  
ashore w ith  her husband in h er arm s.

I t  w as a fte r  som e dinner, w hen she la y  
drow sily  in bed, w atchin g H enry, in p yja m a s 
m any tim es too  big for him , staring into  the 
fire, th a t  he began to  ta lk .

A nd w h at w ere these am azing things he 
w as sayin g ?

“  I ’v e  got to  te ll y o u ,”  he m uttered. 
“  I ’ve  g o t to  te ll you. I t  w as because you  
w ere so w onderful, so lo ve ly . A nd I w as 
dull. Ju st a  dull, undersized little  man, 
w ith  a  dull jo b . I  th o u gh t you  co u ld n ’t  
go on caring for me, unless— unless I did 
som ething to  show I w asn ’t  dull. I go t 
a fraid— in a panic. I w as a fraid  one d a y  
I ’d com e b a ck  hom e and find yo u  had gone. 
I d id n ’t  see how  I could expect to  keep  you. 
G o d — w h at a  fool I ’v e  been ! A n d  th a t 
p ocket-book ! T h e  m oney ! . . . I b o r
row ed i t  from  th e  firm. No, S to le  i t ; I 
m ean, n obody w ould know . I had th e
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boat, if I ’d spent it, and 1 could have p u t 
it  back easily  enough. B u t  now I h aven ’t
got the boat, or th e  m o n ey— and------”  H e
broke off, w ith  a  lit t le  sighing sob, and 
added brokenly, “  W ell, I ’v e  told y o u .”  

Pam ela’s eyes w ere lik e  a  ch ild ’s, round 
w ith  astonishm ent.

“  B ut, H en ry ,”  she said, “  I d o n ’t  under
stand. W h y  did you th in k  th a t I would 
leave yo u  ? ”

“  Because you are so lo v e ly  and I am —  
so ordin ary.”

“  B u t, darling, I never thought you dull 
or ordinary. I adm ired you trem endously. 
W orking so hard a t  th a t horrid w arehouse 
and keeping me and the home, and bringing 
me back chocolates and things. I  couldn ’t 
bear to  have le ft  you, H enry, dear. I used 
to  wonder som etim es how  it w as you  never 
com plained, never w anted to  k ick  over the 
traces. I m arried you, darling, because I 
loved you, and a fte r  I w as m arried I loved 
you more and m ore.”

H e stood up, a  ridiculous figure in  his 
flapping pyjam as.

“ Oh, P a m ela,”  he said, “  w h at a  fool 
I ’ve  been. A nd— and when it  cam e to  the 
point, I couldn ’t  even sw im .”

“  D arlin g,”  she answered, “  you  can be 
faith fu l and kind and toil yo u r life  a w ay  for 
me. A nd I love you. Isn ’t  th a t enough ? ”  

He cam e to  her side, fallin g over his
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p yjam as on the w ay. B u t  neither ol them  
was in the m ood to  th in k  it  funny. She 
pulled his head dow n to  hers and, as she 
kissed him, she saw  th e  grey hairs under
neath the tousled brow n. T h ey  had for
gotten, for the m om ent, the note-case and 
the stolen  m oney.

B u t, a t last, he looked up, his face  drawn.
” T h e m oney ! ”  he said. “  I ’v e  done 

for m y se lf.”
“  H ow  m uch did you tak e  ? ”  she asked.
“  A  hundred p ounds.”
“  I can let you  have th a t,”  she answered. 

“  Y o u ’v e  a lw ays been generous, and I ’ve  
saved o u t of th e  housekeeping.”

“ T hen— then----- ”  A  great sense of
relief flooded him . “  T hen  y o u ’v e  saved 
m y life  again ,”  he said.

“  Surely, dear, you  w on ’t  be angry w ith  
m e for th a t ? ”

“  Oh, m y darling ! ”  he cried. And then : 
“  B u t don ’t  you— aren’t  you  disgusted w ith 
me fo r  being so mad ? ”

H er eyes w ere half-closed and she was 
v e ry  sleepy.

“  Y o u  were m ad abou t m e,”  she w his
pered. *’ Y o u ’ll n ever find a w om an to  be 
ve ry  much, disgusted abou t th a t ! ”

H e slep t p eacefu lly  and h a p p ily— more 
h ap pily  than  he had slep t for months. 
T he sleep of th e  un just w ho h ave  got aw ay 
w ith it.

ACROSTICS
DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 218.

{ T h e  S e c o n d  o f  th e  S e r ie s .)

T he ancient proverb thus 
Resolves the matter :

One bird in former is 
Worth two in latter.

1. Scornful reproach, which, lacking head, 
Would be a relative instead.

2. Rabbits there often are inside,
A rhyming word will such provide.

3. Such is the horse ; not so the sow,
The elephant, the sheep, the cow.

4. Riotous uproar, horrid noise,
A thing that nobody enjoys.

5. A month is of its end bereft,
Only four letters now are left.

S. Italian city : sleep or game,
And half a lesson make the name.

7. In Devonshire, beside the sea,
Tool in a vessel it may be.

A n s w e r s  to  A c r o s t ic  N o .  218 s h o u ld  be a d d r e sse d  t o  th e  

A c r o s t ic  E d i t o r ,  T h e  S t r a n d  M a g a z in e , S o u th a m p to n  
S t r e e t ,  S t r a n d , L o n d o n , iy.C.2, a n d  m u s t a r r iv e  n ot la ter  

th a n  b y  t h e  f ir s t  p o s t  o n  S e p te m b e r  lOi/f.
T o  e v e r y  l ig h t  o n e  a lte r n a t iv e  a n s w e r  m a y  b e  s e n t  ;  it  s h o u ld  

b e  w r it te n  a t  t h e  s id e .  A t  t h e  f o o t  o f  h is  a n s w e r  ev ery  so lv er  

s h o u ld  w r ite  h is  p s e u d o n y m  a n d  n o th in g  e ls e .

ANSWER TO DOUBLE ACROSTIC No. 217.
1. N i g h T
2. E x e t e R
3. P a c i f I
4. T o a D
5. U m p i r E
6. N e w t o N
7. E 1l e p h a n T

N o t e s . —Light 1. Knight errant. 3. Pacific. 4. Shakespeare,
“ As You Like It.”

A c r o s t ic  N o .  215 (Tortoise Porpoise).—The third and sixth 
lights lend themselves to other solutions, and “ Reminder,” 
“ Biscuit,” and “ Biffin ” have been accepted as correct.REMUS.



THE LUCKIEST
IN THE

E
v e r y o n e  am ongst his 

particular set, and a t 
th e  haunts w hich he 
w as a c c u s t o m e d  to 

f r e q u e n t ,  h a d  b e e n  telling 
“  D agger ”  R od well for th e  last 
tw o  years th at, w ith h;s luck, he 
ought to  visit foreign gam bling 
places, where real m oney w as to  
be touched. Rodw ell, how ever, 
who h a d  l e d  a p r e c a r i o u s  
existence unt 1 some tim e before, 
w-hen he had d e v e l o p e d  a n  
am azing habitude of winning a t 
w hatever gam e of chance he 
indulged in, w as shy abou t the m atter.

“  Y o u  see, J im m y,”  he explained to  his 
own particular pal, J im m y D ane. “  I  ca n ’t  
speak the lingo for one thing. Then, turn 
ing an honest penny a t  chemie as w e p lay  
it  in London, w ith a lw ays a  m ug or tw o  a t 
the table, is easy enough. O ne is up against 
a different class of p la y  over there, and a 
m ountain of m oney.”

“  D agger, m y lad ,”  his friend persisted, 
"  your luck  would stand anythin g. T he 
fact is th a t  to -d ay  y o u ’re in w hat th e y  call 
the ‘ s treak .’ I t  doesn’t  m atter w hether i t ’s 
horses, cars, or a billiard m atch. Y o u ’re in 
luck, and if you tak e  m y advice y o u ’ll p lay  
it  w hilst it  lasts. D on’t  hang around here 
to  p ick  up perhaps a  thousand or tw o. Go 
for the big things before it  stops. T hen bu y 
a  small hotel, or som ething solid, and tak e  
life easy.”

“ I ’ll th in k it  over,”  th e  other tem porized. 
N evertheless, when, ten  days later, he 

touched a fan tastic double a t  N ew m arket, 
which v e ry  nearly sent his bookm aker into  
th e  b an krup tcy  court, and, w ithin a  few  
days, sim ply paralyzed th e  chemie a t  the 
tw o best-know n haunts in London, Charles 
R odw ell changed his mind. W ith  a  new out
fit, selected for him b y  a  W est-end tailor, 
and a letter of credit of quite  respectable 
proportions, he packed his bags and departed, 
for th e  first tim e in his life, upon foreign 
travel. H is destination had been subject to

th e  spin of a  coin. R ath er to  his jo y , as the 
p lace had an alluring sound, fate  consigned 
him  to  M onte Carlo. A ccordin gly, on the 
first d a y  of M arch, Charles R odw ell, w ith  a 
London-w ide nicknam e of D agger, tw en ty- 
eight years old, tall, lean, and blue-eyed, 
a  touch  of th e  colonial in his occasional 
aw kw ardness of speech and dem eanour, 
descended upon th e  H o tel de Paris, and in 
these days of greater la titu d e found no 
difficulty in adding a  card of adm ission tb  th e  
Sporting C lub to  his Salles Privies  ticket.

T h e  n ight of his arrival, he devoted to  
w atching th e  various gam es. O n th e  follow 
ing d a y  he drew  a thousand pounds from  the 
bank, and started  operations. In  th e  after
noon he lost six  hundred pounds a t rou lette, 
b u t w on it b a ck  again a t chemin de fer  in 
the evening. H is first reverse w as his last. 
A t  the end of a  w eek he w as six  thousand 
pounds to  th e  good, and should h ave  been 
more— a fact w hich perplexed him  not a  little. 
H e had m ade friends, too— a Frenchm an 
w ho spoke excellent English, and his lady 
com panion, w ho also spoke a  little  English, 
and w hose flirtations were ap p aren tly  su f
fered g la d ly  b y  her protector. There were 
frequent little  supper parties after th e  
gam bling w as over, and visits to  th e  various 
bars. D agger R odw ell w rote hom e to  his 
friends th a t he found M onte Carlo a  v e ry  
am using place.

Established a t  a  chemm-de-fer ta b le  in th e
Copyright, 1931, by E. Phillips Oppenheim.
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Sporting C lub one n ight, he w as ve ry  m uch 
surprised w hen a  ve ry  a ttra ctiv e  youn g lady, 
seated on his left, follow ed his exam ple of 
retaining her place during th e  m aking o f the 
cards, and rather ab ru p tly  addressed him.

"  Y o u ’v e  been winning a  great deal of 
m oney th e  last few  days, h aven ’t  y o u  ? ”  
she asked.

“  I— yes, I suppose I h a ve ,”  he adm itted.
' D o you com e to M onte Carlo often  ? ”  

“  I have n ever been in France before in 
m y life ,”  he to ld  her.

Y o u  p lay  ve ry  w ell,” she reflected. 
“  Y o u  are also ve ry  lu c k y .”

“  There isn’t  m uch in th e  w a y  you  p la y ,”  
he said, m odestly. “  Unless, of course, 
y o u ’v e  go t a  lo t o f m ugs a t th e  tab le . I ’m 
lucky. T h a t ’s w h y  I cam e out here ”

"  A lone ? ”  she asked.
H e nodded.
“  M y friends aren’t  used to  travellin g 

m uch,”  he confided. “  I shouldn ’t  have 
dared to  ta k e  this on m yself if th e y  h ad n ’t  
bothered me into it .”

“  L u c k ,”  she m editated. ” Y es, one hears 
th at word v e ry  often a t  M onte Carlo. O f 
course, no one rea lly  believes in it .”

H e looked a t her in blank astonishm ent.
Y o u  don ’t  believe in luck  ? ”  he e x 

claimed.
She shook her head 
“  I ’m afraid I don’t , ” she confessed.
" W h at about th at last hand ? ’ ’ he

dem anded, “  when th e  gentlem an 
to o k  no cards against m e ? I 
drew  to  a  five, and got a  three 
-— against his seven .”

“  Such things happen occasion
a lly .”

. “ Y o u  don’t  believe in luck  ! ”
he repeated. “  W ill you  let me 
show  you  som ething ? W ill you 
give  m e a plaque, or as m uch as 
you care to  risk, and w alk  w ith  
m e to  th a t  ro u lette  ta b le  ? ”  he 
suggested. “ W e shall ju st have 
tim e.”

“  O f course I w ill,”  she assented, 
rising to  her feet. "  H ere’s five  hundred francs. 
N ow , w h at are y o u  going to  do w ith  it  ? ”

“  I ’ll show  y o u ,"  he prom ised.
D uring their brief progress, his com panion 

cu rtseyed  to  a  m inor ro y a lty , and exchanged 
greetings w ith  m any of th e  people w hom  his 
French acquaintances had pointed o u t to  
him as being am ongst th e  great ones of the 
earth, none of w hom , how ever, th e y  had 
seem ed to  know  them selves. H e set his 
teeth, and pushed his w ay  a little  ru th
lessly  to  th e  tab le . H e scarcely glanced at 
th e  num bers, and placed th e  five  hundred 
francs w hich had been entrusted to  him, and 
one of his own, upon th e  cheval of fourteen 
to  seventeen. Seventeen turned up. H e 
fough t his w ay  b a ck  to  th e  outside circle 
where the yo u n g la d y  had loitered, his 
hands full of plaques.

' E ig h t thousand five hundred,”  he 
counted out, “  and five  hundred for yo u r 
stake. N ow  do you  believe in luck  ? ”

H e looked a t her trium ph an tly. H is blue 
eyes w ere sparkling w ith  pleasure.

“  W ell, I m ust believe in yours, a t  a n y  
ra te ,”  she acknow ledged, smiling.

T h e y  returned to  their places. H e was 
becom ing m ore voluble.

“  I ju st can ’t  help i t ,”  he confided. ' P er
haps it  w on ’t  last. I don’t  know . I f  it  
doesn’t, I shall leave  off p laying, b u t I 
h aven ’t  been  a  loser a  single d a y  since I ’v e  
been here, or a single w eek in L ondon during
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the last tw o  or three m onths. I t  isn ’t  only  
cards. I t 's  racing. I touched a  bookie 
just before I le ft London for a  double a t  
tw o hundred and e ig h ty  to  one.”

T h e  gam e claim ed their a tten tio n  for a 
few  m inutes. A  short, d ark  man, and a  v e ry  
chic but som ew hat obvious yo u n g w om an 
sauntered up, and stood a t  the other side 
of the tab le . D agger R o d  well exchanged 
greetings w ith  them  eagerly.

“  D o  yo u  know th a t gen tlem an  ? ”  he 
asked his com panion, com placen tly. “  T h a t ’s 
the M arquis de V errais and his la d y  frien d .” 

She looked across th e  tab le  and studied 
the tw o w ith  thoughtfu l eyes.

”  T h e  M arquis de V erra is,”  she repeated, 
softly . ”  Is  he one of your friends here ? ” 

"  W e h a ve  supper togeth er m ost n igh ts,” 
D agger R odw ell confided. 1 L u ck y  for m e 
com ing across him . I don ’t  speak a  word 
of F rench.”

"  Do you find th a t  yo u i supper excursions 
cost you a  great deal o f m oney ? ”  she 
inquired.

H e flashed a  look of quick  surprise a t  her. 
“  In  a w a y ,”  he adm itted . “  T o  te ll you 

th e  truth , I ’d begun to  w onder w hether 
there were m any p ickp ockets about, or 
w hether th e  w aiters were quite  honest a t 
the hotel. I never count m y m oney care
fu lly , but I a lw ays seem to  have a  lo t less 
th an  I expected  in the m orning.”

” T he M arquis and his com panion m ight 
be expensive gu ests,”  she rem arked.

“ I  generally p a y  th e  b ills ,” he confessed, 
frankly, “  b u t th e y  don ’t  com e to  much. 
The M arquis only  gets  his m oney four tim es 
a year, and he lost a hundred thousand 
francs gam bling a  w eek or tw o  a g o .”

"  R e a lly ,”  she m urm ured. “ N ow  w e 
m ust both p a y  more attention  to  th e  gam e.”  

H e accepted the hint, and relapsed into  
silence. P resen tly  his com panion picked up 
her winnings, and, w ith  a  p leasant little  
nod of farew ell to  her neighbour, took her 
leave. D agger R odw ell gazed a fte r  her w ist
fully.

”  I f  only  I had dared to  ask  her to  h ave  
a  drink ! ”  he sighed.

T h e lad y friend o f the M arquis de Verrais 
w atched th e  departure of D agger R o d w ell’s 
new acquaintance w ith  anxious eyes. She 
drew  her com panion into th e  background.

“  F ran cois,”  she asked, “  do y o u  know  
who th a t w om an was— th a t girl— there 
she is— talk in g  to  the D u ke  ? ”

"  N ever saw  her before in m y life ,”  the 
M arquis replied.

”  Y o u  have. Y o u ’ve  seen her o fte n ,”  th e  
girl w ent on. “  T h a t  is the w om an w ho 
com es som etim es to  the R egal and ca lls  
herself M adem oiselle A nn a. I ’v e  often  sa t 
on the n ext stool to  her th ere .”

"  I d io t ! ”  the M arquis declared, scorn 

fu lly . “  T h ere  is a  s ligh t likeness, b u t I 
te ll y o u — I, w ho am a ju d g e — th a t youn g 
w om an is a  person of consequence. H er 
jew els are real. L isten . W e will  prove 
th is .”

, T h e  M arquis de V errais had a large 
acqu ain tan ce  am ongst th e  frequenters of the 
place. H e  stopped a w ell-know n E nglish  
bookm aker w ho w as passing.

‘ ‘ M onsieur J ack so n ,”  he said, “ y ou are 
acqu ain ted  w ith  a ll th e  w orld. P lease te ll us 
th e  nam e o f th e  la d y  in th e  pearl-coloured 
dress and rubies, ta lk in g  to  the D uke 
th e re .”

M onsieur Jackson  glanced dow n the room, 
and nodded.

“  O ne o f our E n glish  b eau ties,”  he replied. 
“  T h e  H onourable Syb il Christian  her nam e 
is, the d au gh ter of L ord  F arro w d a le .”

“  I am  obliged to  y o u ,”  th e  M arquis 
acknow ledged. “  W ell, F ifin e  ? ”

Fifine w as lookin g a  little  dazed, b u t her 
‘ eyes w ere fixed upon th a t departin g figure.

“  T h a t w as M adem oiselle A n n a ,”  she 
repeated. “  She w as ta lk in g  w ith  th e  boy 
w ho w ins th e  m oney, whom  y o u  w ish me 
to  tak e  o u t to  supper to -n ig h t.”

“  Id iot 1 ”  the M arquis repeated, w earily.

PE T E R  H A M E S , th e  yo u n g A m erican 
painter and seeker a fte r  adven ture, in 
a  la z y  fit, had gone to  bed a t ten 

o ’clock. A t  m idn ight he w as aw akened 
sudden ly  to  find the telephone buzzin g by  
his side.

“  Is th a t Mr. P eter H am es ? ”  a  soft 
voice  inquired.

“  T h a t ’s r ig h t,”  was th e  electrified reply. 
“  W h a t are you  doing ? A re yo u  in bed 

y e t  ? ”
"  O f course n o t,”  w as the scornful but 

ly in g  response. “  W h o th in ks o f going to 
bed a t ten  o ’clo ck  ? I w as ju st going to  h ave  
a  la st  w h isk y  and soda, and finish a  book I 
am  reading.”

“  N ever m ind the w h isk y  and soda. I 
w an t you  to com e dow n and h a ve  it  w ith 
me a t the R e g a l.”

“  I ’ll be there in a  q u arter o f an h our,”  
P eter prom ised, cheerfu lly.

“  S a y  h a lf an hour. I t  w o n 't be necessary 
to-night, I ’m sure, b u t ju st  in case— y o u ’d 
b e tte r brin g y o u r— flask .”

“  I un derstan d.”
In less than  th e  appointed tim e, P eter 

H am es had dressed and m ade his w ay  
dow n th e  hill to  B eausoleil. H e  found a 
retired sp ot for his car, and entered 'the 
C afe R egal. T fie  p lace as y e t  w as alm ost 
em p ty, b u t M adem oiselle A n n a w as seated 
upon her accustom ed stool, sm oking a 
c iga rette  in a  long holder, and ta lk in g  
co n fiden tia lly  to th e  barm an. She beckoned 
P eter H am es to  her side.
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'T'he lady friend of the Marquis 
de Verrais drew him into the 

background. “ Frangois,”  she
asked, “ do you know who that 

woman is?”

“  S it  close to  m e, p lease,”  she in vited , 
“  and listen . I  o u g h t to  h ave  to ld  you  before. 
I  ow e you  a ll th e  confidence in  th e  w orld. 
H ow ever, I te ll y o u  now. Since th e  affair 
o f M onsieur th e  chem ist, th is  p lace has 
belonged to  me. M adam e L ap o u ge is m y 
w om an ; John here does as I te ll him . T h a t 
is w h y  now  and th en  I h a ve  been ab le  to 
p ick  u p  scraps of in terestin g in fo rm atio n .”

“  Y o u  m igh t h a v e  to ld  m e,”  P e te r  H am es 
said  s im p ly .

She recognized th e  h u rt in  his tone, laid  
her hand im p u lsive ly  upon his, an d  pressed it.

“  F o rg ive  m e,”  she begged. "  R eticen ce 
has becom e alm ost a  vice  w ith  me. T h is 
lit t le  w orld here is so sm all.”

“  G o on, p lea se,”  he enjoined. “  I am  
pacified. Y o u  h a v e  som e w ork  fo r me, I 
hope ? ”

“  T h ere  m ay b e ,”  she a d m itted . “  There 
is a  y o u n g  E n glish m an  o ve r here— a  yo u n g 
m an, v e ry  sim ple, w ho has been  w inning 
a  g rea t deal o f m on ey. I.egrand e has got 
hold of him — L egran de, if  you p lease, posing
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as the M arquis de V errais— and Fifine, m y 
little  neighbour a t  th e  bar, posing as his 
m istress and an actress a t  th e  O pera 
Com ique. T he little  beast v e ry  n early  reco g
nized me th is evening. T n ever dream ed of 
her gettin g  the entree to  the Sportin g Club. 
M ost nights, to  w ind up w ith , th e y  com e 
here. T h e y  m ake th is  yo u n g m an p re tty  
well drunk— you know  how  clever L egran d e 
is a t  it— and th e y  help th em selves to  his 
loose m ille notes. I h a ve  s a t here and seen 
L egrande tak e  the notes from  him  w h ilst 
Fifine has been w hispering in his ear. 
H ow ever, enough of th a t. T h e y  are planning 
a  m uch bigger thing. W h a t it  is I d o n ’t  
know, b u t th ey  h ave  sent for the three m en 
we know  as the ‘ Three M usketeers,’ w ho 
w ill rob or m urder a n y b o d y  for a  m ille, and 
the three are now  upstairs in the salon.”

“  Looks litre a  d ir ty  business,”  P eter 
H am es com m ented.

“  I am  afraid it  is ,”  she agreed. “  N ow  
p resently the M arquis, as he calls him self, 
and the yo u n g m an and Fifine w ill be here. 
I cannot be certain  if Fifine recognized m e 
to-night, but I am  ab so lu te ly  sure th a t 
she was suspicious. I  m ean t to use th e  
m icrophone from  the sm all bedroom , b u t 
if th ey  did recognize me, o f course 
the w hole thing is finished. W ill y o u  ta k e  
th a t on ? ”

“  R a th er,”  he assented.
“  I ’m afraid I ’m lea v in g  yo u  ail th e  w o rk ,”  

she sighed, ”  b u t I kn ow  th a t  little  ca t 
w ill never let m e o u t o f her sight. If y o u  
w ouldn ’t  mind ju s t  h avin g one m ore w hisky, 
and gettin g up to  th e  salon, I shall c lear o u t 
quietly. L egran de w ill go upstairs to  m eet 
these three desperadoes, and you w ill listen 
to  his orders. I ’ll te ll you  one thin g. 
I ’m sure it  w on’t  be for to-night. 
T h e y ’ll w an t to h ave  all th e  yo u n g m a n ’s 
m oney. M eet me to-m orrow  m orning a t  
the bar o f the H otel de P aris  a t  eleven 
o ’clock, and te ll m e w h at y o u  h a ve  
d iscovered .”

PE T E R  H A M E S  had discovered a grea t 
deal when he m et S y b il Christian  a t  
eleven  o’clock  the n ex t m orning in the 

H otel de Paris bar. H er face grew  graver 
all the tim e as she listened. .

*' T he one w eak point abou t it  th a t I 
can see,” he rem arked, as he drew  to  an end 
of his story, " is this : W h at w ould happen 
if, instead of w inning to-m orrow  n ight a t  
Nice, th is youn g man, D agger R odw ell, 
should lose his m oney. It  seem s to  m e th e y 're  
risking th e  w hole grab .”

Syb il shook her head.
”  L egrande is no fool," she declared. 

‘ ‘ I f  he sees th a t th e  lu ck  has changed 
there, he w ill m ake Fifine stop th e  p lay  
and ta k e  R odw ell o u t to  supper. T hen

th e y 'll bring him  back, and everyth in g w ill 
proceed according to  program m e.”

P eter H am es m editated  for a  few  m inutes. 
“  A re these three m usketeers rea lly  clever 

fellow s ? ”  he asked.
"  T h e y ’re slippery, treacherous, and 

d iab o lically  cu n n in g ," she assured him.
T hen  1 h a ve  an am endm ent to  propose. 

L isten, p lease.”
S y b il listened, and th e  am endm ent w as 

carried.

AT  abou t tw e n ty  p ast tw o  in th e  morn- 
L ing, a  large and com fortable  lim ousine 

w as driven  o u t o f Nice. Inside, 
Fifine w as sittin g  w ith  one arm  around 
D agger R o d w ell’s neck, and his arm , it  m ust 
b e  confessed, w as round her w aist. She had 
throw n off her hat, and her head rested 
upon his shoulder. O utside, M onsieur le 
M arquis, b y  th e  side of th e  chauffeur, 
w as ap p aren tly  enjoying the view  so 
m uch th a t, n otw ithstan ding th e  jealousy 
insisted upon b y  Fifine, he never once 
looked round.

" I  s a y ,"  D agger R odw ell asked once, as 
he ven tu red  to  snatch a  w illin gly-returned 
kiss, "  is th is a ll right w ith  the M arquis 
there ? ”

O f course it is, you stu p id ,”  she answered. 
“  H e has to  le t  me do w h at I like  or I 
w ou ldn ’t  s ta y  w ith  him. A re n ’t  you  
glad ? W e d id n ’t  w an t him  in here.”

T h e youn g m an dem onstrated his satis
faction, and th e ir heads rem ained only  a  
few  inches apart.

“  Such luck as y o u rs,”  she m urm ured, 
“  I  h ave  never seen. W h a t w as it you to o k  
w ith  yo u  ? ”

“  F iv e  thousand pounds.”
“  A n d  how  m uch did you  w in ? ”
”  Just ab ou t another five  th o u san d ,”  he 

confided, his eyes a lig h t w ith  th e  joyT of his 
success.

T h e y  m ounted high and higher. N ow  th e  
bluff and ligh ts of C ap F erra t stretch ed  out 
beneath them . T h e high lights of E ze, 
few  but clear, confronted them  on th e  right. 
Fifine w as glancing from  side to side w ith  
eager eyes.

“  W h y  are you  trem blin g ? ”  he asked.
” I  d o n ’t  w an t to  get b a ck  to  M onte 

Carlo too  q u ic k ly ,”  she sighed.
“  H ullo, w h a t ’s th is  ? ”  her com panion 

rem arked, looking out of th e  window. ”  A  
car broken dow n ? ”

T he events of the n ex t tew  seconds were 
am azing and speedy. A  dark form , flashing 
an electric ligh t, stepped o u t into  th e  road, 
the brakes were p u t on th e ir car, and it  w as 
brought to  a  stan dstill. Through th e  w indow  
th e y  cau gh t a  m om entary glim pse of a 
strange little  panoram a. T h ey  saw  th e  
chauffeur flung off th e  box, saw  him  rolling
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R ecognizmg the hurt in his tone, she 
laid her hand impulsively upon his, 

and pressed it.

Vol. Ixxxii.—2 2 .
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for a  m om ent in th e  d u sty  road, spring up and 
run for th e  sheltering w oods upon th e  le ft. 
Monsieur le  M arquis, looking v e ry  dazed, 
made a  brave show of tack lin g  th e  aggressor, 
but received a  blow  w hich placed him  alm ost 
im m ediately hors de combat. T here w as no 
tim e to  w atch  more, for their ow n troubles 
had begun. T h e door had been throw n 
open, and the m uzzle of a  v e ry  ugly-lookin g 
gun w as poked to  w ith in  a  couple of fee t of 
D agger R o d w ell’s forehead.

“ Y o u r pocket-book— quick  as hell ! "  a 
gruff voice  dem anded.

D agger R odw ell crouched back, and 
clenched his fist. In another m om ent he 
would have been upon his assailant, gun or

no gun, but F ifin e ’s arm s were around his 
neck.

“  D on ’t  hu rt him  ! ”  she shrieked. “  H e 
shall not be hurt. H e re ! T h e  p ocket-book 
is nothing: T ak e  i t ! "

B efore he could recover from  his am aze
m ent, she had t h r u s t h e r  hand into  his 
pocket, brou ght out th e  pocket-book, and
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Tn another moment Dagger 
*■  Rcdwell would have been 
upon his assailant, gun or no 
gun, but Fifine flung her arms 

round his neck.

flung it  through the open door to  the m an 
whom  th e y  could now  see dim ly. W ith ou t 
a  word the door was slam m ed, the man 
joined his com panion, and both disappeared. 
D agger Rodw ell shook him self free from  the 
girl’s arms.

Here, I say  ! ”  he cried. “  I ’m not going 
to  stand this. T h a t's  eve ry  p en ny I ’v e  got 
in the world, F ifine.”

H e would have killed y o u ,” she sobbed. 
“  There was a m an m urdered here last year. 
H e w ould have killed you ! W e can do 
w ithout m oney. T h e M arquis has p le n ty .” 

“  I ’m  going a fte r  mine, a n y w a y ,”  D agger 
R odw ell declared, pushing her aw ay.

H e sprang into  th e  centre o f th e  road. 
A lm ost im m ed iate ly  another car cam e 
rushing round the corner, and pulled up. 
B efore he knew  where he w as, th ere  were 
m ore autom atics, and a chorus of cries and 
exclam ations. M. le M arquis cam e staggering 
into  the little  circle o f ligh t throw n  b y  the 
headlights o f th e  new ly-arrived  autom obile. 
H e ta ck led  one of th e  new com ers w ith  m uch 
apparent courage. T h e o th er tw o  w ere 
w ithin a  few  feet o f D agger R odw ell, a 
villainous-looking pair, and o b vio u sly  m ean
ing business.

“ T hrow  up yo u r hands ! ”  F ifine shrieked 
from  th e  car. “  W h a t does it  m a tte r ? ”
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D agger Rod w ell did as he w as bidden. 

A fter all, w h at d id  it  m a tte r?

TH E  lu ck iest youn g m an in th e  w orld  
received th e  shock o f his life  w hen, on 
a rriv in g  a t  th e  H o tel de P aris, a t  four 

o 'c lo ck  in the m orning, scratched, bruised, 
dishevelled, and p ra ctica lly  penniless, he 
w as tak en  charge o f b y  th e  n igh t concierge, 
to  whom  he had begun t o  te ll his story, 
and ushered in to  a  sitting-room  on th e  
second floor. T here he saw  th e  aristocratic  
young lad y w ho had vou chsafed  to  ta lk  to  
him  a t  the gam ing tab le , and tw o  good- 
hum oured-looking gian ts o f men, both  of 
whom  were strangers to  him.

“ I say------ ”  he began.
P eter H am es m ixed  a  generous w h isky  

and soda, and handed it  to  th e  dazed new 
com er. T h e la tte r  drained h alf its  con
tents, and set it  dow n. O nce m ore he looked 
round the room , and th is  tim e he saw , also, 
upon the tab le , his bulging" p ocket-book. 
H e gave  a  lit t le  gasp, P e ter H am es nodded 
as he saw  th e  direction  in w h ich  h is  e yes had 
travelled.

“  T h a t ’s yo u r p ocket-book a ll r ig h t/ ’ he 
assured him . “  M s s  Christiair, T th in k  i t  
would be alm ost best i f  you  explain ed to  our 
young friend.”

S y b il sm iled.
" Y o u  rem em ber m y  sp eakin g to  y o u  a t  

the Sporting C lu b  ? ”  she asked him .
”  O f course I d o ,”  he answ ered.

W ell, th a t m an whom  you  to ld  m e w as 
the M arquis de V erra is w as, as I knew , a  
rogue and an adventurer. T ile  w om an w ith  
him  w as a  lit t le  cocotte  of th e  place— never 
been near th e  O pera Com ique in her life. 
W h at th e y  w ere a fter w as yo u r m oney. 
I t  is rath er a h o bby of m in e,”  she w en t 
on, ” and o f m y tw o  friends here, to  in ter
fere where it  is possible in a ffa irs like  yours. 
I shall n ot te ll you  how, and you  m ust 
never ask  me, b u t Mr. H am es and I got to

kn ow  th a t  y o u  w ere to  be tak en  to  N ice w ith  
a ll th e  m on ey y o u  possessed, and induced to  
gam ble. If  you  show ed sign s of losing, th e y  
w ould brin g  you hom e ; i f  yo u  w on, so m uch 
th e  better. T hen  th e y  arranged a  little  h old
up, and robbery, on th e  C om ich e R o a d .”

“  B u t  th ere  were tw o  sets o f robbers ! 
the yo u n g m an pointed out, ra isin g his glass 
once m ore to  his lips, and d ra in in g  its 
contents.

“  Q u ite  so ,"  S y b il agreed. ‘ O ur first 
idea  w as to  w a it  u n til th e  three m en w ho 
w ork for yo u r sham  M arquis had robbed you 
o f the p ocket-book, and then in terfere  o u r
selves, and ge t it  b a ck  for you. M r. H am es, 
how ever, had a  b e tte r  idea. H e p o in ted  out 
th a t  these three th ieves w ere absolutely  
reckless, an d  w ould use kn ives as  freely  as 
an E nglishm an does his fist, and, how ever 
c lever and q u ick  m y  tw o  friends here were, 
m igh t v e ry  e asily  ge t a w a y  w ith  th e  pocket- 
book. If  w e called in  the police, w ho, b y  
the, by; n ever p a y  m uch a tte n tio n  to  these 
affairs unless th e y  h a v e  d irect inform ation  
them selves, th e y  were v e ry  u n lik e ly  to  
p atrol th e  C o m ich e  R o ad  ju s t  on th e  strength 
o f  our w ord. A ccordin gly, w e changed our 
idea. M y tw o  friends here held up  y o u r car, 
robbed you  first, and the th ree  men w ho 
had been hired to  ta k e  th e  pocket-book 
a w a y  from  y o u  a t  a n y  price, arrived a few  
m in utes to o  la te . T here is y o u r pocket- 
book, a n d  a ll you  h ave  to do is to  shake hands 
w ith  M r. P e ter H am es and M r. P a d d y  C o llirs  
here, and th a n k  them  v e ry  p re ttily  for 
lo okin g a fte r y o u .”

T h e yo u n g m an stood up, and  those blue 
eyes o f his w ere v e ry  b righ t. H e w rung the 
hands of th e  tw o  men, and he held out his 
tu m b ler w illin g ly  a t P a d d y  C ollins's sug
gestion.

“  Y o u  a ren ’t  going to  te ll m e a fter th is / ’ 
he rem arked, lo okin g across a t Syb il, w ith  
a  tw in k le  in h is  eyes, “  th a t  I ’m n ot the 
lu ck iest yo u n g m an in  th e  w orld ? ”



323

THE LIFT

T H E  hall-porter of Stafford H all lived  
w ith  his w ife  in th e  fron t basem ent, 
the w indow s of w hich afforded a 
sort of w orm ’s-eye v ie w  of the w orld 

w ith ou t, a world' m ade up, for the m ost part, 
o f low er extrem ities and as m uch above as 
m ight be, according to  pedestrian s’ d istance 
from  the building or the variab le  len gth  of 
skirts.

L iv in g  a t such a level, they  m ay be per
m itted  a l iv e ly  in terest in the affairs of those 
in the house above, w hose n ether m em bers 
w ere so fam iliar. T h e y  were like  stage 
hands in a theatre, seeing the actors and 
scenery com ing and going, helping w ith  
m inor props, but seldom  understanding the 
com edies or tragedies th a t were enacted  out 
o f their hearing.

O f the th irty  ten ants in  the building, Mr. 
and Mrs. W ilkes— num ber fifty-tw o, fifth 
floor— were regarded m ost fav o u ra b ly  by  
th e  hall-porter and his w ife. Though th e y  
agreed upon the general d esirab ility  o f the 
W ilkeses, each had special and personal 
reason for lik in g  either of the young couple. 
T h e hall-porter respected Mr. W ilk es for 
q u ite  a num ber of thin gs and appreciated 
the liberal tip s w hich cam e regu larly  from  
him . His w ife  liked Mrs. W ilkes because 
she was a “  genteel lit t le  body ”  and m ost 
generous abou t her discarded finery. Their 
idea of an acceptable heaven w as a  house 
fu ll of couples like  the W ilkeses, quiet, 
happy, giving no trouble.

Stafford H all boasted an autom atic lift, an 
early  typ e  and shaky, th a t slid  up and down 
on greasy guides in the stair w ell and was 
screened round w ith  gilded wire mesh, 
w hich— through no in tent of its  builder—  
entertained passengers w ith  a leisurely 
scru tin y o f each landing a t  the expense of 
seem ing a  m oving m enagerie them selves.

Once in a w hile, but not often  enough to  
g iv e  ten ants the im pression th a t th ey  were 
liv in g  in cheap flats w ith ou t a lift, som ething 
w ould go w rong in th e  com plicated m ass of

drum s and cables and gears w hich filled a 
special space a t  th e  fo ot of th e  stairs in the 
basem ent, a ponderous m achine which made 
more w onderful th e  slender pow er cable  and 
sw itch  th a t could set it  in m otion. W hen 
su th  an accident occurred the l if t  w ould stop 
w herever it  happened to  be, and m ost of the 
ten ants, a t some tim e or other, had learned 
how it  feels to  be a  can ary  imprisoned, 
suspended, in a cage.

B ecause of th e  hal!-porter’s fam iliarity  
w ith  the vagaries of the m achinery, these 
infrequent lapses were rarely  o f long dura
tion, though, w hile  th e y  caused no great 
inconvenience to  those on the low er floors, 
th ey  did force into  th e  hom ecom ings of 
dw ellers on the fourtb , fifth , and s ixth  a 
little  e xtra  and unw onted exercise. A t  any 
rate, w alkin g up w as p referable  to  being 
stu ck  betw een floors.

O ne d a y  in A u g u st the hall-porter, carry
ing a  couple of th e  m orning papers th a t he 
had salvaged  from  dust-bins, cam e into  his 
k itchen  for dinner. “  P r e tty  quiet n ow ,” 
he observed, soaping his hands a t  the sink. 
“  So m any gone aw ay for th e  m on th .”  
Then, through the m uffling w eb  of the roller 
tow el, “  T h e W ilkeses had the dickens of a 
row th is m orning.”

“  N o ! T h e Wilkeses / ”  H is w ife  turned 
her hot face from  th e  gas stove. "  H ow  d ’you 
know  ? ”

“  H ow  do I know  ? f  heard them . I was 
in fifty-th ree, cleaning out th a t kitchen sink, 
and I couldn ’t  help hearing th e m .”

“ M oney, I suppose,”  she grunted, a 
w atchfu l eye on th e  stew . “  I t  gen era lly  is .”

“  No, it  w asn ’t  th a t. H e ’s jealous— as 
m uch as told her she w as deceiving h im .”

“  W h o ? Her ? H e ’s crazy. N ow  if  it
w as som e w om en abou t here------  B u t her !
H e ’s cra z y .”

”  O f course ! H e 's w rong. 1 know  a ll 
abou t it. Y o u  see, last n igh t w hen I ’m 
p u ttin g  o u t th e  h all lig h t she com es in, and 
ju st then  o u t com es th a t chap— the fellow
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w ith th e  cane— th a t ’s here eve ry  n igh t to  
see th a t Miss D e C ourcy in tw en ty-four. 
W ell, W ilkes happens to  com e hom e right 
on her heels, you  m ight say, and m eets the 
guy in fron t of th e  door. A nd he th in ks 
they ju st separated in the hall. See ?

“  W ell, th e y ’re a t i t  ham m er and tongs 
this m orning— carrying-on from  la st night, 
I shouldn ’t  be surprised. She says, ' Y o u ’re 
insulting ! I w on ’t  stand it  ! Y o u ’ll h ave  to 
apologize for th is .’ A nd he says, ‘ I  w ish to  
God I could, but it  looks d am n ’ suspicious 
to me. B u t  I ’ll te ll you  w h at I  will do : 
I ’ll g iv e  th a t w aster a  good bash on the nose 
if I see him  abou t here again. I to o k  a  good 
look a t h im .’

“  I t  w as a  w onderful broadcast, and me, 
w ith  m y  head under the sink n e x t door, 
tak in g  it  a ll in. I f  he d idn ’t  sp lit  th a t door, 
th e  w ay  he slam m ed it------ ”

“  Y o u ’d b e tte r te ll him  w h at re a lly  h ap 
pened.”

“  W ho ? Me ? N o t l ik e ly  ! M ixing in 
other people’s affairs is som ething I d o n ’t  
get p aid  for. Though if  he asked m e— he 
saw  m e there in the h all last n ig h t.”

“  H e ’d n ever ask you. So, i f  you w on’t  
te ll him , I w ill .”

“  W h a t ! A nd let it  o u t th a t I  listen ed—  
m ake a sp y out of me ? ”

“  W ell, a ll right, then. I t 's  too bad, 
though. A  nice person lik e  her. I ’d  p u t 
him in his p lace if  he w as m ine.”

H er husband grinned. “  I ’ll  b e t you 
w ou ld .”  B u t  he w as reflective  as he began 
his meal.

TH A T  evenin g w hen he returned to  his 
quarters his w ife  announced, w ith  
evid en t satisfaction , “  I saw  th e  

W ilkeses go by. She had on those p rett}' 
a lligator-skin  shoes. Y o u  n ever see her 
stockings w rin kled  or tw isted . I reckon 
th e y ’v e  m ade it  up betw een  them — w alking 
close togeth er, th e y  w ere.”

“  Y e s. E v e ry th in g  is rosy, I dare say.
She regarded him  s ly ly . “  H a v e  y o u  been 

a t th a t sink again ? ”
“  No. I finished th a t  th is m orning. T h e 

fifth  floor is qu iet now, w ith  everyone aw ay 
b u t the W ilk eses .”

"  T hen------  H ere, you d id n ’t  te ll him  ? ”
“  W h a t do you tak e  me for ? I d id n ’t  

h ave  to .”
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"  O f course ’ ’— w ith  enticing sarcasm —  
“  he cam e and to ld  y o u  th e  w hole  business 
h im self.”

“  W ell— n o .”  T h e h all-p orter w as e n jo y 
ing her im patience. “  B u t  I happened to  be 
in the ce llar w hen th e  l i f t  s tarts  and th e  
indicator arrow  goes to  five— I th o u g h t it  
m ust be th e  W ilkeses because th e y ’re the 
o n ly  ones on the fifth . W hen I go upstairs 
a  couple of m inutes la te r the l if t  is stopped

it  and says, ‘ H ello, 
darling ! ’ —  o h ,  v e r y  
loving-like. W ell, I  go 
dow n to  the ce llar once 
morej and in a m inute 
I ge t th e  l if t  m oving. 
B y  the tim e I g et back 
up stairs th e y ’re going 
o u t o f th e  door, w ith  
W ilk es ta lk in g  his head 
o ff.”

“  W h a t a  b it o f luck 
for her ! I ’m  g la d .”

“  Y e s . S o ’m I .”  T h e 
hall-porter grinned com 
p lace n tly  as he filled his 
pipe.

“ W h a t  w a s  t h e  
m atter w ith  the l i f t  th is 
tim e ? ”

“ N o t h i n g .  A fte r  
W ilkes got a  good look 
a t  th a t  chap  I o n ly  
w e n t  d o w n  and—  
sw itch ed  on th e  current 
a ga in .”

betw een  th e  first and second, and, sure 
enough, the W ilkeses are in it.

“  H e ’s w ild . Y e lls  a t  m e th a t  th e y ’ve  
g o t an engagem ent, and ca n ’t  I  p u t the th in g 
rig h t so th a t  th e y  can g et out. S h e ’s q u ie t : 
n o t a  w ord o u t o f her. So I h ave  to  go dow n 
stairs. B u t I d o n ’t  see a n yth in g  w rong w ith  
th e  m achinery. In  abou t ten  m in utes I ’m 
up again  and tell W ilk es  I ’l l  h a ve  to  t r y  all 
th e  doors, in case a connexion  got loose 
w hen the l i f t  w as com ing dow n. Y o u ’d 
th in k  he w as in there fo r life , h e ’s so w ild.

“  I t ’s a b o u t a  q u a rter to  e igh t w hen I get 
dow n to  th e  second, and w hile  I ’m  tinkering 
w ith  th e  door up com es th a t chap  to  see Miss 
D e C o u rcy— he n ever bothers w ith  th e  lift.

I s e e  t h e  W ilkeses 
w atchin g him  w hile he’s 
kn ockin g a t  tw en ty- 
four. D e C o u rcy opens

*c l i e ’s wild. He yells at me that 
-* they've got an engagement, and 

can't I  put the thing right so that 
they can get out.”
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PERPLEXITIES
1,068.— LEGAL TENDER.

When the proprietor of a drapery store decided 
to change his line of business, he sent to the bank 
the very Large number of farthings which had accumu
lated during some years of trading. Instead of stating 
their value in the ordinary way, he jocosely filled in 
the paying-in slip with the number of farthings in 
figures— five in all.

The cashier, who was a bit of a humorist also, 
returned the slip, by way of an informal receipt, 
without altering a figure, but introducing the symbols 
£— s— d in such a wSty as to give the value of the 
payment in a more conventional form.

What was this value ?

1,069.— A TRANS-POSER.
This is not a severe poser. All that you have to 

do is to rearrange the letters in the square so that 
each of the horizontal lines 
spells a word. You are, 
however, so to arrange the 
letters that the word in 
the first horizontal line 
also appears in the first 
vertical line, while the 
diagonal from top right to 
bottom left merely repeats 
the same letter.

E E E E
T T T T
M M M M
1 1 1 1

cent, of the female unmarried population. Therefore 
for every 28 males there were 42 females; i.c., out 
of a total of 28-1-42= 70 persons, the males constituted 
f § ,  or 40 per cent, of the unmarried population of 
Bolonia on January 1st.

1,064.— ANAGRAM ACROSTIC.

1. A grand tie
2. Beer in hat.
3. Neat Prose.
4. He rubs tan.
5. Tony items.
6. Hears Lear.
7. I hate Cork
8. City sense.
9. A  spy spied

T ragedian. 
H ibernate. 
E speranto 
S unbather. 
T estimony. 
R ehearsal. 
A rtichoke. 
N ecessity. 
D yspepsia.

1.065.— A LE TTE R  SUM. .

T he key word was :— I M P E R S O N A L  

■ 0 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9

The subtraction and addition sums were therefore :—  
822935 . 822935

9355 1643

81358° 824578

1,070.— ACROSTIC.
Here are the clues of four words each of seven 

letters :—
(t) A reed pipe which, though not musical, “  hath 

charms to soothe the savage breast.”
(2) So was the fatted calf, keeping the pose to the end.
(3) A little man ; you may get this bird in the tropics.
(4) The proper sphere in which men appear.
When the correct words are discovered, it will be

seen that four words of four letters are formed when the 
first, third, fifth and seventh lines are read downwards. 
To assist you further, here is an anagram of these four 
words : LE T MEN T A K E  INCOME.

1,071.— A  CATCHY TALE.
T hree sportsmen named George Washington Nunn, 

John Seddy, and Ananias Gort, were comparing notes 
in the inn parlour after a day’s fishing. None had 
caught the same number of fish as either of the others. 
Nunn overstated his catch to the same extent as 
Gort, and John Seddy did so too.

Nunn said he caught twice as many as Gort caught 
andf Seddy said he caught ; Seddy caught six less 
than half as many as Nunn andf Gort said they 
caught; and Gort said he caught twice as many as 
Nunn caught more than twice the number that Seddy 
said he caught.

The question is how many Gort caught and said 
he caught.

( fT o  avoid confusion, let it be stated that the 
word “  and ”  is used here in its correct sense, signify
ing addition.)

Solutions to Last Month’s Puzzles.
1,063.— FIND THE BACHELORS.

As the number of bridegrooms must have equalled 
the number of brides, 4.2 per cent, of the male un
married population on January 1st equals 2.8 per

1,066.— SQUARE DIAMONDS.

1,067.— SPECIAL CROSSWORD.

/
M

2 i 
0

3L % B
7
N b

9M 0 L E /0B A N D
f,M 0 L E I2b A N D
°M 0 L E /4b A N D
so *u "1 t> *b ?v 22Y
% u 1 D 2b u T Y
25q u 1 D 26d u T Y
27q u 1 D *D u T Y


