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ADVERTISEMENTS

-’The Wonders The Living Animals
of the World Of the V\orld

l {OR twopence a day you can POSSESS ONE increase in the
of the most beautiful and fascina 1
art books ever published This book is “THE

WONDERS OF THE WORLD.” the marvels

of nature and man as they exist to-d 1y. Never

before has such a wonderful idea been brought

to such perfection Here you have over 1.00 Vs Ll ,
: : y
beautiful pictures, selected fron early 1.00¢ :
and 28 beautiful coloured s, sh g the
world’s most wonderful = vith press ar
written by the most famous travellers
:
-
-
THE TAJ MAMAL FEAR

The }]l:l-t--h-l-:};::\ LOOK over hve Ciars to { ke . G . g

collect, and come from all parts of the world Zealand hil tl I a e, 1 ~

The two laige handsome volumes are printes
throughout on the finest
are i-"lli'.!l.l“}.' bound in half morocco leathes
elaborately gilded. “The Wonders of the i :
World” has been translated into almo Eavert the M 1 N
ruropenn language, and about a arte of a

million copies have been sold a fine I.r ti ny TH [i Ii()()K .‘\ I‘ .‘\ (i[_,.‘ .\C[i

as lo s great fascination It is a 2
|
work for every home .

Write lo-day, enclosing 4 v 3 t 4 | :

posiage, and we will send you FREE the fire Work Fr

i‘l] lf.l_‘,\"- ana o Col read ] | r t .' r : | :

paper worth s, F.ay Hea I H S P

IT IS SURE TO PLEASE YOU il you PRI

fhe STANDARD ART BOUK CO., Ltd. The STANDARD ART BOOK CD. 1 4.

(Dept. 1), 30-32, Ludgsate Hill, E.C. 4 Dept. 1), 30-32, Ludzate I1ill. .l
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London Correspondence Colley
Couvca (¢
Mr. W. B. MaxweLL; MrR. W Pert
would-be wr
Throug
and developed ;
and how
for which has never been so great,

spondence at a moderate fee.

THE

23, ALBION HOUSE,

————
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Art of Story ertm € ¥
Unique Course of Instruction (by post) Eﬁu% '

prepared by Distinguished Authors for ;I’

the London Correspondence College
(Founded 1909 by T, P. O'Cunnor, M.P.)

REAL and practical proficiency in the interesting and lucrative art of short Story
Writing can be acquired by anyone with aptitude for writing.

shi p of Mr. "-Ln Pemberton, who himself wrote some of the ‘c:w-nn-; and
Fer---m:di_\' directs the instruction, a special ‘Course in this subject has been prepared for the

e 'iJ\ the following famous: lulimtr. SIRARTHUR QUILLER-
Q "), Professor of English Literature .’ll Cambnridge ;
RI1DGE ; MR.
NEWMAN FrLower (Editor-in-Chief of Messrs. L‘:;saril and Co.).
iters not only what they want to know, but what Editors want them to know.
h his own work in connection with the lessons each student’s ability is discovered
he is shown how to achieve a practical mastery of style and technique
to make the best use of any talent he may have for writing stories
The mstruction is conducted entirely by corre-
Separate Courses are also provided in lourn;tlism. English
Composition, Literary Traiming, Verse Writing, and Mental Culture (

Application should be made at once for Prospectus—post free from The SECRETARY

LONDON CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE

NEW OXFORD

Under the general

Mrs. W, K. CLIFFORD ;
CHARLES GARVICE ; and MR,
The Course teaches

—the demand

.ogical Reasoning).

STREET, LONDON, W.C.L

Jwo of the best -

writing ‘nstruments obtainab'a They
aré made a Eagiaod, of Anest
quality malerial by Hntish las -Jur,
and are the resnit of over

Yealw ex[wrianos (o pen ::.nulur.u.u.

PFECOPDEP

STYLO PEN

Gald and Plau

atnun P) b f
Gold Spnng “cmi e Can 10 6

b- camel la aay ;ml fon

) FOUNTAIN PEN

Fitled with liet. Oold
Irdium Tipped Niba, o 12/6

poamta o sl all writer

To be had of a1l Biarionars or from

Eale Makege.

75
\ NEWGATE
STREET
LCNDON
E.C. 1,

WDMEN WHO VALUE HEALTH

MUST WEAR
THE

“Perfect’
BUST
SUPPORT

IRELD.)

POST FRER

59

® 5 REASONS WHY.

oNE e by wteptend mey

.- (BTN
an:e wads in Fowe
White Paripe tmd Aavetlly
1Fl ) fatgeey orih Lutlens,
b d in posiima in fova Wl
Woel ryw aedd g, S

alie, sml washakig
T*o P i faeed 8t the back witn @ - slatc o,

!a avabon fiv | o bivrg oe 1 3
~rmperiha ’ & lun_n { 't“
THREE“" 8 d pres ferm ant' Bupp esese of fguae

Cingers sl A resscs, sad 8l rhond
_5\a. e wlhed e g vl B B

¥ LA: rut,r.g-‘

Insaingl

M ptive fHife. A Peen e
& leviact Bust F yppen
FOUR it 4 “rogpet 10 remeove 1he walgha of 1he Do fpeam §

- bewt Th sat and Neer, dot aeis w0 ol ahuwes -n:
‘elew the Caltar Be o sad o u dhlgurement Ly e o
Bengiog of 150 ilrast

o and sesiness, sad  Flves
i Yy aed Lenecy 8f swtine
wod lmp sver

CEDER FROM—
EDWIN TURPIN & CO, LTD,, Dept 262,
19/21, LUDGATE MILL, ECA.




- NEURASTHENIA

T
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R I T S

ADVERTISEMENTS

(The Twentieth Century Disease)
NATURE'S OWN CURE.

Medicines and drugs, diet treatments, exercise
cures " have alike proved incapable of, or ouly
temporarily successful in, overcoming this cend
wonder, then, that the neurasthenic despairs of a cure—regards
himsell or herself as incurable. Z

Neurasthenin arises from luck of Nerve Force. The only
method of restoring lost Nerve Force is to recharge the system
with Electricity, the natural force secreted in the amr we
breathe, and which in itself is scarcely distinguishable from
Nerve Force.  For years the difficulty of the Sciesuist and the
Physician has been 10 find a means. a1t once cheap, cenvenient,
‘n;r.clomfoﬂuh!n to the patient, of employing this wreat vitals-
ing natural force, Until the Polvermacher Elecurological
Treatment overcame these objections, Electrical Treatment

WS SeSIvATe T Svel aeis
MAKE UP YOUR MIND 100 much confined to
TO INVESTIBATE THE [ouUIiDE | expersive  hospitals
PULVERMACHER and institutions for
ELECTRIC TREATY. any byt & very rich
MENT TO-DAY. PRSIy

INDECIZION NOW MAY COST YOU A LIFETIME OF
ILL-NEALTH AND SUFFERING. WAITE FOR FREK
PARTICULARS TO-DAY.

ELECTRICITY — THE  NATURAL CURE.

To-day the Pulvermacher Treatment beings it in it best
form within the reach of all. You can carry out this most
succesaful form of Elecirical Treatment in your own home.
ch;; wear the Pulvermacher Electrical Appliances at work
or at y-

HAVE YOU ANY OF THESE SYMPTOMS ?

If your nerves are weak or disordered, if your limbs tremble,
if you have numbness or nerve pains, if you are inclined to
brood over your affairs, if you are pervoes, fimerous, und
undecided, if you worry over trifles and fesr f r the futnre, if
your memory and will are weak, if you lack self-confidence, if
you feel crushed snd choked in a milway carripge o closed
roums, if you fesl dizry in open (horourhiares or nervous

a crowd—these are il symptoms of Newrasthenia, and
should not be neglecied. A Free Hook, entitled * A Guide
to Health and Strength” describes how the wonderfully
sutcessful Pulvermacher ical Treatment cores quickly
and permanently Neurasthegpia, Nervous Dyspepsia, Nervous
Disorders, and the many functionsl ‘iroubles due to lack of
Nerve Force,

INQUIRY COUPON.

posting this FREE FORM TO.DAY jeu il rece
3’- “G‘:fms T0 Hni.ullu-u sl'll'lh(.'l'n_“ :i‘..‘d: 1,;:

inisd the way successiully te thewsands Veu place
;:nnl'l' under no obligatiun by spplying for (bis L,‘_

and particulars of the Pulvermacher Appliscces
Nawe
Address

to ihes Superiaicndent, Pulvermacher Eleciraiogical
Lid,, 165, Valkas Nonse, 53, Lodgate MM, Londen,
4 Hutonimsos's Storv Mas

THE ELECTRIC CU
IS POPULAR

As Pleasant as it is Effecti

IT is grand to put on an electric battery whi
lying down resting, and feel its exhilarati
influence in every nerve and muscle, Th
15 no inconvenience attached to it in
way. One hour's daily application is sufficien!
There is not the slightest shock or irritath
but a gentle, soothing warmth that goes di
to the nerve centres. That kind of electri
cures, and the cure it gives is permanent.

People will sométimes try an ordinary batte
(made, no doubt, for commercial purposes), @
a shocking current, which irritates the nerv
and conclude that electricity is not suitablel
It will not do any good in that form. g
current must be given without shock—witho
irritation of any kind—and in this way the \‘ﬁ’r
weakest individuals can be built up. |

No one is too weak to use electricity. ﬁ”
such cases a longer building-up process is
quired. DBut the results are just as certain 88
water is to extinguish fire when applied #
sufficient quantities. If a proper battery #
used it is possible to supply a very strofif
current, free from all inconveniences. o
much more pleasant it is to be cured in S
way, while resting, than to be pouring meﬁ'
cine into the poor, weakened stomach, until #
is impossible to do without it. This drug ha
grows on one like the whisky habit; and
wonder, as alcohol forms the chief ingredien
of many preparations. [t is simply addi
more poison to the weakened organs. Wi
not stop it ?

Rheumatic sufferers, those crippled wit
Lumbago, Sciatica, or Gout; the victim
weakened stomach, kidneys, liver, bowels,
bladder ; the person with the shattered nerv
sysiem, and sufiering from Paralysis, Epile
Neurasthenia, Insomnia, or Neuralgia, shou
seck a restoration to health in the electric
Don't say, “It might not do me any good
It will do you good if you resort to the rig
means. It will cure you,

There is a book for free distribution ameng
readers of HUTCHINSON'S STORY MAGAZIN
which covers the subject fully. You should
be without it if you are not in possession of
fect health, It tells the cause of weakness 2
disease, and how a cure can be gained.
describes the most successful remedy known
the “Ajax " Dry-Cell Body Battery.
history of many cases is sent with the hm*]
It costs you nothing 1o get it. {

Write at once to The British Electric Insth
tute (Dept. 171) (Ajax Ld.), 25, Holbom :a

duct, London, E.C.1, and you will receive
return post the most valuable book ever
liished on the subject. It is sent in & ‘Pw
scaled envelope, together with full informatiof
concerning the Uesatiment, free.




TRAMMO ST QUALIFICATION) PROWMOTION \ WROSPERNTY

It is in your awn power to make or mar Your Future, the
all-important factor being to take up the right course of training—NOW

Hard on the heels of ended hostilities, the business world is pulling itsell together for
& mighty efiort to overtake the lost progress entailed by vears of war, and now is the
IJS_\'-_‘hn’ﬂ_;n_al time to start training for one of the many big positions which will be
available during the period of Reconstruction.

In order to establish yourself firmly in life you should select a profi

the commu , and"which affords unlimited scdpe for energy, enterp
merit ;. one t is not overcrowded, or affected by fluctuations of trade.
The training provided by the METROPOLITAN COLLEGE—the 'V.H"! of Secretarial and
‘Oﬂouauuw lnlnlnn leads the way to a career salisfying all these essential requirements. It paves,
T you. the road not only to the monetary success of “:'" business man, but also to that ine H!hnr\!-".e
status " which is so much valued by the profess 11-'111 man
Such a training is open to you, without serving under articles, withGut payment of any premiium,

and at almost negligible expense
! by the METROPOLITAN COLLEGE-- taken

ion which is indispensable to
>, business capacity and real

For instance, the Bmillil“'d Postal Tflll'l'l'l' provi i
at Mm, in your spare time—will t}lf'trﬂi)' enable you o became a

Practizsing Accountant Municipal Accountant & i ) : ——
S B RN R A SR _ SPECIAL FEATURES:

colhplnf Secretary Cost Accountant v Id;&;nfeﬂl F:r' I::I;:V“H mo'_;..‘:ccev’.!:llhc':“-l

Private Secretary Auditer Secretaries’ exam than any other

lncome Tax Export  Casbier , Scuiaing contrs i the Beicieh Ielss e

Coats.draftaman etc. Secretarial qla in the l-.!ngftom. cnm-

or to select from imnumemble other good | e p- il Fiaal Beaowimen 4ag Suarutums

QPf:mngs subdiv 1stons of the very \t‘llll: range 1 3 The fess are mast moderate, and may, i desived,

- e 4 b r inatal
of\'ﬁi AR ”r“” e Is s .!‘,'I' ‘hl: -"enr'r.ll erm ol 4 l'lr-iru.\-l. .‘ :.uu--‘n.' « Puresy when gualifind
Accountancy a.n-i. Secretanal Appointments. ; —

No é::-i-_.-un' undertaking ur,c:h:-r a large private firm, limited comps or public body
S CAN CarTy irrespective of “booms”™ or * slumps,” without the skilled tance which the
31::;:_“1,;‘-"_,. '.n e training will qualify YOU to render, and therefore vou can form no wisee

fecision than to write to-day (a postcard will suffice) for the STUDENT'S ‘Ulﬂ: fR[E AND

NST PAID — and '._'-'.':l.. slars of the splendid Prize amd Sche larship Scheme, You will e under
Bo abligation.e

T™H ") p—— | th 1O Taald

he L-... ege provides the most valuable A NEW CAREER FOR WOMEN.
mmse of study for every person (ol either sex, |

tweeny the nges of 16 and 60) desirons of " Acoomntancy 15 undoubted me of

Obtaining success in Aecountancy, Secretaryship, THE professions of the present the future

kiny or any other sphere in the warld of | for Mumrn -A Woman Accountant in the

Bﬂ‘hne,g | '"Star.”

Send to-day for the FREE GUIDE.

METROPOLITAN COLLEGE,

Dept. 91, ST. ALBANS.

i
!
|
:
|
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London County Westminster
and Parr’s Bank Limited

ESTABLISHED IN 1836 *

Chafrman s WALTER LEAF, Esq. Deputy-Chafrmen © SIR MONTAGU TURNER. R. HUGH TENNANT,. Ex 1

RISED CAPITAL - £33,000,000 31t DECEMBIR, 1818, |
BEEND ' cap TAI.. 3'3,3' 0 Current, Deposi! ane other Aoocounts E282,087, 701 :
st s b . Ay 198 Cash in Hand and st Bank of England - 47,476,804 | |
EEEE NPT AL . L. 53 6,830,990  Mgggy st Cail and Short Notics - 30.970,18¢ |

RESBERVE ST Tl 7,430,086  Advances and Discounts - . .« 141,801,912 l

Head Office: 41, LOTHBURY, E.C.2. |

Joint General Managers : F. . BARTHORPE. J. W. BUCKHURST, J. C. ROBERTSON |
Foreign Branch Office: 82, CORNHILL, E.C.3. i

ANTWERP BRANCH - - - - 41, Place de Meir.
SPANISH BRANCHES : BARCELONA : Paseo de Gracia 8& 10. MADRID : Calle de Alesla 43
AFFILIATED IN FRANCE : London County & Westminster Bank (Paris', Limited.

PARIS: - 22, Place Vendome. BORDEAUX : 22 & 24, Cours de I'Intendance.
LYONS : 37, Rue de la Republigue. MARSEILLES : . - 31, Rue Paradis.

AFFILIATED IN IRELAND : - . = Ulster Bank Limited.

All Cheques on the Ulstor Bank will be collocted for Castomers of this Eank, [ree of Commission

The Bank Is represented by Brasches or Agents in all the Prisc ipal Citles and
Towns of the United Kingdom and has-Correspandents threughout the World.

EXECUTOR AND TRUSTEE DUTIES UNDERTAKEN.

h =

In 3 montps’ time
you could play this at sigbtl..

& b e st T R

Think what it means to be able to sit down st the piano, to pen a difficult and hith

of music and to Pt:l}' it off at once withe esitat ence Ar

As n rule this state of proficiency is only reached after t practi

THELWALL System has been worked ovul so scient is trm

and its Irtent faculiies are brought out One balf-l er the

will make you a rapid and infallible sight-reader in th U onl i
of Music previonsly,. The THELWALL System, rove i

of the country, including Mr. Landon Ropald and Dr. Borland It w
about this system, for on receipt of a postcard we will send you a B 3 :
MAY BECOME A RAPID SIGHT-READER,” free of all charge Send

THE STANDARD ART BOOK CO., LTD

THELWALL Dept. 10, 30/2, Ludgate Hill, London, E.C.4
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CAKES

When Someone
is Coming to Tea

One packet of Edwards’ Lemon ‘i
Ginger Cake Mixture makes 18
most delicious TEA CAKES
without Sugar, Eggs, or extra flour.
Ready to eat in |5 minutes.

The 18 dainty Baking Cases
enclosed in each packet are clean
to use, and give an additional
attraction to the table,

Full directions printed
on every packet.

Sold by all Grocers
and Siores.

Menulactured by—

G.T.EDWARDS Co.,
L,
Coldharbour, Lomden, E14.

|

"‘h""'-.__—_




= Ambron ¢ | Lf/“"

Health Corsets wezcm}imné

Mr. Ambrose Wilson's acientifically perfected Corset
brings new figure-Joy from tho firat moment of
wearing. it can be securod by overy Woman who
fills in and sonds to-day the Coupon below with 1/.

The full ‘price of ithe Ambron
Corset Is only 811, but all | ask
Is that you send me a postal
order for 1/-, and by retarn of

post 1 wlll send you & palr of Simply write your full na nd address on a piece of paper, fill ia correct
Ambron Corsets that will 0t ensures t e COUPD 1 cut and pan coupen to the paper, and poss
you ke a glove. Perfect com- TS . ) 4 - =+ ¥ .

fort, figure correctness, ideal ey se W f - - sy

support, and grace of line are
thelr outstanding merits.

c UP N To securoe prompt attention to order, this Coupon must be
O O cut out and sent with your letter.

. —_ . ‘

Bust Hips .

e pe 1/+y togrther with 3d. ¢ wer Part Postage, and if
he lLalance Tl either § e sum or by eekly

- i1
'
1

’r’! I Asnion 3

m Corset

ADDRESS YOUR ORDER 7O

I AMBROSE WILSON, Ltd., 405, Allen House, 70, Vauxhall Bridge Road, London, S.W.1.

GROWTALLER 3| DUTTON'S
s *’""-_-'j e i S e i SHORTHAND

ot stral I par ars free
tuichimion'y Story Magar o thoe sisrnbess Nig eod syele & riies and oo chosnctnni

—

-n‘-‘-l:l fose 1.A st
JOHN !I!'.DIBON Lta,
§7, Great Goorge Street, LEEDS.

WHY WEAR A TRUSS?

MARVELLOUS NEW METHOD

which has cured thousands without operation - . o e S

Gives instant relief No springs or lumpy pads. ;n( ';".vb-l.-u-t uing I :'l';: it.».‘n;-r;q.-. Hl.'. N .?:1
Write for FREE TESY and Booklet "' A" fnrnlpcm'--(a 3 =~?"-;“’ o COmmerein

LE BRASSEUR SURGICAL MFG. Co. Ld

' P : = : BUTTON'S BI .mr S5 COLLEGE (Desk K4 SKEGNESS,

Dept. R. P., 00 & 92, Worcester 8t., Birmingham 1 A - k_“ "l R l.... -.'._- ldl'ﬁ . -
Tolephone | Midiand sae Works : Pasey-Fars
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HEALTHY
WOMEN

must wear ** healt

LCorset is the mc ,,»
8. While m
lines of feminune grace

y " corsets, ar ‘Natural Ease "
¥ o al. ]:.vrr) wearer
r,\nc to the most «
ey vastly improve the health

The Natural
Ease Corset
Style 2.

8, l l palr.

Postage a

vond exira

Complete with
\, Special Detachable
o, Saspenders.

Stocked in
all sizes
from 20 to
30. Made in finest
quality Drill.

SPECIAL POINTS OF INTEREST.

Ho bones or steels to drag, hurt, or break.

No lacing at the back.
de of strong, durable drill of finest guality,
with special suspendars, detachabls for
washing purposes,

It {a Inced at the sldes with elastic cord to
axpand frealy whan breathing.

It ia Aitted with adjustable shoulder straps.

It has a short (8 inch) busk In front which
snsures a perfect shape, and is fastened
at the top and botterm with non-rusting
Hooks and Eyes

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

Wear the “"NATURAL EASE"
Corset and free yourself from
Indigestion, Constipation, and
Scores of other ailments so
distressful to Women.

15‘;14"1. oryets are specially recommen ted for ladiea
dancing, golf, etc., as there
Singers, Actresams, and
ssistaEnoe, A ‘ho,

All w

-
,r. in ocoupn.

hose ey

g constant movement, ApE Ciate the

* Corsets. They yield fru' ¥ lo evary

s " be body, and wi \t.\- % beaoty of
"‘ r!xg the most comijortat gt taels ever worn,

SEND FOR vouns TO-DAY.

Ne roeds sont withew: cash, but womey twillingly
i7 o g #
reimrmed if @ipaalaafied

Catalogns sami with Coraels
Cregs yowr Postal
HEALTH CORSET COMPANY,

Dept. 113,
18/23, Ludgate Hil, Loandon, ECA.

Ordovs and make gayalie v 1

ADVE II.I !Nl MENTS

WRITE = PHOFIT

EARN WHILE YOU LIARN

*How u-‘tn.:v-.hqurf il tell you

tereving hnf iz AL " gives part s © t Fractical

Correspa & Courses by ;1 gl; 4 r‘ wriere 2d I rector.
FEES nc‘rwn COUB!I li 2 0
*+ NEWS COURSE £ 32 o

Inclusive fea for both Caurses, sa 8 Q

For these nmazingly low faas 5% den - SiT

in everyth u‘ wental 1o susCess

svitable M85 sre placed for

pald Imm-ﬂ.nuly un RCCET
der the iasiruc - 1y - begizners have n..

Eunln‘ lon-r wﬁu- Lc.nrnla] wme ever duting
wirve recsiving the highest mmies pard s fouwmn l-l ‘Il.

& oritic
oz J! highes raten

" o e to * Editorial A." l.-|l.rlr7 Tralning
Schoal, 28, Chun:ar, Llnl London, W.C.2

THE BENNETT COLLEGE Estab. 1900

THE BENNETT
COLLECGE

WE TEACH BY POST

Aviation Engines Civil Engineoring

Shipbuilding Boller Inspecting
Eleotricity Marine Engineering
Mining Moter Engineering
Engineoring Wireless Telegraphy
Mathematiocs Struotural Enginecring
Draughtamanship Surveying & Levelling

Architectural Drawing

Buillding Construction

Clerk of Weorks Dutles

Strnclnru {n Concrete and Stcel
, Careors for Woemen

If vou thivk of sudying any one of t ¢ Trades or

Profesaiots wTi rl’r.
FREE BOOELET
explaining our methods and terms
MENT]ON WHICH SUBJECT
send two penr 1A Sves stage
Please State Your Age.
e Aace spened a mees Depavimenl ond
wre prepared fo fpacs Asronsutice /n
all its Bramches. ricwe
Lira af owd aF o
- H on

TH E'. BENN E.TT COLLEGE

Dept. 131. SHEFFIELD,

| —

e



EYEBROWLIN
o i

AND
EYEBROW
GROWER
viy not aiprove your appedrance by using this marvellous
wiration ¥ It is errc;'.[‘-,- harmless and not a dye. Is used

i recommeonded the Court and

leaders of fashion.

“EYEBROWLIN "

produces that dark and I--u.u{mg expression
comming | ladies. A few applications will convince you of
its merits, Sent in plain cover for 1/ve Send to-day 1/= p.o. to
Manageress, JEAN BINET & ©O. (Dept. 37),
34, STRAND, LONDON, W.0.2.

Yy many famous beauties at

h is 5o be-

» Wiy Be Tung Fat

Regain Your Health a.nd Beauty

and redu ce your nz_' th

\L:“ It bas 3

b P—'{' repuiation
the on'y safe, sure, and pleasant
p for over-stoutness. No rh:n;r of
of 8 oz to 3 lbe. in a single day

Boeots (sfa branches), and all

Price 8/~ and B/, or, §
from The Autipen Co. (Desk 73), 37,
w.C.:

Chemists and
s ately

Store

B/ ziza
double the
guantity.

|Jr ach-sille s
manoec,"
proparation,

A few duys' trial will as.
tonish and convince
you, Why pot start to-day !
Send L P.O. (or 13 stamps)
for supply under plain cover
1o Manageress—

JEAN BINET& CO, (Dept. 9),
a4 Ssrand, London, W.C.2.

¥ usin
Ih'.‘ famous

That is what you can actual lly do if you
wonderful eyebrow and eyelash grower,

EYELASHEINE

Persevering application of this

tion will make yvour eyebrows and ey

long, and Instr , and the admiration of
{riends and relntives.

Send 1/= fo-day for a box of " EVELASHEINES

ESME CERISE. 13, Bediord House, Bedford Sireets
LONDON, W.C.2,

nse e

unique preparss
leshes silk",
yout

Are you satisfied with your

PianoPlaying?

No Drudgery. No Faligue. Failure Impomible.
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This poem has been written by Mr. Rudyard Kipling specially
for the first number of “ Hutchinson's Story Magazine.”

O Him Who made the Heavens abide and gave the stars
their motion,
To Him Who tames the moonstruck tide twice a day round
ocean

Let His Name be magnified in all poor folks' devotion !

Not for Prophecies and Powers, Visions, Gifts or Graces,
But the weighed and counted hours that drive us to our places

With the burden on our backs, the weather in our faces.

-

Not for any Miracle of Easy Loaves and Fishes,
But for standing 'gainst our will at work against our wishes—~

Such as finding food to fill daily-emptied dishes.

Ii
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Not for Voices, Harps or Wings or rapt Illumination,
But the grosser Self that springs of use and occupation,

Unto which the Spirit clings as her last salvation.

(He Who launched our Ship of Fools many anchors gave us,
Lest one gale showld start them all or ome groundswell slave wus
Praise Him for the petly creeds
That prescribe, in paliry needs,

Solemn rites {o lrivial deeds and, by small things, save

Heart may fail and Strength outwear and Purpose turn to loathing,
3ut the l?\'LTl'},'f];E‘,' affair of toils tte, meals and cl thing,

Builds a bulkhead ’twixt despair and the edge of nothing,

(Praise Him, then, Who orders il that, though Earih be flaying
And the crazy skies are lit
By the searchlights of the Pit,
Man should not depart a whit from his wonted bearing )
They that sip from every glass lose théir heads the aster,
’1‘]1<_-}.- that skip from thought to thought suffer like disaster,
And in all adversity,
Having nothing orderly,
Let the ;1(‘:":_']?!**’! time go }N till Panie is their master

12



Rudyard Kipling
He Who bids the wild-swans' host still maintain their flight on
Air-roads over islands lost—
Ages since 'neath ocean lost—

Beaches of some sunken coast their fathers would alight on,

He shall guide us through this dark, not by new-shown glories,
But by every ancient mark our fathers used before us,

Till our children ground their ark where the proper shore is.

And He Who makes the Mountains smoke and rives the Hills

asunder
And to-morrow leads the grass—
Mere unconquerable grass—
Where the blazing crater was, to heal and hide it under,

Shall not lay on us the yoke of too long fear and wonder.

Copyright 1919 in the Unltad States of America by Rudyard Kipling.
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“SHE”’

—————————— e

EETS

ALILAN

H. RIDER

By
HAGGARD

Author of “*She,”" " Allan Quatermaln,” ele.

Ilustrated by MAURICE GREIFFENHAGEN

€ gveral of the famous characters which hava made Sir Rider Hagzard one of the most widaly read
of living authors appears in this powerful new serial, which takes us arsin into the secret heart of
Africa and brings together at last Allan Quatermain and the mysterious, olusive ''SHE.~

I

TALISMAN

CHAPTER
THE

THINK it was the old Egyptians, a
very wise people, probably indeed
much wiser than we know, for in the

lgiﬁurc of their ample centuries they had
time to think out things, who declared that
®ach individual personality was made up
of six or seven difierent elements, although
I think the Bible only allows us three—
Maniely, body, soul. and spirit. The body
t the man or woman wore, if I under-
Stand their theory aright, which perhaps I,
fn ignorant person, do not, was but a kind
Bf sack or fleshly covering containing these
Qferent principles, Or mayhap it did not
Contain them at all, but was simply a
i0use, as it were, in which they lived from

& to time and seldom all together, al-

ugh one or more of them was present

fontinually, as though to keep the place
Warmed and aired.

. This is but a casual illustrative sugges-
tion, for what right have I, Allan Quater-
Main, out of my little reading and prob-

ly erronecuns deductions, to form any

Bdgment as to the theories of the old

¥ptians ? Still these, as 1 understand

hem, suffice to furnish me with a text
that man is not one, but many, in which
Sonnection it may be remembered that

This story has been ablwevialed for gerial purposes.

often in Scripture he is spoken of as being
the home of many demons, seven, 1 think,
and, to come to a far difierent example,
that the Zulus talk of their witch-doctors
as being inhabited by " a maultitude of
spirits.”

Now, the reason of all this homily is that
I. Allan, the most practical and unim-
aginative of persons, just a homely, half-
educated hunter and trader, who chances
to have seen a good deal of the particular
little world in which my lot was cast, at
one period of my hife became the victim
of spiritual longings. 1 am a man who
has suflered great bercavements in my
time, such as have seared my soul, since,
perhaps because of my rather primitive
and simple nature, my affections are ve
strong. [ can never forget those whom
have loved and whom 1 believe to have
loved me, ]

For some years of my lonely existence ™
these problems haunted me day by day,
till at length I desired above ov '
:r| oartilto ln_\' them at rest in one “yqr') -
another b

LY

I was in Zululand about this i _
being near the Black Kioof where he dwelt,
I paid a visit to my acquai f whom I
have wnitten elsewhere, the '
ancient dwarf, Zikali,

I5
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Thing- that-should-never-have-been

also more commonly amd
“ Opener of Roads.” Wh
of many things connected
of Zululand and its po
consult him on the prc
troubling me.

*“* You are named ‘ Open
are you not, Zikali 7 " 1

'* Yes, the Zulus
that, since before the day
what of names, which often encugh mean
nothing at all ¢

“ Only that I want to open a road, Zikal
that which runs across the it

“Oho!” he langhed it is very
and snatching up a little as that lay
ide him, he profiered it to adding
Be brave now and fall on Then
before 1 have counted sixty ! i
be wide open, but whe
anything on it I cannot
Again I shook my head a
** It is against our law. ]

live 1 desire to know whet
certain others on that road

has come to cross the Rive haj ]
who deal with spirits, can pros &1
to me, which no one else seem to d
‘Oho! " laughed Zikali again What
do my ears hear Am I, the poor Zulu

cheat, asked to show that
from all the wisdom of
Pt‘ni\lL' ok

" The question

is,” 1 an

irritation, ' not what you are a 1
but what you can do.”
" That I do not know yet, Macumazah
What spirits do you desire to Lf t
of a woman called Ma ena * ! f

them, I think that perhaps 1 whom she

loved——"
She is not one of them
over, if she loved you, you
love with death.”
“ Which perhaps was the kinde
[ could do, Macumazahn :
you may be able to gu
which 1 will not t:

Zikali. More-
: .
P

hers, whose 7 Let me Jook |—let me look
I will tell you a secret All seers who lLive
at the same time, if they are great 13-

mune with each other becau they are
akin and thei
dreams, Therefore 1 know a
mistress cf our craft, a very lioness among
jackals, who for thousands of years has |
sleeping in the northern caves, and
though I a she knows of me.”

spirits meet in sleep

® For the history of Mameens see the book
called Chiid of Storm
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Tearons.

2 wavering furrow with the edge of the
&ssegai to represent a river, and gathered
the ashes in a lump at the northern end to
Signify a large mountain.

_Look at it well, Macumazahn,” he
Said, “ and forget nothing, since if you
make this journey and forget, you die.
No, no need to copy it in t book of
yours, for see, T will stamp it on your mind.”

Then suddenly he gathered up the hot
ashes in a double bandful and threw them
Mio my face, muttering something as he
did so and adding aloud,

-~ There, now you will remember.”

. " Certainly I shall,” I answered, cough-
Mg, “and I beg that yon will not play
Such a joke upon me again.'

As a matter of fact, whatever may have

'n the reason, 1 never forgot any detail
of that extremely intricate map.

* That big river must be the Zambesi,”

Stuttered, ** and even then the mountain
Of your Queen, if it be her mountain, is far
Bway, and how can I come there alone ?

" 1 don't know, Macumazahn, though

haps you might do so in company. At
€ast 1 believe that in the old days people
lised to travel to the place, since once I
have heard a great city stood there which
Was the heart of a mighty empire.”

Now I pricked up my ears, for though
I believed nothing of Zikali's story of a
Wonderful Queen, I was always intensely
Miterested in past civilisations and their
Felics, Also 1 knew that old Zikali's know-

ge was extensive and peculiar, however

came by it, and 1 did not think that he
Would lie to me in this matter. Indeed, to
tell the truth, then and there I made up
My mind that if it were in any way pos-
Fible, T would attempt this journey.

" How did people get to the city, Zikali?"

" By sea, I suppose, Macumazahn, but
¥ think that you will be wise not to try that

since I belicve that on the seaside
the marshes are now impassable, and 1
ink you will be safer on your feet.”

“"You want me to go on this adventure,
€ikali,. Why? For I know you never do
Snything without motive.”

" Oho! Macumazahn, you are clever,

nd see deeper into the trunk of a tree than

Most. Yes, I want you to go for three

First, that you may satisfy your
804l on certain matters, and I would help
¥ou ; secondly, becan:e-I want to satisfy
Mine ; and thirdly, because I know that
¥ou will come back safe to be a prop to
he in things that will happen in days un-
h‘-'l‘n. Otherwise I would have told you
n“fha'ng'. of this story, since it is necessary

7
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Rider Haggard

to me that you should remain living beneath
the sun.” :

" Have done,
you desire 7’

"Oh! a great deal that 1 shall get, but
chiefly two things, s¢ with the rest 1 will
not trouble you. First I desire to know
whether these dreams of mine of a wonder-
ful white witch-doctoress, or witch, and of
my converse with her, are indeed more
than dreams. Next I would learn whether
certain plots of mine, at which I have
worked for years, will succeed.”

“ What plots, Zikali 7—and how can my
taking a distant journey tell you anything
about them ?

* You know them well enough, Macoma-
zahno ; they bhave to do with the overthrow
of 4 royal house that has worked me bitter
wrong. As to how your journey can help
me, why, thus., You shall promise to me
to ask of this Queen whether Zikali, Opener
of Roads, shall triumph or be overthrown
in that on which he has set his heart.”

"“As you seem to know this witch so well,
why do you not ask her yourself, Zikali ?

" To ask is one thing, Macumazahn. To
get an answer is anocther. 1 have asked
in the watches of the night. and the reply
was, ' Come hither, and perchance I will
tell you." * Queen.,' | said, ® how can 1
come save in the spirit, who am an ancient
and a crippled dwarf scarcely able to stand
upon my feet? "

“*Then send a messenger, Wizard, and
be sure that he is white, for of black savages
I have seen more than enough. Let hum
bear a token also that he comes from you,
and tell me of it in your sleep. Morebver,
let that token be something of power which
will protect him on the journey.’

‘ bach is the answer that comes to me
in my dreams, Macumazahn,"

" Well, what token will you give me,
Zikali?

He groped about in his robe and pro-
duced a pece of 1vory of the size of o large
chessman that had a hole in it, through
which ran a plaited cord of the stifil hairs
from an clephant’s tail. On this article,
which was of a rusty brown colour, he
breathed, then having whispered to it for
a while, handed it to me

I took the talisman, for such 1 guoessed
it to be, idly encugh, held it to the light to
examine it, and started back so wviclently
that almost I let it fzill. 1 do not quite
know why I started, but I think it was
becauze some influence seemed to leap
from it to me. Zikali started also, and
cried out,

Zikali. What is it theat
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Have a ca 2 \m 1 t 1 I 1 i ng my I s&
‘ voung that 1 can bear 1 to the - ¢ o k to 7 :
-E'_!--m.-! : ; t ] , : & Tor
“What do i ked t i t

staring at the 1 I t 3 t - )
be a most w oned 1 : X o
of the old dwarf himse If as he appearcd : ymed fron n i 1)
betore r croucl ipon  the B sudden i Valé o { l
T'here were the t he g § —— f bot - = o

the toad-like ! : :
When that ivory 1s hung Ver your

heart, Macomnz 1 l t i
ways wear it, le tl vit] roes the i from it ) :
strength of Zikali ; the thought that would away, and he went Oon, will t fu 21

have been his thought and ] re to t 1 !
is his wisdon be I COm - You asked who you k h
much as though he walked it Y Macumaas We { : !

and could instruct vyou in every peril must make juiry of 1 » W
Moreover, north and south and east and Man, my me

west, this image is knon ) g p F1

when they see it, wil iob d : tall

opening a road to ; ) ! | a r
(8 I 4

Medicine of r of

“"Indeed,”” I said, smiling 1] what at the feet of his master: I hi
is this colour on the 1vorny j the way, was that ot Zulu w

1 forget, Macumazalhn, who have had neans ord o1 Hon
it a great number of years, ever e it Zikali groped in e bag ]
descended to me from a foref ] klel
who was fashioned in the san nould a A M r h I
I am. It looks hike blood ) ! \ t ont
It is a pity that Mameena 1 ! i
dance she whose memory wi o excelle ¢
might have been you 1€ !
hi spoke, with a m (i tw L o1 i3 F T
sure and swift, he t! P of H b t I K
phant hair over my he: i 1

Hastily 1 chs the 1bj¢ eli : 1
that, after his this V1Z i [ ;'. { i
most terrible man wh ever 1 !
had been so much ncerned 1 g
tragic death of Mameena, : b I wWing
me in some hidden fashion Do you kn

You tell me to go on this jonrney ] TAAS s 21 : '

said, and not alo i i I
panion you give me only an ugly pe ! le = : i
i‘-.ili_\‘ g il.'i’,l“ l " no Man ever wa s I » o1 | S i
got one back at Zikali and from 1 way he handles } axe e i1s a Vig
look of 1t st I 1 bl . } . 1 1 D ) 1
I had my way, I would throw mto the : e, a it capt !

amp nre, Wh ther 111 tak i 1€ I Y t
med " 1 i I thin)

‘Don’t do that, Macum ) ) Here t

throw the ivory into the fire, ¢ e 1 have gain f : hi Yt ] )
no wish to burn before my time, and if \ y ipany, thougl ' on t
you do, you w hay ™m L1 ) I think 1 Lt H-man. this

with me, At
die with the m
knowledge




Zikali glanced at the bones again, pok-
ing them about in the ashes with lis toe,
then replied, with a yawn,

" You seem to have a little yellow man
il your service, a clever snake who knows
how to creep through grass, and when to

Stnike and when to lie hidden. 1 should
take him too, if I were you.”

“You know well that I have such a
Iman, Zikali, a Hottentot named Hans,

?bl@ in his way, but drunken, very faith-
ful too, since he loved my father before
me. He is cooking my supper at the
Wagon now. Are there to be any others A

" No, 1 think you three will be enough,
With a guard of soldiers from the People
0f the Axe, for you will meet with fight-
Ing, and a ghost or two.”

Here of a sudden he shivered violently
and cried : ' Slave, bring me my blanket, it
Bfows cold, and my medicine that
which protects me from the ghosts, who
#ire thick to-night. Macumazahn brings
them, I think, Oko-lo 1"

Then he waved his hand to dismiss me
dnd 1 went, wondering

alsa,

CHAPTER 11
THE MESSENGERS
L bip not rest as I should that night ; some-

bow 1 was never able to sleep well in the
Beighbourhood of the Black Kloof I sup-
Pose that Zikali's constant talk about
Bhosts, with his hints and innuendoes con-
Cerning who were dead, always al-
lected my nerves, till in a subconscious
Wiy 1 began to believe that such things
&xisted and were hanging about me. Many
People are open to the power of suggestion,
and [ am afraid that I am one of them.
However, the sun, which has suchstrength

Lhuse

o kill noxious things, puts an end to
Ehosts more quickly even than it does to
Sther evil vapours and emanations, and

When 1 woke up to find it shining brilliantly
. a pure heaven, I laughed with much
Beartiness over the whole afiair

Going to the spring neas which we werce
Sutspannped, I took off my shirt to have a
20%0d wash, still chuckling at the memory
91 all the hocus-pocus of my old friend, the
Opener of Roads

- While engaged in this matutinal opera-
tion, I struck my hand against something
and looking, observed that it was the
hideous little ivory image of Zikali, which
& had set about my neck. The sight of
b thing.and the memory of his ridiculous

11

L'_!l:. about it, especially of his assertion
Mat it had come down to him through

19
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the ages, which it could net have done,
seeing that it was a likeness of himseli,
irritated me so0 much that 1 proceeded Lo
take it off with the [ull intention of throw-
ing it into the spring. As [ was in the act
of doing this, from a clump of reeds mixed
with bushes quite close to me, there came
a sound of hissing, and suddenly above
them appeared the head of a great black
mamba, perhaps the deadliest of all our
African snakes, and the only one 1 know
which will attack man without provocas-
ton.

Leaving go of the image, 1 sprang back
in a great hurry towards where my gun
lav, Then the snake vanished, and mak-
ing sure that it had departed to its hole,
which probably was at a distance, 1 re-
turned to the pool, and once more began
to take off the talisman in order to consign
it to the bottom of the pool.

After all, 1 reflected, it was a
and probably a blood-stained thing
1 did not in the least wish to weax
my neck like a lady’s love-token

Just as it was coming over my head,
suddenly from the other side of the bush
that infernal snake popped up again, thys
time, it was clear, really mtent on l»uauu:i_
1t began to move towards me in the hight
ning-like way mambas have, hissing and
flicking its tongue. I was too quick for my
friend, however, for snatching up the gun
that I bad laid down beside me, 1 Jet it
have a charge of buckshot in the neck which™
nearly cut it in two, so that it fell down and
ex pired with hideous, convulsive writhings.

fHearing the shot, Hans came runmng
from the wagon to see what was the matter.
Hans, I should say, was that same Hotten-
tot who had been the companion of most
of my journeyings since my father's day.
He was with me when as a young fellow 1
accompanied Retief to Dingaan’s kraal,
and, bke myself, escaped the massacre.®
Also we shared many other adventures, in-
cluding the great one in the Land of the
Ivory Child, where be sléew the huge ele-
;lh.uit god, Jana, and himseli was slain.
But of this journey we did not dream n
those days.

For the rest Hans was a most entirely
uu[-nnr;p!-.-a.! person, but, as the Boers say,
* as clever as a wagounload of monkeys.™
Also he drank when he got the chamce.
One good quality he had, however ; noman
wis ever more faithiul, and perbaps it
would be troe to say that neither man nor
wuman ever loved me, unworthy, quite =o
well, In appong he mather resembled

i
the book called

hideous,
which

about

* Sed © Marie




Hutchinson’s Story Magazine
an antique and ited baboon ! : ; th it

ace was wrinkled lik irned t d 1 t : I I i I Knows

up 1 A I AT

ver i ( 1 1 1
muzzle-] { |
] 1 !

I 1l

Uhe | ey \

e Rl e
He ]
with h
1aL ke 1C D [ ¢ : :
biggest ; ke = :
ITOZE 1t ere 1 t "
minded me of .

game, Having n € re that t

dead, he nodded 1 f i, 1 ] 0%

' Black ba ) W : ) : ] 12 a 1 ir

though I know it fo1 cthing : per, | t n I t L
" What el ]

One of the
alm wi I
i3 | ] )
| t 1
3
n
1 i i
swered, 1l X { T
not miss & I !

right ifor setting the brut !

*Quite 50, Baa ! . i \ I
wonder why he did t I i - ! 4 =111
picious] Cing
I Yyou '
He did 1 i i
Tiid } L T¢ I

Hane
which
lii o i m
but rolled his

3 though 1n | T I i ! ~Q

When



-
(W
=
=0
SL
w

oyt

e
b
)

e~

~
el




Hutchinson'’s Story Magazine

thoug f
right to ) s
not Cetys 0 t 4 : :
“ QOur Captair Tt
till more unce r—r ( g s ;
*1s he 1 - : a d
t and te the ws i
r the } t
T i ¥ 1 at
N . it t t k] :
a guide at ' | . e
for the wagon 1 s, : ¢
““ Hearket t - king, 1 e
this 1is Macum 1 3 - P ol
thought it, for : k . 3 , s
hen they < b
me Chief and : : . .

as they had co

in g
I i
i LY
fors r t »f )
ir t
0O M
I : . .
P fame ] 1
: I 5 g
i i e R 25 3 s |
| c
1 1
|
3. 99
r nol
: . ‘I'P
.
-
f I 1 1
1 | _— By
4 ir 1a " :
i hy .1‘ . - I. 'y
3
L H
i
T1 v I
" P . s
{ : : ed
known to I [ { "

With the



with guns or axes, and chieftainships are honey
‘hft is full of stinging bees,”’ 1 answered.

Then 1 took my seat on a stool that had

en bronght for me and placed by the side
of Umslopogaas, after which the ceremony
Went on,

The herdlds, having cried out the challenge
10 all and sundry to come and fight the Holder
Of the Axe for the Chieftainship of the Axe
Without the slightest result, since mnobody
Seemed to desire to do anything of the sort

'mslopogaas, after a pause, rose, swinging
his formidable weapon round his head, and
declared that by mght of conquest he was
Chiel of the People for the ensuing year, an
announcement that everybody accepted with
ut surprise.

After a pause he said,

“Why do you come to visit me, Macuma-
2ahn who have never done 50 before 2 *°
_ I do not come to visit you, Umslopogaas
fhat was not my intention. You brought m«
OF rather the flooded rivers and you together

ought me, for I was on my way to Natal
and could not cross the drilts.’

“¥et I thihk you have a message for me,
White Man, for not long ago a certain wander
g witch-doctor who came here told me to

EXpect you, and that you had words to say
o me *
“* Did he, Umslopogaas ? \Well, 1t 15 tru¢

that | have a message, though it is one that 1
not mean to deliver.'

- " Yet being here perchance you will deéeliver

i, Macumarzahn, for those who have messages

nd will not speak them sometimes come to

trouble "

“ Yes., being here, I will deliver it, secing
that so it seems to be fated, but on one con-
dition only, that what the ears hear, the heart
shall keep to itself alone.”

Umslopogaas laid his hand upon the broad
#ige of the weapon beside him, and said

" Bv the Axe I swear it. If T break the
tath, be the Axe my doom.”

Then 1 told him the tale, as I have set it
down already, thinking to myself that aof it he
Would understand little, being but a wild
Warrior-man As it chanced, however, 1 was

Mistaken jor he seemed to understand a great
Qeal perchance because such primitive natures
are in closer touch with high and secret things
than we imagine, perchance for other reasons
With which I became acquainted later.

Well White Man, ' he said at length, ** now
how am I to know that all this is not but a
tap for my feet which already Seem to feel

Sords between the toes of both of them:?
“_"h:u token do you bring, O Watcher by
Night ? How am I to now that the Opener
o Roads really sent me this message which

823 been d so strangely by one who
Wished to travel on another path ¢ "

““1 can't say,” | answered at Jeast in
Words But' 1 added after reflection, * a8
¥You ask for a token, perhaps I might be able

f

Dot

5 show you something that would bring
Wyour heart if there wereany secret place

Umaslopogaas walked to the gateway of the
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fence and saw that the sentry was at his post
Then he walked round the hut, casting an eye

upon its roof, and muttered to me as he re-
turned,
“ Once 1 was caught thus. There lived @

certain woman who set her car to the smoke-
hole and so brought about the death of many,
and among them of hersclf and of our children
Enter. All is safe, Yet if you talk, speak
low."”

So we went into the hut, taking the stoals
with us and seated ourselves by the fire that
burned there, on to which Umslopogaas threw
chips of resinous wood

* Now," he said

I opened my shirt, and by the bright light
of the flame showed him the image of Zikali
which hung about my neck. He stared at it,
though touch it he wonld not. Then he stood
up, and lifting -his great axe he saluted the
image with the word AMnkosi ! ™" the salute
that is given to great wizards because they
are supposed to be the home of many spis its

' It is the big Medicine, the Medicine itsell,™
he said, ** that which has been known in the
land since the time of Senzangacona, the father
of the Zulu royal house, and as it is said be
fore him. "

He sat down again and was silent for a long
time. At last he spoke, slowly,

“+ You wish to consult a white witch-doc
toress, Macumazahn, who, according to Zikali,
lives far to the north, as to the dead Now |
too, though perchance you will not think it
of a black man_desire to learn of the dead ;
yes, of a certain wile of my youth who was
sister and friend as well as wife, whom, 100 I
loved better than all the world ; also ol a
JWrother of mine whose name I do not speak,
who ruled the wolves with me and who died
at my side on yonder Witch-Mountain, having
made him a mat of men to lic on in & great
and glorious fight, For of him as of the
woman I think all day and dream all night,
and I would learn if they still ive anywhere,
and I may look to see them again when [ have
died as a warrior should, and as I hope to do.
Do you understand, Watcher by Night? "

1 answered that 1 understood very well, as
his case seemed to be hike my own

[t may happen,’” went on Umslopogaas,
“ that all this talk of the dead, who are sup-
posed to live after they are dead. is but as the

sound of wind wluspenng n the reeds at
night. that comes from nowhere and goes no-
where and means nothing But at least it

will be & great journey in which we shalil find
adventure und fighting, sinoe it 18 well known
in the land that wherever Macumazahn goos
there is a plenty of both 1so, 1 think that
we shall agree well together, though my temper
is rough at times, and that neither of us will
desert the other in trouble, though of that
little vellow dog of vours I am not so sure. '’

‘1 answer for him.* 1 replied. ‘" He is a
truc man and a cunning when once he is away

from drink

Then we spoke of plans for our journcy,
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the thing was easy enough; indeed, although
naturally I was startled for a moment, by the
time that I had the rifle to my shouldeér I had
little fear of the issue, unless indeed there
was a miss-fire, especially as the beast was so
astonished that it remained quite still.

Then the unexpected happened, as it gener-
ally does in life, particularly in hunting, which,
in my case, is a part of life. I fired, but by
misfortune the bullet struck the tip of the
horn of that confounded ox, which tip either
was or at that moment fell in front of the spot
on the lion's throat whereat half-unconsciously
I had aimed. Result, the ball was turned,
and, departing at an angle, just cut through
the skin of the lion's neck, deeply enough
to hurt it very much and to make it madder
than all the hatters in the world,

Dropping the ox, with a most terrific roar,
it came over the wall at me; I remember that
there seemed to be yards of it—1 mean of the
lion—in front of which there appeared =
cavern full of gleaming teeth,

I skipped back with much agility, also
slightly to one side, because there was nothing
else to do, reflecting in a kind of inconsequent
way that Zikali's Great Medicine was after
all not worth a curse. The lion landed on my
side of the wall and reared itself vpon its hind
legs before getting to business, towering high
above me but a little to my left, Then I saw
a4 strange thing. A shadow thrown by the
moon flitted past me—all I noted of it was the
distorted shape of a great lifted axe, probably
because the axe came first. This shadow fell,
and with it another shadow, that of a lion's
paw dropping to the ground. Then there was
a most awful noise of roaring, and wheeling
round I saw such a fray as never I shall see
again. A tall, grim black man was fighting
the great lion, that now lacked onec paw, but
still stood upon its hind legs, striking at him
with the other.

The man, who was absolutely silent, dodged
the blow and hit back with the axe, catching
the beast upon the breast with such weight
that it came to the ground in a lopsided
fashion, since it had only one paw on which
to Jight,

The axe flashed vp again, and before the
lion could recover itsclf, or do anything else,
fell with a crash wpon its skull, sinking deep
into the head, after which all was over, for the
beast's brain was cut in two,

‘““1 am here at the appointed time, Macu.
mazahn,* said Umslopogaas, for it was he, as
with difficulty he dragged the axe from the
lion's severed skull, * to find you watching by
night as it is reported that you always do."”

" No,” 1 retorted, for his tone irritated me,
‘“ you are late, Bulalio, the moon has been up
some hours.'”

“ 1 said, O Macumagahn, that I would meet
you on the night of the full moon, not at the
rising of the moon."’

* That is true’ I replied, mollified, * and
At any rate ycu came at & good moment."

* Yes,” he answered, “ though, as it hap-
pens, in this light the thing was easy to any
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one who can bhandle an axe. Had it
darker, the end might have been dificren
But, Macumazahn, you are not so clever a8
thought, since otherwise you would not ha
come out against a lion with a toy like thatl
and he pointed to the little rifie in my hand

“I did not know that there was a liof
Umslopogaas.”’

*That is why you-are not so clever as
thought, since of one sort or another there
always a lion which wise men should be pre
pared to meet, Macumazahn.” )

Then he turned and whistled, and behold
ocut of the long grass that grew at a little d8
tance, emerged twelve great men, all of thes
bearing axes and wearing cloaks of hy=#
skins, who saluted me by raising their axes,

“Set a watch and skin me this beast
dawn., It will make us a mat,” said Umsi®
pogaas, whereon again they saluted silentl)
and melted away.

** Who are these 7 7’ 1 asked.

“ A few picked warriors whom I brough
with me, Macumazahn. There were one o8
two more, but they got lost on the way.””

Then we went to the wagon, and spoke ¥
more that night.

Next mormng we started on our journey.

Now, while he was preparing to draw b
map in the ashes, or afterwards, 1 forget which
Zikali bad told me that when we drew near 18
the great river, we should come to a place 0F
the edge of bush-veld that ran down to the
river where a white man lived, adding
he thought this white man was a ** trek-Boer.

This, 1 should explain, means a Dutchms
who has travelled away from wherever he live
and made a home for himself in the wildern
as some wandering spirit and the desire to §
free of authority often prompts these people ¢
do. Also, after an inspection of his enchantes
knuckle-bones, he had declared that so
thing remarkable would happen to this ms
ar his family, while | was visiting him, stif
in that map he drew in the ashes, the detai
of which were so indelibly impressed upon m§
memory, he had shown me where 1 should fin
the dwelling of this white man, of whom an
of whose habitation doubtless he knew throuf
the many spies who seem to be at the
vice of all witch-doctors, and more especialll
of Zikali, the greatest among them,

Travelling by the sun and the compass,
had trekked steadily in the exact directid
that he indicated, to find that in this u

articular he was well named the * Opener 6
toads,” since always before me 1 found
Ipracticablo path, although to the right or
eft there was none. Thus when we came ¥
mountains, it was at a spot where we dF
covered a pass; when we came to swamy
it was where a ridge of high ground
between them, and so forth, Also such
as we met upon cur journey always proves
of a friendly character, although perhaps t
aspect of Umslopogaas and his fierce band
whom, rather irreverently, I named the twel¥
Aposties, bad some share in inducing th!
peaceful attitude




50 smooth was our progress, and so well

] by water at certain intervals, that at
- I came to the conclusion that we must be
Mowing some ancient road which, at a for-
eUtten period of history, had run from south
° Borth, or vice versa. Or rather, to be
“Dest, it was the observant Hans who made
18 discovery from various indications which
PG escaped my notice. I need not stop to
“tail them, but one of these was that at cer-
places the water-holes on high, rather
: n land had been dug out, and in oneg or
fe instances lined with stones, after the
panon of an ancient well. Evidently we were
Slowing some old trade route, made perhaps
fl forgotten ages when Africa was more civilised
=l 1t is now,
& seven days we trekked, till at length
i saw far away a vast sea of bush.veld which,
1 guessed correctly, must fringe the great
besi River, Moreover we, or rather Hans,
eyes were those of a hawk, saw some-
g clse—namely, buildings of a more or
M civilised kind, which stood among trees
MY the side of a stream a mile or two on this
I of the great belt of bush.
L " Look, Baas,” said Hans, ** those wanderers
8 not lie; there is the house of the white
n. [ wonder if he drinks anything stronger
n water,” he added, with asigh, and a kind
¥ Feminiscent contraction of his yellow shroat,

CHAPTER V
INEZ

had sighted the house from far away
y after sunrise, and by midday we were
#re.  As we approached it, I saw that it
Bod almost immediately beneath two great
ab trees—banyan trees we call them in
bath Africa, perhaps because monkeys eat
85r fruit. It was a thatched house, with
Bitewashed walls, and a sloep, Or veranda,
nd it, apparently of the ordinary Dutch
Moreover, beyond it, at a little distance,
other houses, or rather shanties, with
n sheds, etc.; and mixed up with these a
iber of native huts, Farther on were con-
ble fields with springing corn ; also we
herds of cattle grazing oan the slopes.
y our white man was rich,
_ ans surveyed the place with a sol.
T's eye, and said to me,
. “ This must be a peaceful country, Macu-
SHzaihn, where no attack is feared, since of
sences I see none.”
L " Yes.** 1 answered, * why not, with a wil-
Srness behind it and bush-veld and a great
in front ™ g
3 " Men can cross rivers and travel through
sh.veld,’* he answered, and was silent.
. Up to this time we had seen no one, al-
uph it might have been presumed that a
jon tmkhnﬁ the houss was a suffi.
unusual sight to have atiracted atten

:Whuoun they be? " ] asked.
- . Baas, I think, ** said Hans, and as
Matter of fact he was right,

]
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population of the place was indulging in a
noonday siesta,

At last we got so near to the house that I
halted the wagon and descended from the
driving-box in order to investigate. At this
moment some one did appear, the sight of
whom astonished me not a little—samely, a
very striking-looking young woman. She was
tall, handsome, with large dark eyes, good
features, a rather pale complexion, and, I think,
the saddest face that I ever saw. Evidently
she had heard the noise of the wagon and had
come out to see what it was, for she had no-
thing on her head, which was covered with thick
hair of a raven blackness. Catching sight of
the great Umslopogaas, with his gleaming axe,
and of his savage-looking bodyguard, she
uttered an exclamation and, not unnaturally,
turned to fly,

“It's all right,” 1 sang out, emerging from
behind the oxen, and in English, though before
the words had lgft my lips I reflected that
there was not the slightest reason to suppose
that she would understand them. Probably
she was Dutch, or Portuguese, although by
some instinct T had addressed her in English,

To my surprise she answered me in the same
tongue, spoken, it is true, with a peculiar
accent which 1 could not place, as it was neither
Scotch nor Irish.

* Thank you," she said, * I, sir, was {right-
ened, Your friends look——" here she
stumbled for a word, then added, *' terrocious.”

I laughed at this composite adjective, and
answered,

“ Well, so they are in a way, though they
will not harm you or me. But, young lady,
tell me, can we outspan here ? Perhaps your
husband e

“ 1 have no husband ; T have only a father,
sir,"" and she sighed.

“ Well, then, conld I speak to your father ¢
My name is Allan Quatermain, and I am mak-
ing a journey of exploration, to find out about
the country beyond, you know.™

* Yes, I will go andwalke him. He is asleep.
Every one sleeps here at midday-—except me. ™
she said, with another sigh.

“ Why do you not follow their example ? “
1 asked jocosely, for this young woman puzzled
me, and | wanted to find out about her.

“ Because 1 sleep little, sir, who think too
much. There will be plenty of time to sleep
soon for all of us, will there not ? ™

1 stared at her, and then inquired her name,
because 1 did not know what else to say.

« My name is Inez Robertson," she answered.
“Y will go to wake my father. Meanwhile,

ease unyoke your oxen. They can fesd
with the others; they look as though they
want rest, poor things,” she added and went
into the house

*Inez Robertson,'™ [ thought to mm;
* that's a queer combination, English
and Portuguese mother, | suppose. But what
can an Englishman be doing in & place like
this 7 If it had been a trek-Boer, T should
not have beea surprised * Thea 1 began ta
give directions abont outspanning.

7
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We had just got the oxen out of the yaokes,
when a big, raw-boned, red-bearded, Flue-eyed
roughly-clad man of about fifty years of age
appeared from the house, yawning. I threw
my eye over him as he advanced with a peculiar
rolling gait, and formed certain conclusions,
A drunkard who has once been a gentleman, 1
reflected to myself, for thers was something
particularly dissolute in his appearance_alsc ons
who has had to do with the sea: a diagnosis
which proved very accurate.

" How do you do, Mr. Allan Quatermain 7—
which I think my daughter said is your name,
unless I dreamed it, for it is one that | seem
to have heard before,” he exclaimed, with a
broad Scotch accent which I do not attempt
to reproduce. ‘ What in the name of blazes
brings you here, where no real white man has
been for years? Well, T am glad enongh to
sec you, anyway, for I am sick of half-breed
Portuguese and niggers, and snuff-and-butter
girls, and gin and bad whisky. Leave your
people to attend to those oxen and come in
and have a drink."’

“Thank you, Mr. Robertson

“ Captain  Robertson,”* he
“ Man, don't look astonished, Yon mightn’t
guess it, but I commanded & mail steamer
once, and should like to hear myself called
rightly again before I die,”

He led the way into the sitting-room—thers
was but one in the house. It proved a queer
kind of place, with rude furniture seated with
strips of hide after the Boer fashion. and yet
bearing a certain air of refinement whichwsgas
doubtless due to Inez who, with the assistance
of a native girl, was already engaged in setting
the table. Thus there was a shelf with books,
Shak are was one of these, I noticed, over
which hung an ivary crucifix, suggesting that
Inez was a Catholic. On the walls, too, were
two good riraits, and on the window-ledge
a jar full of flowers. Also the forks and spoons
were of silver, as were the mugs, and engraved
with a tremendous coat-of-arms and a Portu.
guese motto,

FPresently the food appearsd, which was ex-
cellent and plentiful, and the Captain, his
daughter and I sat down and ate. Also I
noted that he drank gin and water, an innocent-
looking beverage, but strong as he took it It
was ofiered to me, but, like Miss Inez | preferred
cofiee,

During the meal and afterwards, while we
smoked upon the veranda, I told them as
much as I thought desirable of my plans. I
said that I was engaged on a journey of ex-
ploration of the country beyond the Zambesi,
and that having heard of this settlement, which
by the way was called Strathmuir as J
gathered, after a place in far-away Scotland
where the Captain had been born and passed
his childhood, I had come here to inguire as
to how to cross the great river, and about
other things, The Captain was interested,
especially when I informed him that I was that
same ** Hunter Quatermain ** of whom he had
heard in past years, but told me that it wonld
be impossible to take the wagon down into the

o

interrupted,
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low bush.veld, which we could see on
horizon, as there all the oxen would die of
bite of the tsetse fiy, I answered that I
aware of this, and proposed to try to make &
arrangement to leave it in his charge tilll
returned.

“That might be managed, Mr. Quatermain,’
he answered. * But, man, will you ever 1
turn ? They say there are queer folk livitk
on the other side of the Zambesi, savage mé
who are cannibals—Amahagger, I think the
call them. It was they who in past yeat
cleaned out all this country, except a few rive
tribes who live in floating huts or on island
among the reeds, and that’s why it is so emp
But this happened long ago, much before m)
time, and I don't suppose they will ever crof
the river again. "

“If T might ask what brought you hLe
Captain ? ** T said, for the point was one of
which T felt curious.

“ That which brings most men to wils
places, Mr. Quatermain—irouble, If you w
to know, I had a misfortune and piled up m
ship. Some lives were lost, and rightly @
wrongly I got the sack. Then [ started &
& trader in a God-forsaken hole named Chindé
one of the Zambesi mouths, you know, :
did very well, as we Scotchmen have a way ol
doing. There I married a Partuguese lady,
real lady of high blood, one of the old s
When my girl, Inez, was about twelve years
old I got into more trouble, for my wife died,
and it pleased a certain relative of hers to say
that it was because I had neglected her. This
ended in a row, and the truth is that T killed
him—in fair fight, mind you. Still_ kill him
did, though I scarcely kpew that I had don
it at the time, after which the place grew o
hot to bold me. So 1 sold up and sworth
that I would have no more to do with whath
they choose to call civilisation on the E
Coast. During my trading I had heard th
thers was fine country up this way, and h
I came and settled years ago, bringing m
girl and Thomaso, who was one of oy mand=y
gers, also a few other people with me., An 3
kere I have been ever since, doing very well
as before, for I trade a lot in ivory and othefl
things, and grow stufi and cattle, which 1 seil
to the river natives. Yes, I am a rich ma
now, and could go and live on my means 8
Scotland, or anywhere.*’

' Why don't you ? ' T asked,
surely be better for Miss Inez ! **
“Ah 1" he sajd. with a quiver in his vaiot
' there you touch it. She ought to go away’

There is no one for her to marry here, wherd
we haven't seen a white man for years, ané
she’s a lady right enough, like her mothet ]
But who is she to go to ?  Moreover, she lovel
me n her own fashion, as I love her. and shé
wouldn’t leave me because she thinks it sef
duty to stay, and knows that if she did T sho
g0 to the devil altogether. Siill, perhaps yo
might help me about her, Mr. Quatermain— ,
that is, if you live to come back from your §
journey.” be added doubtfully 3
I felt inclined to ask how | could possiblf §

“ It woulh




hﬂp in such a matter, but thought it wisest
8y nothing, This, however, he did not
Botice, for he went on

*Now I think I will have a nap, for I do
My work in the early moming, and sometimes

e at night when my brain seems to clear up
&2ain, for you s¢e I was a sailor for many years,

accustomed to keeping watches, You'll

k after yourself, won't you, and treat the

¢ as your own 7 * Then he vanished into
house to lie down,

When I had finished my pipe I went for a
¥l First I visited the wagon, where I
§ foung Umslopogaas and his company engaged

cooking the beast that had been given
m, Zulu fashion. Hans, with his usual
S¥nning, had already secured a meal prob-
ly from the servants, or from Inez herscif.
8% least he left them and followed me, First
W& went down to the huts, where we saw a
Mumber of good locking women of mixed
, all decently dressed and engaged about
their household duties Alsc we saw four or
b ¥e boys and girls, to say nothing of a baby
arms, fine young people, one or two of
®hom were more white than coloured.
. ** These children are very like the Baas with
red beard,”” remarked Hans reflectively
“ Yes, " I said, and shivered, for now 1 under-
[ Mood the awfulness of this poor man's case
He was the father of a number of half-breeds
®ho tied him to this spot as anchors tiea ship |

CHAPTER VI
THE SEA-COW RUNT

It had been my intention to push forward
0%s the river at once, but here luck or
Sar old friend, Fate, was against me. To
.hﬂin with, several of Umsiopogaas’ men fell
with a kind of stomach trouble, arising no
bt from something they had eaten, and
e were many preparations to be made
ut the loads, and so forth, since the wagon
Ust be left behind. Also, and this was an-
¥Mber complication, Hans had a sore upon his
foo, resulting from the prick of a poisonous
n, and it was desirable that this should be
Q8ite healed before we marched
ie S0 it came about that | was really glad when
Ptain Robertson sugzesied that we shonld
down to a certain swamp, formed, [ gathered
2 Some small tributary of the Zambesi, to
8ike part in a kind of hippopotamus battue
I fell in with the idea readily enough, since
i oy my hunting life I had never seen any-
; g of the sort, especially as I was told that
e expedition could not take more than a
I"ek,a:xc'. I reckoned that the sick men and
s would not be fit to travel sooner. So
L preparati were made, The riverside
ives, whose saare of the spoil was to be the
Mrcases of the slain sea- cows, were summoned
b" hundreds and sent off to their appointed
gh‘.—._; 10 beat the swamps at a signal given
. the firing of a great pile of reeds. Also
Rany oiher things were done upon which I

Beed 0ot enter

came the time for us to depart to the
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appointed spot about fwenty miles away,
most of which distance it sesmed we conid
trek in the wagon. Captain Robertson, who
for the time had cut off his gin, was as active
about the afiair as though he were once mare
in command of a mail steamer. Nothing es-
caped his attention ; indeed, in the care which
he gave to details he reminded me of the cap-
tain of a great ship that was leaving port,
and from it I learned how able a man he muat
once have been

* Does your daughter accompany us? ** 1
asked on the night before we started.

“0Oh! no,” he answered she would only
be in the way. She will be quite safe here,
especially as Thomaso, who is no hunter, ra-
mains in chargeof the place, with a few of the
older natives to lock after the women and
children,

Later T saw Inez herself, who said that she
wonld have liked to come, although she hated
to see great beasts lalled, but that her father
was aganst it because he thought she might
catch fever, so she supposed that she had
better remain where she was,

I agreed, though in my heart I was doubt-
ful, and said that I was leaving Hans, whose
foot was not as yet quite well, and with whom
she had made friends, as she had done with
Umslopogaas, to look after her. Also there
would be with him the two great Zulus who
were now recovering from thelr attack of
stomach sickness, so that she had nothing to
fear. She answered with her slow smile that
she feared pothing, still she should have liked
to come with us Then we parted, as it
proved for a long time

It was quite a ceremony. Umslopogaas,
* in the name of the Axe,” solemnly gave over
Inez to the charge of his two followers, bidding
them guard her with so moch earnestness that
I began to suspect he feared something which
he did not choose to mention. 1 also gave
Hans instructions to keep a sharp eye on Inez,
and gencrally to watch the place, and if he
saw anylhing suspicious, to commaunicate with
us al once.

“ Yes, Baas,"” said Hans, ' [ will look after
' Sad Eyes ' "—for so, with their usual quickness
of observation, our Zulus bhad named Inez—
' as though she were my grandmother, though
what there is to fear for her, I do not know
But, Baas, I would much rather come and
look aiter you, as your reverend father, the
Predikant, told me to do always, which is my
duty, not girl-herding, Baas. Also my foot is
now quite well and—1I1 want to shoot sea-cows
and <

* You will stop here, Hans, look after the
young lady, and nurse vour foot"™ 1 said
sternly, whereon he collapsed with a sigh and
asked for some tobacco

So off we went, about twenty of the village
natives, a motiey crew armed with every kind
of gun, marching ahead and singing songs.
Then came the wagon, with Captain Robert-
son and myself seated on the driving-box, and
tastly Umslopogans and bis Zaolas, except the
two who had been left bebind
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Before nightfall we came to a ridge where
this bush-veld turned south, fringing that
tributary of the great river in the swamps of
which we were to hunt for sea-cows, Here we
camped, and next morning, leaving the wagon
in charge of my voorlooper and a couple of
the Strathmuir natives, {or the driver was to
act as my gun-bearer, we marched down into
the sea of bush-veld. It proved to be full of
game, but at this we dared not fire, for {ear of
disturbing the hippopotami in the swamps
beheath, whence in that event they might
escape us back to the river.

About midday we passed out of the bush-
veld and reached the place where the drive
was to be, Here, bordered by steep banks
covered with bush, was a swamp not more
than three hundred yards wide, down the centre
of which ran a narrow channel of rather deep
water, draining a vast expanse of morass above.
It was up this channel that the sea-cows
travelled to the feeding-ground, where they
loved to collect at this season of the year,

Here, with the assistance of some of the river-
side natives-—the rest, to the number of several
hundreds, had made a wide détour to the head
of the swamps, miles away, whence we were
to advance at a certain signal—we made our
preparations under the direction of Captain
Robertson. These were simple. A quantity
of thorn-trees were cut down, and, by means of
heavy stones tied to their trunks, anchored in
the narrow channel of deep water, while to
their tops, which floated on the placid surface,
were tied a variety of rags which we had
brought with us, such as old red flannel shirts,
gay-coloured but worn-out blankets, and I
know not what besides, Some of these frag-
ments, too, were attached to the anchored
ropes under water, Also we selected places
for the guns upon the steep banks that 1 have
mentioned, between which this channel ran.
Foreseeing what would happen, I chose one for
myself behind a particularly sound rock, and,
what is more, built a stone wall to the height
of several feet on the landward side of it, as
I guessod that the natives posted above me
would prove wild in their shooting,

These labours occnpied the rest of that day,
and at night we retired to higher ground to
sleep. Before dawn on the following morning
we returncd and took up our stations, some
on one side of the channel and some on the
other, which we had to reach in a canoe bought
for the purpose from the river natives

Then, before the sun rose, Captain Robert-
son fired a huge pile of dried reeds and bushes,
which was to give the signal to the river
natives far away to begin their beat This
dope, we sat down and waited, after making
sure that every gun had plenty of ammunition
ready

As the dawn broke, by climbing a tree pear
my schanze, of shelter, [saw a ﬁood many miles
away to the south a wide circle of little fires,
and guessed that the natives were beginning
to burn the dry reeds of the swamp in response
to our signals. Presently these fires drew
tngether into a thin wall of flame, Then |

knew that it was time to return to the schaunsf
and prepare. It was full daylight, howevers
before anything happened.

Watching the still channel of water, 1 sawi
ripples on it and bubbles of air rising Sud-
denly appeared the head of a great bulls
hippopotamus, which, having caught sight clfi
our barricade, cither above or below watefd
had risen to the surface to see what it mighf
be. T put a bullet from an cight-bore riif
through its brain, whereon it sank as I gnessed @
stone dead to the bottom of the channel, thus
helping to increase the barricade by the bulks
of its great body. Also it had ancother efiect
I have observed that sea-cows cannot bear the
smell and taint of blood, which frightens them
horribly, so that they will cxpose themselveS
to almost any risk rather than get it into theif
nostrils. Now, in this still water, where therd
was no perceptible current, the blood from the
dead buil soon spread all about, so that whe
the herd began to arrive, following their leadess
they were terribly frightened. Indeed, thé
first of them, on winding or tasting it, turncé
and tried to get back up the channel, wheres
however, they met others following, and thers
ensuned a tremendous confusion. They rosé
to the surface, blowing, snorting, bellowings
and scrambling over each other in the waled;
while continually more and more arrived be
hind them, till there was a perfect pandemoniurd
in that narrow place

All our guns opened fire wildly upon the
mass : it was like a battle, and through the
smoke I caught sight of the riverside natives
who were acting as beaters, advancing faf
away, fantastically dressed, screamung wit
excitement and waving spears, or sometimes
torches of flaming reeds. Most of these mes
were scrambling along the banks, but some of
the bolder spints advanced over the lagoon 18
canoes, driving the hippopotami towards the
mouth of the channel by which alone thel
could escape into the great swamps below and
s0 on to the river. In all my hunting exper®
ence T do not think I ever saw a more remarks
able scene, Still, in a way to me it was uns
pleasant, for 1 flatter myself that T am
sportsman, and a battue of this sort is o
sport as [ vnderstand the term

At length it came to this: the channel fo
quite a long way was literally full of hipp®
potami—I should think there must have bee
a hundred of them or mare of all sorts a
sizes, from great bulls down to little calve®
Some of these were killed, not many, for tB
shooting of our gallant company was execrab
and almost at hazard, though for every sev
cow that died, of which nomber [ think tILl:i

Captain Robertson and mysel accounted fc
most, many were only wounded ‘
Still the unhappy beasts, crazed with nol™
and fire and blood, did not seem to dare &
face our frail barricade, probably for the
reason that 1 have given. For a while thel
remained massed together in the water, o
under it. making a most horrible noise. The®
of a sudden they scemed to take a resolutio®
A few of them broke back towards the buff
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ha reads, the screaming beaters, and the
; cing canoes, One of these, indeed, a

Wounded bull, charged a canoe, crushéd it in

ity huge jaws, and killed the rower, how exactl

1 do not know, for his body was never found.

The majority of them, however, took another

o1, for, emerging from the water on either
. they began to scramble towards us along
- He steep banks, or even to climb up them with
| SUrprising agility. It was at this point in the
| edings that T congratulated myself
 |mestly upon the solid character of the
.'ﬂler-worn rock which 1 had selected as a
Melter
" Behind this rock, together with my gun-
brer and U mslopogaas, who, as he did not
i t, had elecied to be my companion, I
“Srouched and banged away at the unwieldy
P Cfeatures as they advanced. But fire fast as
Ll miight with two rifles, I could not stop the
: of them, and they were drawing unplea-
P Santly near. 1 glankted at Umslopogaas, and
"E¥en then was amused to see that probably
P1or the first time in his life that redoubtable
WarTior was in a genuine fright.

** This is madness, Macumazahn,* he shouated
Bbove the din. ** Are we to stop here and be
Mamped flat by a horde of water-pigs 2
” It seems 50."" [ answered, ** unless you pre-
FET to be stamped flat outside, or eaten,” I
Pidded pointing to a great crocodile that bad
Blso emerped from the channel and was coming
Fong towards us with open jaws
"By the Axe!' shouted Umslopogaas
gain, | will not die thus, trodden on like a
g by an ox."

Now, I have mentioned a tree which 1
Mimbed, Tn his extremity Umslopogaas
ashied for that trec and went up it like a lamp-

ter, just as the crocodile wriggled past its
ink snapping at his retreating logs. After

I took no more note of him, partly because
the advancing sea-cows, and more for the

that one of the village natives posted
{ ?;love me, firing wildly, put a large round
| let through the sleeve of my coat. Indeed,
| it not been for the wall which 1 built that
{ ected ns. 1 am certain that both my
er and T would have been killed, for after-
I found it splashed over with lead from
#ts which had struck the stones
Fell, thanks to the strength of my rock and
e wall, or, as Hans said afterwards, to
's “Great Medicine," we escaped unhurt.
rush went by me; indeed, T killed one
Cow 50 close that the -powder from the
actually burned its hide. But it did go
s leaving us untonched, All however, were
s0 fortunate, since of the village natives
were trampled to death, while a third had
leg broken. Also, and this was really
Mng a bewildered bull, charging at full
crashed into the trunk of Umslopogaas’

. and as it was not very thick, soapped it
fwo  Down came the top, in whith the
ed chipf was ensconced like a bird in a
thouugh at that moment there was precious

dignity about him. However, except
cratches, he was not hurt, as the hippopo
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tamus had other business in urgent need of
attention, and did not stop to settle with him.

“* Such are the things which happen to a
man who mixes himself up with matters of
which he knows nothing,'” said Umsl
sententiously to me afterwards. Bat all the
same he could never bear any allusion to this
tree-climbing episode in his martial career,
which, as it happened, had taken place in full
view of his retainers, among whom it remained
the greatest of jokes. Indeed, he wanted to
kill a man, the wag of the party. who gave him
a slang name which, being translated, means
“ He-who-is-50-brove-that-he - dared-to-vide-a-
watar-hovse-up-a-tree.”’

It was all over at last, for which I thanked
Providence devoutly. A good many of the
sea-cows were dead, I think twenty-one was
our exact bag, but the great majority of them
had escaped in one way or another, many, as 1
fear, wounded. I imagine that at the last the
bulk of the herd overcame its fears, and, swim-
ming through our screen, passed away down
the channel. At any rate they were gone, and,
having ascertained that there was nothing to
be done for the man who had been trampled
on my side of the channel, T crossed it in the
canoe with the object of returning quietly to
our camp to rest

But as yet there was to be no quist for me
for there 1 found Captain Robertson, who I
think had been refreshing himself ont of a
bottle, and was in a great state of excitement
about a man who had been killed near him
who wad a favourite of his, and another whose
leg was broken. He declared vehemently
that the hippopotamus that had done this bad
been wounded and rushed into some bushes a
few hundred yards away, and that he meant
to take vengeance upon it. Indeed he was
just setting off to do so

Seeing his agitated state, 1 thought it wisest
to follow him. What happened need not be
set out in detail. Tt is sutficient to say that
he found that hippopotamus, and blazed both
barrels at it in the bushes hitting it, but pot
seriously. Out lumbered the creature with
its mouth open, wishing to escape. Robert-
son turned to fly, as he was in its path, but
from one cause or another tripped and fell
down, Certainly he wonld have been crushed
bencath its huge feet had 1 not stepped in
front of himand sent twosolid eight-bore bullets
down that yawning throat, killing it dead
within three feet of where Robertson was try-
inz to rise, and I may add of myself j

This narrow escape sobered him, and I am
bound to say that his gratitude was profuse

“ You are a brave man," he said, * and had
it not been for you, by now | should be wher-
ever bad people go. I'll not forget it, Mr,
Quatermain, and if ever you want anything that
}uhn'Roh:-rtsc-n can give, why, it's yours **

“Very well,” I answered, being scized by
an Inspiration, 1 do want something that
you can give easily enough.*

“Glve it a name and it's yours—hall my
place, if you like.™

1 want. " 1 went on, as I slipped new car-
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tridges into the rifle—* I want you to promise more quickly than those of the other wa
to give up drink for your i (-"-r this outspan, I was the first away, 7
That's what nearly did for you just now, you :

¥

t a little distance by
L F] [ know,'" rred to \\.; k with his Zuiy
il | ** Man, you ask a hard thing,' he said slc was, that 1 could not get that story =
* but, by God, 1'll try for her sake and y s glow of fires out of my miod _u:J was anxi
too,"” to push on, which had caused me to hurry
Then 1 went to help to set the the inspanuing
jured man, which was all the rest I got that P ps we had covered a couple of mil
4 morning. of the ten or twelve whic ; between us ai
-L.l' A I Strathmuir, when, far of -»11 t'm_- I
il CHAPTER VII of the waves of the veld which much
! I'HE OATH those of a swelling sea froz
' I saw a small figure appr«
| Wg spent three more days at that place. trot. Somehow that hHgure
Y First it was necessary to allow time to elapse to my mind, so much so that I B¢ 't 'm}'
I before the gases which generated 10 their great to examine it more closely, A short _-.cmli
! bodies caused those of the sea-c ;‘ss which h -,! through them canvinced me that Hans it wis
(' been killed in the water to floa Then they Han id no other, advancing at a great pad
| must be skinned and their 'lhlLr" hides cut into Filled with uneasiness, I « red the drve
i strips and pieces to be traded for sjnmboks, to flog up the oxen, with the result that is
{ or to make small native shields, irlf which some  litile over five minutes we met. Halting o
il of the East Coast tribes will § All  wagon, I leaptfrom the wagon-box, and, calling
il this took a long while durin ; used, to Umslopogans, who had kept up with us'®
Il or disgnsted myself in watching 'lu se v sl swinging trot, went to Hans, whS
L1l natives devouring the fiesh of the beasts when he saw me, stood still at a little distan@
h A lean, what there was of it, they dried and smoked swingi logy for a t in his Im._J_
b'. into a kind of ' b:llung," but a great deal of was In 4] 180l OF perplexeais
; the fat they ate at once. 1 hat the cunosity ““ What natter, Hans? * l a sl
s to weigh a lump which was given to one thin when we were within speaking distance
2N hungry-looking fellow. It scaled quite twenty- “Oh1 Bans, everything.”” he answered, ans
five pounds. Within four hours he had cat I noticed that he kept his eyes fixed upon
it to the last ounce, and lay there, a diste grou and that hus Hps twite
and torpid log. What would not we white Speak, » fool and in £
people give for such a digestion ! by now Umslopogaas had joined i
! At lost all was over, and we started home- ** Baas.' he answered in that tongue =
At wards, the man with a broken leg being carried  terrible thing has come about at the farm
gl - in a kind of litter, On the edge of the bush Red-Beard yoader. Yesterday afeernoon,
N veld we found the wagon quite safe, also one the time when people are in the habit of sleep
{ | of Captain Robertson’s that had followed us ing there till-the sun grows less hot, a body' $
LM B from Strathmuir in order to carry the ex great men with herce faces, who carried ¥
| pected load of hippopotamus hides and ivory spears—perhaps there were fifty of them, Bal
I asked my wvoorlooper if anything had hap- crept up to the place through the -;'ug g
| r pened during our absence, He answered no- and growing crops and attacked it*
4 thing, but that on the previous evening, after L Pid vou see them come ? " 1 asked
Ees Y dark, he had seen a glow in the direction of “ No, Baas. [ was watching at a little Of

' Strathmuir, which lay on somewhat lower tance, as you bade me do, and the sun be
ground about twenty miles away, as though Thot I shut my eyes to keep out the glare of 8
numerous fires had been lighted there. It so that I did they B
struck him so much, he added, that he had passed me and h

see lh-:.;

d the notse.'

d climbed a tree to observe it better, He did “ You mean that you were asleep or dr
not think, however, that any building bad Hans, but go on.”
been burned there, as the glow was not strong * Baas, 1 do not know,'* he answered shaiiy
enough for that facedly, " but after that I climbed a tall &8
I suggested that it was caused by some grass a kind of bush at the top of it " {1 as®
fire or reed.burning, to which he replied in-  tained afterwards that this was a sort of leal
differently that he did not think so, as the line crowned palm), “ and from il 1 saw everytis
of glow was not sefliciently continucus without bLeing seen.”
There the matter ended, though I confess “ What did you see, Hans 7 * ] asked his
that the story made me anxions, {or what exact * 1 saw the big men run ap and make a B8

reason ] could not say. Umslopogaass also, of circle round the village hen they shoub
who had Jistened to it, for the talk was in Zulu, and the people io the village came out to
looked grave, but made o remark. But as what was the matter. Thomaso and som®
since his tree-climbing experience he had bsen  ths mea caught sight of tham first aad
|i ul:u'lv silent, of this 1 thought little away fast up the hill-side at the back wi

Je had trekked at a time which we caleu- the trees grow, before the circle was comp
llted would bring us to Stathmuir about an  Then the women and the children came
hour befors sundown, allowing for a short and the big men killed them with their s
outspan half-way. As my oxen were got in  all, alll"
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t_‘i“ lady Sad-Eves came out on to the stoep, and with her came the two Zulus of tihe

Clh Who had been left sick, but were now quite recovered. A number of the big men ran

;m"hf'ugh 1o take her. but the two Zulus made a great fight in front of the little steps to the
p! i

Naving their backs protected by the sroep, and killed six of them before they themselves

T

' ? 4 ok
;*e killea, Alsa Sad-Eyes shot one with a pistol she carried, and woun jed another so that

the spear dropped out of his hand
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% od 1" I exclaimed. "-‘\"d\“:hat
Good God ! and to the lady 2"

appencd at the house a
luf}];;]:‘;s, ;omc of the men h:uli surr:").u‘nrflcd
that also. and when she heard the noise, “1:
lady Sad-Eyes came out on to ll‘.f s.’dtf. GT(
with her came the two Zulus of the Axe w (ljo
had been left sick, butwere now quite recovered.
A number of the big men ran as though to take
her. but the two Zulus made a great fight in
front of the little steps to the sfoep, having
their backs protected by the sfoep, and killed
six of them before lh(t}' themselves \'{C.x'l': killed,
Also Sad-Eyes shot one with a pistol she
cartied, and wounded another so that the spear
dropped out of his hand. Then the rest fell on
her and tied her up, sctting her in a chair on the
stoep where two remained to watch her, They
did her no hurt, Baas: indeed, they seemed
to treat her as gently as they could, Also
they wentinto the house, and there tl}ey caugf}t
that tall yellow girl who always smiles and is
called Janee, she who waits upon the Lady
Sad-Eyes. and brought her out to her. I
think they told her, Baas, that she must look
after her mistress, and that if she tried to run
away she would be killed. for afterwards I saw
Janee bring her food and other-things."

““ And then, Hans ? "

“Then, Baas, most of the great men rested
a while, though some of them went through
the store gathering such things as they liked,
blankets, kaives, and iron cooking-pots, but
they set fire to nothing, nor did they try to
catch the cattle. Also they took dry wood
from the pile and lit big fires, cight or nine of
them, and when the sun set they began to feast,”

** What did they feast on, Hans, if they took
no cattle 7" T asked with a shiver, for I was
afraid of I knew not what.

“ Baas,'" answered Hans, turning his head
away and looking at the ground, “ they feasted
on the children whom they had killed, also on
some of the young women. These tall soldiers
are men-eaters. Baas! "

At this horrible intelligence 1 turned faint,
and felt as though I was going to fall, but, re-
covering mysclf, signed to him to go on with
his story,

*They feasted quite quietly, Baas,” he con-
tinued, * makipg no noise. Then some of
them slept while others watched, and that
went on all night. As soon as it was dark,
Eut before the moon rose, I slid down the

rec and crept round to the back of the house
without being seen or heard, as I can, Baas,
I got inta the house by the back door and
crawled to the window of the sitting-room. It
Wwas open, and peeping through I saw Sad-
Eyes still tied to the seat on the slep not
more than a pace away, while the girl Janee
crouched on the floor at her feot—1 think she
was asleep or fainting, v
hia«‘I made a.il:?'._lc nnisc,‘_‘.iicc 2 night-adder
ing, and kept on making it, till at last
Sad-Eyes turned her head, Then I snoke .
& very low whisper, for fear lost i A "'lrldht—
the two guards who were do i

in

(To be continwgq i

n the next number of *
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of her wrapped in their blankets
*It is 1, Hans, come to help you," ¥y
not," she answered, also spea.l,(ins-vuy
‘Get to your master, and tell him
father to follow. These men are
Amahagger, and live far away across the
They are going to take me to their h
I understand, to rule over them, becanss
want a white woman to be their queen w
have always been ruled by a white
against whom they have rebelled, [ do
think they mean to do me any harmjuy
perhaps they want to marry me to their;
but of this T am not sure from their talk
I understand badly. Now go, before
catch you,”
T think you might get away," I whis
back. ‘1 will cut your bonds. When
arc free, slip through the window and']
guide you.”
' Very well, try it,’ she said
““Sp I drew my knife and stretched ont
arm. But then, Baas, I showed myself'a fo
—if the Great Medicine had still been thers
should have known better. T forgot the
moonlight, which shone upon the blade of
knife, That girl Jance came out of her sl
or swoon, lifted her head, and saw the knife
She screamed once, then at a word from
mistress was silent. But it was enough,
it woke up the guards, whoglared about th
and threatened Jance with their great spes
also they went to sleep no more, but began
talk together, though what they said I col
not hear, for 1 was hiding on the floor
room, After this, knowing that I could don
good and might do harm and get myself killed,
1 crept out of the house as I had creptin, and
got back to my tree." !
“ Why did you not come to me ? ** Tasked.
““ Because [ still hoped I might be able to
help Sad-Eyes, Baas. Also [ wanted to see
what happened, and T knew that T could not
bring you here in time to be any good, though
it is true I thought of coming."
‘* Perhaps you were right," S
“* At the first dawn,"” continued Hans, “‘the
great men who are called Amahagger rose and
ate what was left over from the night before:
Then they gathered themselves together and
went to the house. Here they found a large
chair, that seated with rimpis in which the
Baas Red-Beard sits, and lashed two poles &0
the chair. Beneath the chair they tied the
garments and other things of the Lady Sadss
Eyes, which they made Janee gather as Sags
Lyes directed her, This done, very gensl
they sat Sad-Eyes herself in the chair, bOWSS S
while they made her fast. After this eightob
them set the poles upon their shoulders, and
they all went away at a trot, heading for B
bush-veld, driving a herd of goats which they ,_l
had stolen from the farm, and making Janee
run by the chair, I saw everything, Baas i¢s
they passed just beneath my tree. 2
came to seek you, following the ou
of the wagons, That is all, Baas."
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“ But—F ffendi, it were folly to throw away one’s life !

and s'rongest of a!l the ~uard:——

“1 don't care if Shaitan himself guards the prisoner,

" €10 you played Cain to your brother
Abel, eh, Achmed ? Well, murder
seems to sit pretty lightly on your

soul, you brown rascal ! ”

The man addressed, who squatted, cross-
lcg_gcd. on the sand outside the tent,
grinncd cheerfully, and answered the in-
dictment with an insouciance which was
out of keeping with its gravity.

"My brother, he one big size villain,

Effendi. He steal my money, he steal my

land, he take my wife. So I kill hin,

But I take care, the village think he die by

accident. And now he sorry for his

wickedness, no ? "’

*“ Can't say, Achmed. Dependson what
particular hell or heaven he's got to. But
tell me, did the act of killing give you
satisfaction? You got your“land back ?
And your wife ? "

Over the rascally brown face there fell,
on the instant, a veil of reserve, the rescrve
in which an Arab wraps himself at menton
of his womenkind. And Amory, regretting
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KATHLYN RHODES

Author of
# The Desert-Dreamers,”
“The Lure of the Desert,” etc.

He who guards the prisoner is Salim. the fiercest
I'm going to get him out of that bell—somehow 1™

his indiscretion, made haste to change the
subject.

‘* By the way,
here to-night?
pose 7’

Immediately the brown face shed 1its
unaccustomed reticence, and became a
chuckling mask once more.

v Letters— aiwa, Effendi—many letters
for Mistaire b’ Amory h'esquire ! "

‘Well, where are they ? Look sharp,
you -brown image, or I shall have to liven
your wits with my riding whip!"

Quite unmoved by the threat. Achmed
produced a bundle of letters from some
mysterious hiding-place in his voluminous
robe, and handed them gaily to his master,

 Here they be, Effendi. Is it the
Efiendi’s pleasure that 1 now take my
evening meal 2

Amory's eyes were on his letters.

i+ yVes, Clear out and leave me
peace.”

“ 4iwa, Effendi.”’ Achmed sprang agilely

didn't I see the runmer
Letters for me, I sup-

in
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to his feet. ‘* There is much talk in the
village to-night. One has just come in
from yonder''—he waved vaguely over
the desert—"" with a tale of strange doings
in the harim of Moussa Bey. . . . "

Amory paid no heed to the tentative
remark, and with a shrug of the shoulders
Achmed departed serenely in quest of the
cous-cous and the gossip which awaited
him in the huddle of mud huts known as
the village of El-Khatom,

* Evening was falling gently over the
desert., The sky was softly afire with pale
green and paler violet hues, in the midst
of which the round ball of gold which was
the sun trod delicately, his steps veiled in
a mist of tender, floating cloud. A lttle
breeze wandered fitfully over the face of
the desert, whispering faint promises of the
joys of the starlit night to come, and in-
deed above the sandbills in the east one
silver star already trembled in the pale
firmament.

Amory's white tent looked strange,
almost eerie; in the silent space which sur-
rounded it, True, the mud village was
only a quarter of a mile away, and to the
north, looking, in the clear desert light, but
a stone’s throw distant, stood the great
Villa of the powerful Moussa Bey, the
mansion of delight to which the owner was
wont to resort when the cares of business
had pressed too closely upon his shoulders.
Yet the little white tent seemed a symbol of
some strange solitude, a challenge flung
in the face of that civilisation which insists
that man shall herd with his fellow men,
shall build houses and streets of houses,
and avoid, as it were a plague, the wide
and open spaces of the carth.

And the hittle tent spoke truly; forin it
there dwelt a soul in rebellion, in revolt
against the treachery of man, the weakness
of woman, against the double betrayal
which had driven a trusting fool into the
wilderness in a vain attempt to forget his
too confident folly. :

Yet as he bent over his letters to-night
Christopher Amory’'s face was not alto-
gether hard. It was as though in the slow
atrophy of his affections one small area
were loft untouched ; as though in a heart
devastated by the great fires of hatred and
contempt and lust for vengeance there yet
dwelt some softer emotion, some tiny
flicker of that warm humanity which had
been well-nigh extirpated by a ruthless
hand. .

Such, at least, would have been the
conclusion of a psychologist watching him
to-night; and the diagnosis would have
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been correct; for in his hand Amory held
a letter from the one person in the world
for whom he knew a real and very powerful
affection—his brother Ivor.

He read the letter eagerly, until he came
to the hated name of his supplanter ; and
then his face changed from a half-wistful
protectiveness to a rancour which was not
assumed.

. they say—the doctors—that
Joan's chest is weak, and so Dorrien
taking her out to Egypt. Some people
have all the luck—1've had a cold all the
winter, but no one thinks of taking me out
there! Thought I'd warn you, in cas®
you ran against them in one of your visits
to Cairo. I know, of course, they treatcd
you abominably, but still—I suppose they
couldn’t help it, could they? It would
have been worse if she had married you
and then bolted with him—and he's really
quite a decent chep when you know him "™

With an impatient exclamation Amory
crushed the letter in his hand. The peace
of the desert had been rudely disturbed by
this chattering echo of a sordid tragedy
and he would read no farther. Yet aftef)
a moment he felt remorse for the way he
had treated the letter of the brother he
Joved : and he smoothed out the crumpled
sheet and read it, grimly, to the end.

At the bottom of the last sheet came
scribbled postscript.

** Since writing the above something
rather jolly has happened. No time fo
more, but prepare for a surprise whe
next you hear from mel"”

“ A rise in screw, or maybe he's sold
picture—at last!"” His smile was h
amused, half-bitter. ** Well, I've neves
had any luck—perhaps it's coming his wa§
instead ! "

Rising abruptly, he went into the tenk
and dispatched the frugal meal whic
awaited him. Then, filling his pipe, B
came out again to wait for Achmed, Wi
would presently bring the horses jor
usual evening ride. :

The swift twilight had come and passé
while he sat eating, and now mnight lay
mysterious, silver, star-lit, upon the f
of the desert, In the sky the great bright
stars hung in clusters, and the moon Wi
rising, sliding into view like a huge p
of gold behind a clump of ragged palms.

It was very still, very tranquil, V&2
peaceful. Yet in the heart of the tef%
dweller there reigned no peace, onlr
chaotic welter of emotion in whiGs
strangely, for he was no egoist, seli-Pos
had its place.
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s 7he horses, Effendi!
Inhe moon is up

I%'n't grin like that!”

Wile

this home might have been his,
have been his i a woman had been
¥ her promise, if a man had shown

e worthy of a life-long friendship. . . .
You are ready
and the desert

reerful face grinned up at his
ht, and in spite of
i Amrarj."s facial muscles relaxed,
OT a fratricide you're a remarkably
80ul, Achmed! I'msureif I had a
'S murder on my conscience I
" returmed the
the Efiendi
shine, our
- s

Sare, no, sare,’
Bally., “* Where will
0. ride? The stars
feet are shod with silv
> yves. But-
"somehow 1 feel

- Amory
to-night as
company. Come, Ach-
greganous fellow. Can't
some entértainment in the
5 Yonder 7 Or are there any nomads
8 within easy distanceof us? 1I'm
Umour for adventure, not contem-

b ““m;.;ht !

Achmed's

F X pression.

. fo're g

face stole an extra-
It was as though two

* Cagérness and caution, warred
him, though he wished, vyet

e 0 mgke some proposal to the
'iﬁ I"ﬂ-kmg at him closely, Amory
HS of an excitement which had
SSCaped his notice ; and marking
U8 eyes, the nervous gestures of

ayy, :

as

hi”l-’lﬁ, he guessed that the Arab
¢ WwWith some secret which he
. i'—'al':!.i_ to disclose.
8 wp, Achmed "™ His

own
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Is there sSoine
or what is it that's

eyes ]'J'f.‘;.:,un to shine,
lomaskha in the vills
making you so fey 7 Out with it, man,
and if it's allowable for a stranger to
participate, why, I'll jein in with all my
heart ! "

Suddenly the Arab's expressive face grew
serious, almost It evident
that in his dark soul he was de bating some
weighty matter, and Amory stood, motion-
less, schooling himself to patience until
the decision should be made

" Effendi”—his wvoice was hurried—
* there is much talk in the village to-night.
It is said, by ome who knows, that there
will be a tragedy in the Aarim of Moussa
Bey ere dawn treads the eastern sky with
rosy et ! " ;

A tragedv—in the harim ?

" Aiwa, Effendi. For it is said that my
Lord the Jey, returning from a journey
mto the Fayum, discovered that a
had sought to rob him of his cho
treasure, had laid pians to cull fron
garden the fairest rose |

Which, being interpreted, means that
some inmate of the Aarim has been giving
the glad eye to an outsider, 1 suppose |
He laughed cynically Well, secing what
an old swine the Bey is, 1 wouldn’t blame
any of his beauties casting looks at a
handsome gardener! ™

“1 do not
Effendi.” Achmed was
light treatment of a serious subject, I'he
glad-; I know not what it means
Yet it is like to be an unlucky matter for
the Roumi who vered in the
gardens of the Aarim by my Lord the Bey.”

“ Hold on minute, " His
voice was startled " What's that you say

the Roten lllf.'alll mean an English-
man's been playing the fool with the Bey's
women ¢/ Bot there isn't Englishman
nearer than Cairo !

= Yet it Effendi Fhe man was
discovered, in the moment of the Bey's
return, by Selim, the keeper of the Aarime
in the act of dallying with the beautiful
Fatma; and was dragged before the Bey,
who cast him into the hut at the
to the gardens while he deb
should be meted out to the
of the harim,’

" But, I say, Achmed, thiscan't goon!*
At the hint of danger to a countryman
Amory was another m, as quick and
alert as he had before been indifierent, un-
mterested. “ Why, God only knows what
will happen to the fellow if he's left to the
Bey's tender mercies 1

solemn, was
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Allah truly may know, but the mercies
of Shaitan will be more tender than those
of my lord,” returned the Arab calmly.
** It is said that already Selim has begun
to sharpen his knife, for flesh is tough,
and it would tarnish the pride of the
fellow should he fail to slice ofi the Roumi's
ears neatly at a blow ! "

“ For God’s sake shut up, vou callous
brute!’ Amory felt physical nausea at
the words. " D'you mean to say the Bey
will be devil enough to cut off the chap’s
ecars 7 “

“ Even so, Efiendi’” Achmed spoke
sullenly, not relishing the other’s epithets.
“ First the ears, then perchance the fingers
and the toes. If my lord's thirst for
vengeance be then sated, it may be he will
let the Roumi go, but if not—who knows ?
There are hot irons which gouge out the
eves, and it is possible for a clever man to
slice off the nose at one stroke. The
tongue, too, it is easily torn irom the
mouth. . . .”

“ Good (n.:l Achmed, do you want to
drivememad! Youstand there and coolly
tell me a white man is to be tortured to
death by that devil incarnate, the Bey——"

" The Roumi would have ou tru"(‘d the
Bey's honour, have defiled the pride of the
harim.” Achmed was still sullen. “ It is
but justice that the lord of the household
should avenge himself on the robber, , . . "

“ But not with hot irons!™ Amory's
whole being was aflame at the thought of
his cnm;mtnm s danger. ‘' Oh, you can't
see it, of course! 1 expect if the truth
be known you murdered your unfortunate
brother in some pretty devilish fashion !
But this thing has got to be stopped.
There's no time for the authorities to take
a hand if the entertainment is to come off
at dawn. We've jolly well got to stop it,
but how !’

The Arab stared, aghast,

* Effendi, what is the meaning of these
words ? 1tis madness, surely, which speaks
in them!"”

“ Madness—no, rather sheer horse
sense | 7 Amory's previous languor had
dropped from him like an ill-fitting gar-
ment, he was a man of action once more,
‘ You may do as you please, but I'm
going over yonder"-—he waved towards

the Villa—" to have a shot at rescuing the
poor brute.”
“ Bu i flendi, it were folly to throw

away one's life! He who guards the
prisoner is Selim, the fiercest and strongest
of all the guards——"

“1 don't care if Shaitan himself puards
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the prisoner, I'm going to get him out of
that hell—somehow 1" He spoke reso«
lutely, and Achmed realised he meant to
do this thing.

* Effendi, it is madness!” He spoké
earnestly. "' Selim will never permit thé
Effendi to approach the hut where h]

guards the captive. He will fight, Effend#
to the death, lest worse befall him at th
hands of the Bey his lord. And he i
strong; one blow from his fist , . 3
crrre!”  He made a feint of collapsing of
1“-: sand. _

‘Strong, eh? Then we must oppo
strength with cunning.” He me ditated
a moment. ‘' See here, you know thé
fellow. TIs he fond of money—would it b
possible to bribe him ? ™

Achmed shook his head.
‘ He is doubtless a thief, as are all th®

harim guards, scum that they are!”™ H
spat virtuously into the sand. * Yet
would be afraid to take a bribe. . . . "

" Well, for God's sake suggest somé
thing! Wonuld it be possible to ms: skf- hi
drunk 7 I have a drug which e ily puﬂ-
a man to sleep for an hour or t\\-r—--——

Achmed looked dubious, \

That might be done, Efiendi, for Selifh
is no true follower of the Prophet, and hat®
a fondness for wine But he would o
drink with the Effendi, for even his thi
wits would suspect a trick ’

“* Listen, Achmed!” A light Hill
sprung into Amory's eyes. ‘" What's #8
prevent me r!re_-x—-n':_u up in that Arab rig
mine and posing as’ a date-merchant,
something of the sort? It would
natural for a stranger passing by to st
and speak—ask the way maybe, and ﬂﬁff
a drink in return for the information

Very slowly a grin began to spread u\"
Achmed’s brown face, for the plan, wi
all its risks, s .n-_i-r.l his bold nature: a ;,u
indeed the whole adventure was more ¥
his liking than he chose to admit. '

“ Effiendi, it is a good plan. Inm trda"
this Selim is a vain fellow, for ever boasts
of his strength, and it would be a pious 8
to lay his de in the dust.”

" Quite so.”" Amory essed bhrewl‘m
that Achmed lv-: the boastful Selim so!

ige. " That's settled, then ‘l‘-‘

know the man, so you must keep in ¢
b Lgrl-imli 1d I'l do the palaves
Savvy 2’ 3

Truly the Effendi is a great leadel
Secure i his own immunity, \(h
hastened to pour forth flattery, w

plan is good ; and it were wise to set a.bld
it “nh»,ui delay. Indeed it is a




*Bterprise —and Allah, they say, loves ever
& bold and courageous spirit! ™’

Half an hour later two riders drew rein
ﬁz the outskirts of the Bey's gardens. The
N which the captive languished,
Bardeq by the mighty Selim, was just
ut the confines of the great domain,
St Was a strongly constructed place,
';“[t_oi stone, with a massive door and
i the windowless walls.

th: long, dense belt of palms had hidden

2pproach of the horgemen from the

Buardiyn of the hut, and from behind a

i Dient tree the riders were able to

¢ Out the land, noting how the giant

% Bquatted on the sand, a box of

domlnocs before him, while he made shift,

W S-handed, to play a travesty of the
‘;“h‘:é' game " beloved of the Arabs.

OW that the goal was in sight Achmed

He 4 suddenly to grow apprehensive.

'-&‘_hlﬁed uneasily in his saddle, moistened

i :I}lhhm' and shot queer, restless glances at

T Master out of the corners of his eyes,

ﬂh 10 tell, something was tormenting

N of no means unduly sensitive conscience

| e Achmed ben Hassan; and he was

. °“denng whether it were wiser to keep
5 &E‘W still, or to make a clean breast of
= S Matter which troubled him.

S outly Amory noticed his_palpable
o "—'ﬂmnesa. and his voice was a tritle sharp
'.he Questioned the man.

v "hhdohat‘g the matter—got a fit of nerves ?

S0 the job alone if you're funking it! "

e Hendi, T fear nothing.” Physically

SRS no coward. * Yet there is that in

J-'Mm&ltter which troubleth me, and J

h fain take counsel with myself as to

Seisdom of speech.”

Wei, hurry up and decide. Sure you
9 twant me to go on alone ? ™

-~ %
hg;?- my lord. Yet I would not that
% endi go forward without due know-
4 gm"( what awaiteth him in the person
ijt'.wml.smablc prisoner.”
-'_!EI Yhat's that?” He spoke quickly,
' .'“‘,n't know the man =
h €t methinks he hath acquaintance

=i Y lord. It was said—in the village
j m'he had inquired, earlier, for the
»

M dwelling place. . 0"
W for me? Why, there's not
S8 kno ]

w in Egypt—except——"'
- 4 passage from lvor's letter
Y i front of his eyes,
S - Joan's chest is weak, and so
S '® taking ber out to Egypt——*'
¥ou learn the name of the Roumi,
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Achmed ben Hassan ? ” His manner was
stern.

" Even that, my lord, since inadvertently
the Roumi dropped an envelope upon
which was written his direction 5

" The name—quick, for Allah's sake,
the name ! "'

Very slowly, debating within himself
whether he acted wisely, the Arab produced
a torn and dirty envelope, which he vielded
to the snatching hand held out for it.

The other man took it, locked at it
fastidiously, read the name—and his blood
ran like fire in his veins. For the name
on the envelope was that of his supplanter
Gerald Dorrien.

The night was passing all too rapidly for
the work which had yet to be done.

In the stone house a couple of handred
yards away a man crouched, waiting in
blank terror for the dawn which should
bring him a horrible death; and ere long
the stars would begin to wane before the
light of day.

Yet Chnistopher Amory sat motionless
on his horse, with God knows what thoughts
passing through his brain,

Here, at last, was an opportunity to get
even with his supplanter. He had but to
simulate a sudden cowardice, to throw up
the game, and Dorrien would go to his
death, helpless as a stricken animal
Vengeance for his treachery had been slow
but sure, He who had betrayed his friend
should in his turn be betraved; and the
mental torture he had inflicted on a living
man’s soul should be expiated by the pangs
of physical anguish.

Yet, as he sat on his horse, an ominously
still figure in the moonlight, Amory's brow
was wet. For he knew well enough that
this was a shameful thing which he pro-
posed to do, To allow a man to dié,
horribly, at the hands of a coloured torturer
in order that a thirst for revenge might be
slaked—it was a crime at which the lowest
criminal might well shudder. . . .

And yet—this man had done him the
worst injury a man could do, had done it,
moreover, under the guise of friendship;
and no death could be too vile for the
traitor.

That the woman would suffer did he
allow this man to dic he knew well encugh :
but in his present mood he could look even
on her prospective sufferings vnmoved.

On every hand he feit his inaction to be
justified. And yet—Dorrien was a com-
patnot, they were brothers in the mudst
of an alien people, and it was not according
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4 1 | came over [he
though the captive wers
Rl to a petrified attention;

his dislike for the job
irily, made no 1tttmpt
harshness of his tone as he
to further urgings.
r clear out if you don'g
k devil to interfere, Pyl
1er, man ! ‘\‘HIEAFC Sﬂie, I
ou’'ll only take a brace on
out while there's time
an made no efiort to (lbey;
. Il patience, Amory shook hif
Suddenly Amory raised his head. The jyoughly by the shoulder and turned him
d lost. His 1sund to face his deliverer.

T The next moment a great cry rang
er through the hut; but i was the rescues,
. not the rescued, who shirank back, appalled
et about 4 the re: n-.@::..n of the thing he had s
i the  pearly done.

battle was ovel and he ha

onal vengeance must

numani

from the
but the er

n who, but for his intervention;

died, shamefully, at dawn, was
h ier Jvor

‘Chris! Oh my God, you! Get me
out of this hole, for Christ's sake| Quick
stand staring at me! I'll explam
rything—afterwards! !

As one in a dream Amory ointed to the
oven door, and as one in a dream the boy
led Ordered 1\_\, a
his brother, he

dawn began to break in the
Amory stood before his tent
If a dozen Arabs riding towards
5 : m"(l\ fair,
Arab, but his
ative, and few would

challenge him or his hardy escort,
between the brothers had
nrise of which Ivor
l of Dorrien
to Cairoy
iatum meat=;
vares. TIH!
I\n|r of
D \Ll‘fhi'
lr\\hlch
cedy, Andas
pe bed r Dorrien's namé
d it over he wonld have
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seen, on the reverse side, a rough sketeh of
the route from Cairo.

Thoroughly sobered by his narrow escape
from death, Ivor had bidden his brother
a shamefaeced good-bye, stammering out
broken words of gratitude, cut short
roughly by the older man ; and now Amory
stood alone, his whole being still vibrating
with the thrill which had come when he
realised that but for the grace of God
he would have been the slayer of his
brother.

Mind and body shuddered alike at the
conternplation of the black abyss into
which his soul, misled by thoughts of
vengeance, had so nearly slipped; and
when at length he turned away and called
Achmed to him, even that light-hearted
villain noted, though without comprehen-
sion, the look of something akin to awe in
the Effendi's eyes.

‘“ Strike the tenty. Achmed, and let us be
off to the south.” He spoke curtly. ™ The
sooner we are out of EIl-
Khatum the better, so look
sharp about it."”

** Itshall be done, Effendi.”
The Arab was well pleased

MARYU

I

HE night was filled with vanilla and
frangipanni odours and the endless
sound of the rollers on the reef.

Somewhere away back amidst the trees
a woman was singing, the tide was out,
and from the verandah of Lygon's house,
across the star-shot waters of the lagoon,
moving yellow points of light caught the
eye. They were spearing fish by torch-
light in the reef pools.

It had been a shell lagoon once, and in
the old days men had come to Tokahoe
for sandal wood: now there was only
copra to be had, and just enough for one
man to deal with., Tokahoe is only a
little island where one cannot make a
fortune, but where you may live fortun-
ately enough if your tastes are simple and
beyond the lure of whisky and civilisation.

The last trader had died in this para-
dise, of whisky, or gin—I forget which
and his ghost was supposed to walk the
beach on moonlight nights, and it

was
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with the prospect of change. “ An hour
for coffee, and we may go our way.”

“ You can get your coffee and come after
me. The horses are rested, and 1 start at
once."

The Arab, startled, opened his lips to
protest; buta Iurther'luuk at his master’s
face sealed even his ever-ready tongue;
and he stood by while Amory vaulted into
the saddle and turned his horse's head
towards the south.

“ Au revoir for a little while, Achmed
ben Hassan.” His voice held a hint of
cynicism. “* We shall meet again pres-
c?ltly. We are fit companions, you a:*d I 8
You slew your brother and 1 saved mine !
but Allah” knows there is precious little
ditference between us after alll”’

And while the Arab stood, looking afier
him in perplexity, and the sun rose joyously
over the empty sands, he waved his hand
in ironical farewell, and cantered south-
wards into the desert.

W?W-

N Dream of the Sea

By H. DE VERE STACPOOLE

Author of ** The Blue Laguon,"* **The Peuarl Fishers,"
ele., ele

apropos of this that Lygon suddenly
put the question to me " Do you believe
in ghosts ? ™

“Do you?' replied I

“1 don't know,” said Lygon. “1I
almost think 1 do, because every one does,
Oh, T know, a handful of hard-headed
super-civilised people say they don't, but
the mass of humanity does. The Poly-
nesians and Micronesians do; go to Japan,
go to Ireland, go anywhere, and every-
where you will find ghost believers.”

“ Lombrosso has written something like
that,” said I.

“ Has he ? Well, it's a fact, but all the
same it's not ewvidence, the universality
of a belief seems to hint at reality in
the thing believed in—yet what is more

wanting in real reason than fabuz? Yet
labu is universal. You find men here
who daren’t touch an artu tree because

artu trees are fabu to them, or eat turtle
or touch a dead body. Well, look at the
Jews; a dead body is fabu to a” Cohen,
[ndia is riddled with the business, so's
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English society—it's all the same thing The king died of a brok heart and
under different disguisce and of the eleven it thred
" Funny that talking of ghosts we should id died

have touched on this, for when I asked v
did you believe in ghosts I had a ghost story
in mind and fabi comes into it. This is it

And this is the story somewhat as ]
l'n_'.' L.ygon.

Some fifty years back when Pease
a pirate bold, and Hayes in his bloom,
and the topsails of the Leonora a terror to
all dusky beholders, Maru was a young
man of twenty He was son of Malemake,
King of Fukariva, a ki
a soup plate, nearly as rowm
a middle—an atoll island, in s
ring of coral, sea beaten and circ
a bezel, a sapphire lagoon

Fukariva lies in the Paumotus or —Maru relusir
Dangerous Archipelago where the currents tabu—and the three 1
run every way and the t S are n settled down to live ¢
countable, The underwriters to thus

;\}I:-!_. -

argume

he

size of

out in the cold He was no
fight shy of a Paumotus trader, and i I'he women despised him becaus
the '6o's few ships came here and the few fought for one of them, i
that came were on questionable business cause he had failed in bru
Maru up to the tumne he was twenty years ¢ a hard lot,

Maru, straight :

of age only remembered three
: gentle, and a

There was the C\.!:-'I'.i'!:

p that came

into the lagoon when wWas seven then like
The picture of her remained him
burning and brlliant, y tis with

the atmosphere of nightmare, a big top sun blaze on that
sail schooner that lay for a week mirroring fancied he saw 1t
herself on the lagoofm—water whilst she ing as they
refitted, fellows with red handkerchiefs tied sometimmes at nig
raund their heads crawling aloft and layi of his
out on the spars. They came ashore f{i
water and what they could find in the way
of taro and nuts, and made hay on the
beach, insulting the island women till the notl
men drove them ofii. Then when she wa :

touch

Filial love, his own sa
ing would have induced Maru

clearing the lagoon a brass gun was run t was of him, an ir T '
out and fired, leaving a score of dead : character vond the touch of »
wounded on that salt white strand

That was the Spaniard.
whaler who took what she
cut down trees for fuel and
leaving behind the smell of he
enduring recollection, and la
Maru was about eighteen, a
schooner slank in one earl

She lay in the lagoon like's mang
a humble ship, very unlike the
or the blustering whaleman :
wanted water and a few wvegetables, a

her men gaveno trouble : then, one avening turned their attention
she slank out again with the ebb, but she Four men were pot
left something behind her—smallpox. It Robertson was not

cloared the island, and of the hundred cruited them: th:
and fifty subjects of King Malemake th
only ten were left—twelve people in all.
counting the king and Maru.

into hia boat
the Portsoy

grass widows now—wailling
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In the canoe was a girl, naked as the new moon. Paddle in hand and half crouching,
she drove the canoe towards him, the sail loose and flapping in the wind.

the S8hore. He had no fine feelings about
tl’TI:!eria;._{r_- tie and he reckoned they
I Mmalke out somehow They were no
%0 him as labour and they were ill-
Fed - all the same, being a man of
ry and some humour, he dipped
E to them as the Porfsoy cleared
by, hgr'x_m anid breasted the tumble at the

f?;’!gf

ha‘“ standing aft saw the island with
m“h“" foam fighting the coral and the
whh.—shmg around the break, saw the
tut against the pale aguamarine
Skyline that swept up the burning
of noon, heard the long rumble
1 im of the surf on the following
» @and watched and listened till the
of the surf died to nothingness
O the island nothing emained but

ﬁ'f;

£
e

I

the palm tops, like pinheads above the
sea dazzle.

He felt no grief, but there came to hum
a new and strange thing, a silence that
the shipboard sounds could not break.
Since birth the eternal boom of the waves
on coral had been in his ears, night and
day and day and night—Iquder in storms,
but always there. It was gone. That
was why, despite the sound of the bow
wash and boost of the waves and the
creak of cordage and block, the brig seemed
to have carried Maru into the silnce of
a new world

They worked free of the Paumotus into
the region of settled winds and accountable
currents, passing atolls, and recfs that
showed like the threshing of a shark's
tail in the blue, heading north-west in
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1t was never

it and move it—why I'l

the binnacle into which the wi

fish god had somehow betrave white thing was like a within a dre
men He knew that he
Il'
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palm tree; but now it was difier
in a flash he
on the reef said
the trees, Maru
r g at the
Mar

Then ongs V., §
bigger break in the reefs
them together, their sh
and Maru's arm went roun
amidst the blue laughing

he told

was
M

L

shoutiy of the
whaole world I'aha,

| as she listened t

like a treachereus hand
through the break towards
Sen.

The had to fight their way
ebb nning wonld
race, and they knew,
help the other. It was a
tor love and life apains
against life and love that
things, from the heart of man
ol the sea, bui l:Z-'-_‘. won
reached calm «
twenty strokes of

i |'i1'-1 Out 8
Maru, who was sligh
and found her gone, ¢
with cramp, the cramp that !
over-exertion, but he did not know that
The lagoon was free of ®harks, but, di spite
that fact and the fact that
them, he fancied for one
that a shark had taken her
Then he saw her below, a dusky form
on the coral floor,
He brought her to the su
the sandy beach, and carryi
arms ran with her to the highes
the sands and placed hes
shade of the trees: she moved i
he carried her, and when
down her breast heaved in
sigh, water ran from her mouth, her
limbs stiffened, and she m
Then all the world be
Maru ; he knew nothing of the art of resus- Fual L een the
citating the drowned
He ran amongst : i 1ad
that Talia was dead, he struck himseld en them e

and he dive

against tree boles ned 1 ind e b ' .
ground lianas: the P B : i : 2 £} .
seemed trying to kil Then 1 3 to } g they
hid amongst the ferns, lving on his facs : Dis o . 41t i the¥
and telling the earth that Talia was dead. had seemed to him part of the scheme of
Then came sundown a a that 1 K skt 4 the lagoon
green moonlight of the r 1 nirit es heard in 1 )




Then oy

the world

1

-~
f .ri

became black for Maru; he knew nothing of the art of
ing the drowned. Talia was dead.
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But the ghost of [alia wa L
from these [t was in
WAy real inicl It

of T:

He had made it weeg vouf _. | : !.
He alone « i d1VE 1T Té i
Away, deepin i
the bushes, _-I-_'\.:'};- I g
the slichtest s« =2 :
with himself ; and curiously, now, lowve ;
not move him at all ol |
I 4 . ]
.I | -
1 l t e
I« t
&y i g " i

one of the glade i plide |

behind one of the tree b - That Bl s vhat follvil
He macle for the souther: Ly
Although
reached thi
lor direction, a brain co JASS more

terious than the tremblis tar-f

had directed the movenmu

board the Hort

amidst the gloom of the tres h
1

the beach, w

R

the sands and the bi

over the lagoon The reef lav far out He

a contiunue e urmii f » The |
north, o bt ; k }
through | (

flowing o

that stoo
The




} L

left :
¥ a beache
18t by the: fect o
r and fAcated
Th&)‘ had come
Come, mayhe, v
hldlng ir = his f

her

canoe and the marks " Never,
snn who had beached of the
gain

SEa arc

said
many.

a gong that stooc

de Vere Stacpoole

Lygon [he islands
Wait.'!" He struck
close to his chair, struck

-perhaps her own people it three times, and the sounds passing into
esterday whilst he was the night mixed with the voices of the

r:=r~ debating with his canoe menretur

ning from fishing on the reef.

om I
aw;ﬂ(mn and found her, and taken her Then a servant came on to the \'»:ra{-.ﬁ.;-.‘.y
v an old, old man, half bent like a withered
He plunged into the lagoon and, swim- tree
nltng like an otter and helped by the out- “ Marn,'” said Lygon, " you can take
Eang tide, reached the reef. Scrambling away these glasses but, one¢ moment,
b?][t? the rouch '.,._,1 bleeding from cuts _\I.‘.!-':l. tell this gentleman your story 5 3
E't’.‘h!\g nothine of his wounds, he stood " The islands of the sea are many,
an wrinkle i eyes facing the sea blaze said Maru, like a child repeating & lesson
lu:, with the i',; 1 breeze blowing past He paused for a moment as though trving
out bevond the thundering foam of to remember s50me more, then he passed
Teef to the blue and heaving sea out of the l;meuﬂut with the glasses
t-l; “‘3}\‘ to the north, like a brown wing ‘A year ago he remembered the whole
*atchs::iljlh FURNG Mt ot & [Sanre R Ay hE whicle fhory AT SN
it Fossed by the lilt of the But for me the whole story lay in those
Twel] ¢ seemed beckoning to him. Now words. that wvoice, those trembling hands
2 Vanished in e sea dazzle, now re- lh:\t SOOI -.-"! a:i]] searching for what the
ppearc“. dwindling to a point, to vanish res could sce more.

lﬂ.;t ].l]p( a drearn
recaptured
~'\ml Maru ?

he ¢ver ——

SCAPE im-

P' _‘_n\!

g 4 canung
ahlu.—i,«. and
a lie on

king ”“.f?

persan

the

" 32ys It, it's
true. Take

h-“' . word
Th‘.}‘tr_;; L;:."

€ pointed with
Pipe towards
Eh‘l Bang of convi
" at the foot

chaps can

fan

h‘m!nd to it

u"!e '. .-.1ir.‘

» YOU Dt

1If he's n«

o anyti nng as

n of the sea, gone, never

] asked of Lygon

m DjTg::PT:;‘\&Sn 3

“ There's only one thing that you 'va got to make provisios 1 rieht
jobs, nnd thats luck—the littde bit of 21 right.

for in these ' impossible
leck that always cuts in Jone side or the other in

thing s chap lays out for.

about pgetting
indicated
arguing

ts working in two long
of the tor below us— 1

ape all right, as man we're
ywwwhere provided he sets

coming sepule
pulled (like m
sun

| | drowsily—I1 was
i¢'s the right
f mind &

- prowva led !

eoht sort «

He had been lying
back, his hands beneath his

the little bit of
luck that alw
== cuts in one side or

» other in every
thing a chap
lavs out for. Good
\ luck, and he pulls
: h\ out a heaven-sent
— miracle ; bad lock,
and the whole
bottom rips right
out of the miracle
macie on his

TISKY

he's
own
I said, "' That's
But
getting

every risky you're

away fromit. It's
away from that place "'—
the distant prison— that

(as was I) flat on his
ead, his voice
neath his hat,
{ace against the

from t

e} over his

hrally

- worry about that He sat up with a jerk, that broaght his

¢t the right sort with the hands to his toes, and turned his head

n‘hl Sort of mind he won't start an ane ol towards me ‘Don’t-yvou worry. JThat's
—prison-breaking of what I'm talking abonit. That's just a case

flyin ¥ Impossible stunts

' Of any other
:‘::2 You've got

tmpossible

in point for Ve
don't mind tel
outside of me

er No, there's only one
to make provision lor n

and that = T | -

jobs
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Look here, vou're or

Make a storv out of thi

|:"-t I ancl i
a bit more e
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Dee

the ribs ion 11
»}J'J.tii' Irr 1id fir
know I don’t even 1

] ‘J ou hi !
annoy Y voice as

Lo

those two boule

and

story was "y

realism th |
they always i
attention So I pro
to sitting positios )
grunted, a !;l..,:-.j =% " o
No peace F ”.”
then he d
Oh, h |
said when he first put q
thing about the bit lu ,IL
wasn’t it "What shagt
I I prunte ; y
Couldn’t see him, but
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BSicde. RBvery sign and mark of pros-
¥ Whole thing built up by his own
g es—head rather. Respected by every
&¢ e traded with. Liked above a bit by
ey onewhoknew him. Stenographer used
gkeep o photo of him in her desk—showed
:'E‘- me. And there was this poor devil
e 2td up at his big writing-table, elbows
B D€ crimson leather, fists at his temples,
e fuin hanging up its hat in the lobby
. Just about to walk in.
s &I] for want of the ready just to tide
N With. You get that, don’t you ? Stick
& 0 your story because that's vital, if
fepoing tomakea jobofit. Right; well,
very darn moment the opportunity
S. Trust funds. Tide him over slick.
*itely,. Him and his wife and kid—
. idolisation society those three—
4 hig good name and his old mother and
Uing brother (never saw brothers so
a5 those two) and the slap-up steno-
*T and the two clerks and the whole
Mle of them. What a brute of a
tion to come at a chap, eh ? Like a
ebelt popping up under the nose of
ling man—and about as likely to be

W t by, what ? Don't care who the
| ‘&Et _'bc. This chap—this Ta—what

Tabeor
This Tabor was as clean white as the
Shop of Canterbury. No more idea
Yitng it down than the Pope till that
At Jdea — opportunity — plumped
%S hands while he sat there. . Trust
Misappropriation. Embezzlement.
\: chance on it. Lpst. By George,
=" at the Old Bailey and falling down
docy stairs with seven years’ penal
: &;:"-‘ darn well had time to realise
o e it e
i. Was a dramatic touch and had me
X !;“.ke than I had been so far. But
tot’(-md off into a long ramble in which
T‘ me incoberent references to the
s first bitter years in prison, and
Bp stenographer, and his wife, and
3 # and agother, and on the tide of
dozed off again. I might fill in the
-hhaps. while he talked and I most
Wy slept, by saying that I had run
= Casually a week before while doing
J In a ut of a cottage on the moor.
' ':‘iflnz and fishing

v
|

He appeared to

hi time—whenever 1 happened
= sitting motionless on some
; like o statue of the moor's own
o h“d brooding over the prison, What
'.h::dbh:hat his job was I never knew
{e "Y to conjecture till he gave me
s Y- In the course of it—when he

\

A. S. M. Hutchinson

got me interested —I guessed once or twice,
but wrongly, I think. At its conclusion 1
guessed again, and not far off 1 imagine. 1
thought first he was the man Tabor himself ;
but he clearly wasn't—the stuff about the
stenographer, and later his own part in the
business dished that. 1 thought last—and
I suspicion it still—that he had taken on
Tabor’s job : the odd job you shall hear in
a minute. Tabor dead perhaps (or, by
Jove, it comes to me, in prison again
perhaps !), and his money and his enthu-
siasm left to this chap. He'd have been a
good man for it, anyway. A biggish chap,
taller than he looked because of his per-
fectly asormous chest and shoulders. Arms
to match. Brown as mahogany and about
as hard—he seemed to wear a singlet and
no shirt, and the sleeves of his flannel
jacket, slipping back, disclosed the terrific
limbs they covered. Hands to match.
And face, Curiously kind of thrusting for-
ward cheekbones and the skin stretched
very tight, but without hollows or gaunt-
ness. Seemed to be from, or to have lived in,
Canada or the States by some of his specch,
but—well, what does it matter anyway ?
There he was and this is his story

Next thing I heard him saying was one
of the most painful questions a polite man
—who knows he's guilty—can have ad-
dréssed to him

“ You're not asleep, are you ?

I muttered into my hat, ** Rather not,”
and found to my great discomfort of mind
that the man Tabor was now out of prison
again—"* Well, there he was, a free man
again ""—and the story presumably ended
without my having the faintest notion how
he had efiected this wonderful escape of
his ! Laid there, wide awake now, trying to
catch a hint of how it had been done ; and
then suddenly realised that the story, far
from being ended, was only just beginning ;
that this man Tabor hadn’t escaped or
tried to, but had served his time and been
released, and that the prison-breaking. with
the bit of luck that was to be the point of it
all, was by Tabor contrived—for another
man : to get another man out of the just
short of seven years unthinkable hell he'd
been through himself. Sat up and began to
take notice.

Was invited at the outset to imagine this
poor devil Tabor free again and come back to
wife dead, kid dead, mother dead (he didn’t
mention if the stenographer was dead also)
—all his world but his young brother dead
as ashes ; and in the place where his heart
used to be a live coal of scorching, flaming
hate against the laws that had taken such
toll of him for his one mad slip ; that and
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Tl § t
senter
5 Of I | i
I._II :
Ready-made for the job just 48 mu tl
born ] Y T
crime, 1 up : q
and dies in crime B 1
room ITee
[+1l lum mother i
F
E lop [ hie
Hot
to pr
r i
|
I
I‘.' {
;
} 1 o {
al & |
| & |
1 walls ell
Down heé pod
] 1 1m
3 1
|
respectable little pot of 1 '
you think he'd clear poff somewher:
and quiet and start t d -
: . a
back to life as 1Oy by in 't




4
A

s
b e

I ¥bes sgain until his brother, down in the
AS8lls below the court, tears running down
, was whispering to him the words
'had meant to communicate to a prisoner,
hinkable pain to have to say to his own
young brother:
Hope, old man. Never lose Hope. You
iow I was going to get other chaps out of
aere you're going. My God, 1 mnever
Bught it'd be you. Dear old man, it'll
#all the more sure, all the quicker. Watch
S it, old man. Day and night, Watch,
MOpe. Good-bye, old man.”
I It was just over a year that he had to
M0be and to watch for it, as things turned
Bt. The end of that time found Tabor
. younger, after brief sojournings in
bus jails, lodged at the prison that lay
our view ; and now at last I was given
® Straight story of the escape, and began
k out for the *“ bit of luck ” which
been promised as the pith of the
‘Venture.
“Tabor came and lived down here, spent
IS watching from this very rise where
Sit, and worked out his plan. Then
?’ @8 when I came into it. 1'd arranged to
) i He came up to town to me.
ng to get young Bill'—that was his
her's name—- out of it this month,” he

me. ‘You're on?' ‘Sure.” ‘Yon
dl'.ive a car ? * ' Sure thing., Most any
Xe" ‘Come and look at one I've

. aght.
et By darn, that was a car. Last thing off
€ Market in autos and left the rest like
' h‘nettes. Six-cylinder Pelham-Flyte.
5t what made me wince was her colour.
Saeht scarlet. Bright 1—it made every
%+ 4 ever seen look like tinned salmon.
Going to rusk him away in that,” says

By darn! you're going to advertise
iourncy.' 1 said. ‘ That colour would
=t § loud enongh for a vaudevilie star or
e Oloured boxer. I reckon @ blind man
g remember that car.’
Ty ',r!wt's right,” says Tabor. °‘That's
"“lﬂ s for, Now look. Stand away a bit
a Jook *
With that he steps to her and round
by ” flicks down cunningly rolled-up
B8, buttoning under her on studs, and
George ) in two ticks she was a dun-
old craft solemn enough to take
- Chief mourner to a funeral Arrange-
of canvas covers, it was, that hooked
Yoy over her paint-work. Cute. Give
fj-#_f,""“c‘ny word.
. ag “0“' you can get the idea,’ says Tabor,
. ;_,_',m starts in and tells it me, Simple as
P Off & house. His brother was in a

A. S. M. Hutchinson

gang working on a road——tsaf road down
there—and likely to be on it quite a piece
of time. We'd rush that road in the scarlet
car—twice, First time we'd have a break-
down right alongside where the boy was
working and whisper him the word: ° Next

time we come, jump for it Next day
we'd come again. Breakdown again.

Young Bill'd jump for it. Us off like hell
behind ps. Stop in a few miles. Pull down
the coverson the car. Double on our tracks ;
and while they were wiring all over the
country to hold up a flaming scarlet auto,
amble the boy leisurely to safety in our
solemn old mourning coach.”

' By _love. it was a scheme,” [ said.
“Goon.”

“ It sure was. Dandy. And there's

not much more go on to go. We ran it
slick. I tuned that auto up a day or two till
1 got to know her so I could run her blind-
fold into hell an’ out again. Then 1 fetched
her down here. We ran round a bit so the
warders should get the idea of ns—wealthy
tourist doing the moor in his swell red
streak. Then one day we let out down that
road, Young Bill we'd fixed with field-
glasses from this kuoll here. The convicts
were working about ten yards apart each
side the ronte. Opening up the drainage
ditching was the job. Warders pacing about.
Young Bill fortunately working within
twenty vards of the head of the line. If he'd
been midway—they stretched a quarter
mile, I daresay—we'd have stood a risk of
some one jumping into the road in the
hullabaloo when we got off and getting
tangled up in the wheels and stopping us.
As it was we ran into the road from this
end—see ? up towards those boulders—
and ran up through the two lines of the poor
devils—them all glad of an excuse to stop
their digging and have a stare and a scowl
ora grin. Ran up slow till we were close
upon young Bill. Then I put the auto
almost on top of him and pulled up. He
was on my side. 1 saw his face go white
and red, but he stood steady and rested on
his spade, one foot in the ditch and one on
the roadside. Tabor stepped out and came
round my side against where young Bill
stood. Opened the bonnet and put his
head in and tinkered a bit. Then he said
low and clear, ' To-morrow, Bill. Jump
in the minute I shout.” Got back alongside
me and we pulled out and got away.

“ Next day we fixed her ready. A big fur
rug we lashed across to cover the back seat
s0 that a man sitting there would only show
his head above it. On the seat was roomy
trousers, shooting jacket, and & big leather
coat that young Bill could wriggle into
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over h 1 r got 1 te A round e began t
behind was for g2 b le
step out 1 bk the grim, his chin
don e er t . b t
tl t 1
the car, c; to the seat r t 1 T
a T h h
s | !;".f‘i; all e 3 Hl" i il t :
would jump for |t I'abor . O
Bill behind ick through the wind een in i t
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it1" jumps down int
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labor's ' Now | * le inhaled a Tea { A
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noisy blast, with an
.|'~ii"-n~-' — NOW
all you people, get on with you
G'K)d -byes and liu:::.'f--t 1king, because ‘.I]‘
ﬁaf: is about to be off, whether you have
hed or not!” Then there was a
ng down the gangway, a pulsing
mu‘-u under the decks, and the big

|88 s
» very slowly, mc \o:"."; away from the
‘harf Al ng the wharf{ itself stood a
kerc of Dﬂx n'c waving igeflectual hand-

hiefs, giving a somewhat bizarre effect

leaving one
s ) thedral organ
¥ing the Old Hy edthh would have
o more in kee ping with the feelings of
ny pa rnf,--:-__ but certainly not with

:h,‘eun U
With

X

15 the

oy !.'("‘ sndous business
W for another A ca

te steamship company, bent
fly upon scurrying across the
One 1 hur beings and bring-

oCccan

(o8
o

ancther ]-._;.: bac i-s
A
o ll_%n Foy

ought some of these things
i lnoked on with a thoughtful,
vir. relieved that no unit in the
ha "Speeders was

kerchiet at her

waving an ineffectual

her father, who had

mpton to see her safely
in the care of the

down to Sontt
on . Sounth
rd, and put her

Anther of
* The Edge 0" Begord™
“ Peddy the Next Best

Thing,'" ele.

captain, as a sort of fermality, having de-
parted immediate

On the other hand
lll\.t d the | Nd

rather have
Al & parm

n'

of the ways, as decids d as hers, something
a little more impressive than a bellowing
siren and filuttering handkerc hiefs wou -‘.
have been welcome.

Well, the strip between the ship and the

&

shora was Er{,n'\t INg Wi ider, & nd she t that.
like the ship, she was ur 1y for new
waters, not so turbu 1~m "tl....iha as the
old ones. but sure to be plentifully spnn kled
with shoals and quicksands At the mo-
ment, he old things that
claimed her attention, the things she wa
cutting herself adrift from; and with that
contrariness of the he which
control. while the ship carm
the ocean to mMarTy one m in she looked
hack at the clifis of England thinking of
another. Perhaps it had much to do with
the portion of England on view, for it was
near the Needles, in those far-ofi Gays,
that she and Dick Frewen-5St Austin had
met, and entered the ma portals of love,

however, 1t was

¥

Jefies

d her out over

only. alas! to end in & sudden &n 1 inex-
plicable parting. To Aillsa it &«iIways
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eemed that there had been a brilliant leck a litt f g i hel
blinding shaf f ligl tle L
penod of her life and over all t} rest Wh she entered the
just nen ( I l¢ te t «
At first she | imnded | ¢ - ’
could assign no reason for Dick’s sudd passengers pref
change of front ndd ! i 4 bt W : al
later he had married i 1d
before ever he met t v s baous
3¢ bl 1 I | st
‘.I €1 b i
Lt d 1 I ¢
I 1 1 +1 Isle i k 4 ¢
¥ no 3 ; : y rt
1 mand h T [ gh
Ol 1 LRF I i I
orl 1 ed a | i hie
ld sore d aw ! : ) ] { &
und X rel ' [ 1
li : I p | tiful : 1
corner of t { 1 1 1 1 <1 A
NOTY Twel I I i t r 3%
T and notat i 1
n ac 1won of wi ne had i gain
Lo hange h 1 I i 1

, and found g ! R.1
4 I‘.’l 1 II . J. ¥
Y OT he ¢ A 1 1
wave of Colom 1 i :
d, tired of n t ! d
he decided to 1 1 @ h '
she becan ed 1 Ve >t ; 8
ford, wi f 111 ! t i 1 f I P 4
was descri by i 1 ] T " Ty
thundering pood fellow Finally Ail fHer
aid her "' g 1-by i 1 ! . nap
ihe preferred it, d i : ¢
the liner, slij out 1 b ) £ty
1 last farey {
' p: - A : ] 1 £
o 1 I - \ 4 p n¢
g1 10T 11 D id b t '
£, e n e n t | f ¥
1 i
1 ¢ i ¢ 1 ¢
eccentnic men make chars [ mpanion t ! r she ] that th
they are generally very difl t to live T " ot y o ised
with " But all the time that sh hin He, with ; : ¥ tor bafile
admonished herself {h : 1 1d : ned
early love had hn {1 I
ment that was verv by iutifual hiez
one w VeT ¢ i ' . | Loy
ical ] 1 ¢ i tht v 4 vt

happy endi but b w in he
there was a I ret 1 t id I URNE
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no telephone, no plans, no damn ties of any
sort or kind beyond the immediate obli-
gations of the law."”

She could not help Twelve
years slipped away—it was the Dick of « 1d
Then, carelessly, she remarked—" You
don’t appear to be a married man ! such
Joys are not for Benedicts.”

Nor for bachelors, The y are for re-
leased prisoners,”

* Prisoners , , .?

" Yes. f'i':rph re to be
died three months ago."

She caught her breath with a gulp. For
4 moment the saloon swam. He secmed
to notice her sudden discomfort. for he said

smiling.

"

with curiosity.
My wife

shocked,

with kindly humour—** An extra big wave,
I'm afraid ?
laugh

“ I think I'll choose the side of discretion
dily,

0y

ohe forced herself 1o

-rising a little unstea
“ But it was valour to com
her, *‘ and will carry the usua :
you'll get better much quicker for having

had your dinner,"
Then she left him, and pa

and retire,*

sed down the

saloon to her cabin, glad she had so good
HIl eXcuse to £0.
Under the best of circumstan ¢S a cabin

On an ocean liner is a confined PO To
Ailsa, that night, her cabin feit like a
tiny pigeon-hole, with no exit-
trap. Most ce rtainly, had she known be-
forehand, she would not have chosen to
voyage to South Africa with Dick Frewen-
St. Austin, and now there was no possible
means of escape She must even for
seventeen days sit next to him at
But she rallied hersell firmly. What
difference could it make ? She took Wil-
fred Stamford’s photograph into her hand
and gazed into his fine, honest face. The
action steadied her., It was quite all right.
Frewen-St. Austin would make an enter-
taining meals-partner, and perhaps, in the
end, he would even give her away at hes
wedding, as her oldest friend. She went
to sleep comforted,

almost a

meals,

It was a whole week before he found out.
Ailsa played her part well, avoiding him
im:im«picunusl}.’_ and chatting to her
right-hand neighbour as much as possil
But she felt that Dick was puzzled She
foresaw that ver Y soon she would have to
resort to the subterfuge of the ** double
it would have been easier if he had been
more changed. ut now him
frequently he seemed to have slipped a
load of vears off his shoulders, and to be
the same unaccountable eccentric boy of

she saw
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ald And the raction was there i
iorce, On the sl tiy rup
after. It wou enough
to avoid him, stently

her at jass
red h I -Spo kel
I't get up

iway just because I have come 10
’ . Ii.l 1 ‘\,]u

way yo#l

she blushed
covered with

. 2 he remarked slowlys
a guilty conscience,” an
stared hard into her face.

She tried to laugh it off
attention

“ It is time for
quarts,”” she said.
for you.”

" Let them wait. I’
bottom of this.”

but he paid no

the «

your heat in i
They will be wait

to get 0
another

€ scrutiny—" Ah! I see now, you are
Miss Foy at all—you are Ailsa 1 homp-

r .I] " -
Sheopened he: s To prévarnicate, but bt

cut her short. '' Don’t trouble to deny it
I'm amazed I've bee n blind so long." H?
gotup. " God! this is a funny business,”
he said, " I'd better g0 and play that
myself "’ and he

game of quoits to steady
went away and left her.

Ailsa sat quite still staring at the sea fof
a long time. She saw now where she had
made a mistake. By attempting to hide
her identity, she had tacitly admitted that
1¢ mattered in her life. It gave a w rong
I » have been quit®
open and callous, and not risked such #

She ought t-

Situation as this. She did not sees him®
again until dinner-time, and then he cof”

ted himself with teasing her,
" 1 suppose You were gomng to
" double,” ™ he finished " But why th

argue 8

mystery ? . . . it & game? ., .
She told him ‘~—she thought the
voyage would be oring, and this little
harmless subterfuge would amuse hef
Of course it has,” she finished in #
! ashion The last diner left the

they were alon®
full and uj--f.;: mto her <'_\“"f_'
g you were afrayd.
sharply, but
the tell-tale colour mounted again, and 8
she beat a hasty retreat she knew that be
was smiling to himsel§ f
After that he became ne utral '[n';lf“f'
her as an old friend Chatted and Jaugh
r of the old days, and was .:1"!--;!;.!.-‘”“"r

Nonsense |’ she answ ered
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Fe

e~ d_"ljghtful companionn, Then one day,

g together on deck, he spoke of s
w“ €.
% wlt was an awful failure,” he said.
€ almost hated each other withina few
months "
“Then why did you marry . . .?
broke from her, almost against her will.
ﬁne looked at her with a curious expres-

- It was your doing.”
wMine ., .! How could it be!™
v Your outlook on life was so idealistic.
9U overdid it. You inspired me beyond
u"l
What did I ever say to inspire you to

without love ?”" she asked with
Scorn,

’heA good many things about duty. I
:uut“' my wife before I knew you, and
e had been a girl-and-boy engagement
hetWeen us. I thought it was just that,
:‘;d no more. She thought differently.
% ter 1_ saw yon that last time, she wrote
Passionate sort of love letter, claiming

_ .lmy gromisc. We met, and 1 told her 1
. some one else

"

s Ailsa moved
:'hﬂeas:)-_ She had turned very pale.
e felt he was watching her intently.
-'hehe said it made no difierence, That

Could not live without me, and if I
= her she would finish herself. I was
. and a fool. 1 listened. The things
U had said about ideals and loyalty and
that haunted me. Finally I married
m.;"'-—" He was silent for some mo-

ts, and Ailsa could not trust herself

g

Speak. Then suddenly he laughed,
s&dl_ it was an awful failure! . . .
didn’'t really love me at all. She

Just

he wanted to be married because some-
else had let her down badly. It was

be her revenge.” He laughed again,
at the skyline. ' It's really im-
» you know—I can't help laughing.
e a man’s life and squeeze it dry
perhaps a woman's as well—

ft;!‘"a puny revenge for outraged
closed her eyes and fought to
her composure. To her it scemed
edy. Her best years robbed of their
%%lza His fine possibilities warped and

on. And for such a motive |

_“H now! , , .
he

i

ol

]

Egg

{

F

f

4]

OWever, the lane had a turning . . .
of MW him saying jauntily. * She died
" her 'ﬁ:'l!!!u”a three months ago—God rest
%&;u must blot it all out,” she told him

s Don’t let it make you bitter.

i

e
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Take np your writing again. Go on as if
it had not happened.”

“ Yes,” with quiet significance, "' that
is what I mean to do. Blot it all out, as
if it had not happened.”

She played with her work-bag nervously,
and suddenly, in quite a changed voice, he
said, " So you are going to marry a man
farming in Natal ? Stamford, I think you
called him ? ”

* Yes, Wilfred Stamiord. He's such a
fine fellow,” warmly. ** I should like you
to meet him., Every one loves him.”

‘“Is that why you are going to marry
him ?

She bit her lip.
you mean."'

‘““Oh yes you do! ., . Ailsa. 1 mean
are you going to marry him because you're
just a bitof the * every one ' who loves him
because he’s such a fine fellow ? "

* It's a matter I don’t care to discuss
with yon,” she said coldly, and moved
away. He watched her quite placidly,
but she felt that behind the calm exterior
he was smiling again.

‘““1 don't know what

The climax did not come until they were
two days from Cape Town. All the time
she fought his influence steadily; and all
the time he assumed a nonchalant air,
teasing her one moment, enlarging upon
his glorious bout of freedom the next.
She did not know what was in his thoughts.
She shrank from analysing her own, She
remembered only that Wilired was such
a good fellow—they all loved him, and
he would be waiting at Durban, to marry
her the day the ship arrived.

One moment she prayed it to go faster.
Another she could have prayed it to
stand still. Her eyes looked strained and
restless. It needed all her will to appear
normally calm and happy.

And behind it all she feit that Frewen-
St. Austin read her like a book. He had
always done so. Love had given him
insight to know her through and through
of old. What if it did stall!

She avoided him more assiducusly. He
pretended not to notice, and made himself
more attractive than ever at meals, when
she was obliged to meet him.

And then, all in a moment, on that last
evening but one, came the hour that she
could not escape from. A concert was in
progress, and because of the heat of the
saloon she slipped out to the cool, deserted
deck, hoping none had observed. But
almost immediately he followed her, and
found her standing in a shadowy corner
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into the star-hit

*“1 was afraid
he said, with a tendern
thrilled her unge
ide her, and
unknown force p

Vvented ner mows

He was like a powerful magnet
drawing her.
After a short pulsing silence he s3

“* Ailsa, 1 let o
Lurxote motive

L don’'t propose to

She clutched at i
why, could she not walk resolutely
and lock herself in her cabin

" You understand

You are go to have a glor |

of ifreedom,”” she szid, a little
“and it will help you to forget.”

" Not alone,"” boldly ]

fake vou with me
“Oh no—no " thrust h
as rarding something :
e¢s5, doggedly I will
escape me, No one shall come betwes

again.”
" You forget [ am en
I don'tdo anvthing

iI5 an engagement witl
she buried her face in
you can't keep up the fi
with mie. As if I didn't !
bedn in my Heart every hour since
parted twelve vears ago, You belo
there You were my one love

could any church ritual mak
to that¢'"" He gave a |
may have made Maud and me 1
wife, but it did not make us lovers Ol
does that, without the help of the church

And now you cannot commit the crime ‘

that 1 committed—if it was a crime t jor ont®

Anyhow I've paid dearly enough, with my en for hef
-
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dn Adventure

of the
SCARLET PIMPERNEL

by
BARONESS ORCZY

out of the sea. Everything must belong

L8 3 H : to the people; that was Achille’s creed
; ! OSE who knew the widow Lesueur Houses and ficlds and cattie and trees and
B declared that she was quite in- women! Ob!labove all. women | Women
e, Capabie of the villainous and spiteful  were the property of the nation

B which landed poor Joséphine Pal- That was the grand new creed, which

- .

N,h the dock for theft. This may or had lately been propounded at Achille’s
NGt be so. Citoyenne Lesueur had club—the Cordeliers. And everybody

'y friends, seeing that she was well-to- knows that what the Cordeliers discuss
pbecomes law by decree of the

M in pood odour with all the Com- to-day, 1
; National Assembly the day after to-morTow.

i and Sections that tyrannised over
' Now, there were many who averred that

folk in a manner which recalled

worst davs of the old régime, to Achille Lesuenr became a devotee of that
vantage of the latter. Moreover, creed only after Joséphine Palmier—his
man, with a mother's maid-o(-all-wr)rk—dmdm:‘.ed Ius

amorous advances. Jos{ phine was pretty
and had the dainty appearanct which, in
these grand days of periect Equality, pro-
claimed past sojourn in the house of a

: ueur was a nne
hd“a}' with hira with the women.
i : Elossy black moustache, and
) -‘“e dark eyes, since he was a true son
W . uth | rather inclined to be quarrel-
BB gt And he had very decided views on  whilom aristocrat
_ ' s had Achille. You should hear As a menial probably. Bah! Achille,
i iiI[MR the Carmagnole: ' Ca ira!¢a whenever he tried to question Joséphine
| ‘\-“k_m‘Pd * [es aristos & la-laaterne | *  about the past and received no satisfactory
4 ﬁ& it 50 lustily ; it verily sent & thrill answer, would spit and jeer, for he had a
3 your spine wholesome contempt for all aristocrats, and
N for destroying everything that bourgeocis, and capitalists, and people of
. .NV %0 the old order ; titles of course,  all sorts who had more money than he,
ﬁ .nd‘tc ownership of every sort and Achille Lesueur, the only son of his mother,
i “1 - l‘h? lives of all those who did not happened to have at the moment.

Did 1 mention the fact that the widow

- X %. him. Laund must belong to the

! ‘N:ﬂd all that grew on the land, and Lesueur was very well-to-do * that she
s Hced under the earth, or brought owned an excellent little business for the
N 61
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sale of wines, both wholesale and retail ?
and that Achille’s creed that everything
should belong to the people did not go to
the length of allowing, say, Hector and
Alcibiade to help themselves to a stray
bottle or so of best Roussillon which hap-
pened to be standing invitingly on his
mother's counter ?

How he explained this seeming discrep-
ancy in his profession of faith I do not
pretend to say. Perhaps he did not con-
sider it a discrepancy, and drew a firm line
between the ownership of the people and
the dishonesty of individuals.

Be that as it may, Achille Lesueur had
made up his mind that he was in love with
Joséphine Palmier and that he would
honour her by asking her to become his wife.

She refused ; refused categorically and
firmly, gave as an excuse that she could
give him no love in return. No love, to
him, Achille, with the flashing eyes, the
long maternal purse, and the irresistible
ways ? It was unthinkable, The wench
was shy, ignorant, stupid, despite her airs
and graces of an out-at-elbows aristocrat.
Achille persevered in his suit, enlisted Lis
mother’s help, who indeed could not
imagine how any girl in her five senses
could throw away such a splendid chance.
Joséphine Palmier had looked hali-starved
when first she applied for the situation of
maid-of-all-work in the widow Lesueur's
house ; she had great purple rings under
her eyes, and hands almost transparently
thin ; her lips looked pinched with cold
and her hair was lank and lustreless,

Now she still looked pale and was not
over-plump, but the citizeness Lesueur told
all her neighbours that the wench had a
voracious appetite, very difficult to satisfy,
and that in accordance with the national
decree she was being treated as a friend
of the house.

And now this wanton ingratitude ! José-
phine Palmier, a waif out of the gutter,
refusing the hand of Achille—his mother’s
only son—in marriage !

Ah ¢a! was the baggage perchance an
aristocrat in disguise ? One never knew
these days | Half-starved aristocrats were
glad enough to share the bread of honest
citizens, in any capacity ; and it was a
well-known fact that the ci-devand Com-
tesse d’Aurillac had been cook to citizen
Louvet before she was sent as a traitor
and a spy to the guillotine,

8
Achille was persistent, and J ine
obstinate. Citovenne veuve Lesueur, whilst
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watching the growth of her son's pad
waxed exasperated,
Then the crisis came. i
Achille’s passion reached its clin¥
and the widow Lesneur’s anger no I
knew bounds. The baggage must
Had any one ever seen such wanton wi
ness ? First to encourage Achille’s atf
tions—oh yes ! the whilom aristo had
the first made eyes at the rich and b#
some son of the house ;: now, no doubts®
had some traitor waiting for her sof
where, or even perhaps one of those abo®
able English spies who literally infe#
Paris these days, intriguing and subal o
Traitors, and seducing the daughter
honest patriots so as to point with hif
critical finger afterwards at the so-Ca%
immoral tendencies of this glorious Rew
tion. "
Oh, no | citoyenne Lesucur did not mb
matters. »
" Take your rags and chaltels with ¥
my wench, and go 1™ i
And  Joséphine, tearful, humilia®
anxious for the future of pauvre
who was quietly starving in a garret
her daughter earned a precarious livelib®
for both as a household drudge, put toge¥s
her few tiny possessions—mere rebichy
former happy times—and went dut h
citoyenne Lesuveur’s inhospitable
followed by the latter's curses and [t
Achille having been got safely out ’*'
way for the occasion,
This had occurred in the late afterno0®y
the 6th Floréal, which corresponds %5
the 25th day of April of more ardit®
calendars. o
On the morning of the 7th —which ¥85
Saturday —citoyenne Lesueur came Ve
stairs to the shop as usual, a little after=y
took down the shutters and started 10.E
the place tidy for the day’s work: Wi
chancing to look on the drawer whi
tained the takings of the week, she S8%&
once that it had been tampered with: =
lock forced, the woodwork scratched- o8
With hands trembling with anxiety* =8
worthy widow fumbled for her keys ; 55
them ; opened the drawer, and of P¥
confronted with the full evidence S
misfortune, 4
Two hundred francs had been abst it
from the till ; oh ! the citoyenne wa$ e
positive as to that, for she had d‘d' :
money up separately with « p'receﬂ-{ )
and set it in a special corner of the &
As for the baggage, ch| was not hef
patent to every one ?

To begin with, she had been dismiss®d



nduct the evening before, turned out
s house for immoral ways with which
pyenne Lesueur had only put up all this
ut of pity, and because the girl was so
and so friendless, Then there was the
Mmony of Achille. He had returned
m his club at ten o'clock that evening.
‘Was positive as to the time because the
%k of the Hotel de Ville was striking the
8 at the very moment when he saw
€phine Palmier outside his mother’s
P, She was wrapped in a dark cloak
rried a bundle under her arm. He—
1 sould not understand what the
ght be doing there, out in the streets
t hour, for he knew nothing of the
el between her and his mother.
spoke to her, it seems, called her by
i she did not respond, and hurried
S the direction of the river.  Achille was
f¥ much puzzled at this incident, but the
Bt being so late he did not think of waking
ther and telling her of this strange
re - nor did he think of going into
b to see if everything was in order.
E would you ? One does not always
of everything !
it there the matter stood, and the
'Y was gone. And citoyenne veuve
r called in the Chief Commissary of
ttion and gave her testimony : and
d as a patriot and a citizen against
phine known to her as Palmier. That
Wig hl an assumed name, the worthy
=¥ was now quite positive. That
ine was naught but an aristo in
looked more and mare likely every

9t now what further testimony did any

iSsary want, who is set at his post
8 Committee of Public Safety for the
Hon of the life and property of honest

. \ﬁ for the nishment of bour-
_' : tors all—who are for

y el bt " ket it g BN - ——
- - - 1 v
Baroness Orczy
Enfers was always a very dark street, the
citizen Commissary concluded indulgently.

Achille was beside himself with rage.
Imagine his word being doubted ! What
was this glorious Revolution coming to, he
desired to know ? In the end he vowed
that Joséphine Palmier was both a thief
and an aristocrat, but that he—Achilie
Lesueur—the most soulful and selfiess
patriot the Republic had ever known, was
ready to exercise the rights conferred upon
him by the recent decree of the National
Convention, and take the wench for wife :
whereupon she would automatically become
his property, and as the property of the
aforesaid soulful and selfless patriot, be no
longer amenable to the guillotine.

Achille had inherited that commiserating
heart from his mother apparently ; and the
Chief Commissary of the Section—himself a
humane and a just man, if somewhat weak
—greatly approved of this solution to his
difficulties. Between ourselves he did not
believe very firmly in Joséphine's guilt, but
would not have dared to dismiss her with-
out sending her before the Tribunal, lest
this indulgence on his part be construed
into trafficking with aristos.

111

All then would have been well, but that
Joséphine Palmier, from the depths of the
prison where she had been incarcerated for
three days, absolutely refused to be a party
to this accommodating arrangement.

She refused to be white-washed by the
amorous hands of Achille Lesueur, declared
that she was innocent and the victim of an
abominable conspiracy, hatched by mother
and son in order to inveigle her into a hated
marriage.

Thus the matter became va&csﬂiom.
From a mere question of theft charge
had grown into one of false accusation of
conspiracy against two well-known and
highly-respected i .  The citizen
Chief Commissary scratched his head in
uttermost . The trouble was
that he did not believe that the accusation
was a false one. In his own mind he was
quite certain that the widow and her

son had adopted this abominable
means of bringing the recalcitrant girl to
the arms of a hated lover.

But name of a name | what is a Com-
missary to do ? Being a wise man, citizea
Commissary Bourgoin referred the whole
matter to a higher authority : in other
words, he sent t gi.nonatobe by
the Kevolutionary Tribunal, the Tribunal
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Extraordingire, where hve judge a
standing jury would pronounce her
Joséphine Palmier was a traitor, an aristo

as well as a thief
with English spies for the destruct
Republi
And here t
arraigned, charged
crimes, any one of which will 1
lead her to the guillotine
Citizen Fouquier-Tinville

who has trafficked
1on Of the

cand one

tunate girl 1s presently
.

vith a

ne unjior
\

nyu

General, has the case in tiz
Dumas, the Judge-Presides B
accused with his pale,

['he narrow court is crowd
somehow the affair has exc
interest, and ] [es:
widowed mother,
of good wine, h

Attorney-(se

. ille

aVve

read the mdictment T

in the dock facing tl ji

set, determined loo het

wears a plain grey frock, with long, n
gleeves down to her pale white hands, wi

accentuate the --11';!‘.:['.r-~_~ of her aj
The white kerchief round
the cap which conceals
:_-.[_'r'allt":-'nl)" t.IE an \1.’-!1'
washed and ironed them h
them to Joséphine, in

the child should look
jndges.
" Accused, what answer d¢ to

the indictment ? ** the

questions sternly.

“ 1 am innocent, irl re _
*1 was not in the rune des Enfers at the
hour when yonder false witness declares

that he spoke with me,”’
Achille, who sits on a
below the jury, de
eyes, Every now and
his red, spatulated hands
vilsively together.
words, spoken in a to
T!‘l\l}l*_, A Criumson

YOI

and his teeth arp as tl f
some wild, feline creat nry themselve
in his .']_t'-‘hll'_ lower L mothes w ho

Bits beside him, dem:

in sober black

with og

her thin, wrinkled hands, \.( a
warning look and a scarce -perceptible
nudge. It were not wise to betray belore
these judges feelings of which the misg
411‘.“;1]!:'{\\'&'

1 am mnocent | the girl insists I
do not know why the citizeness Lesueur

should try to fasten sw an abominable

crime on me."”’

\
11
3
bhe a Suspect l are "
iS5 5 a J[ 0OT I'I: L]
rests % i
‘At ten o'clock on the 1
Floréal I s with my )
insists calml the rue Clu
0 e f 1 ty t
o dlt Enf tuated
Prove ' re s the
General I 1 .
'Jll t |
Tetores
IH‘I‘ Fa | juier- LI
SNOUIeTs
<A : N
¢+
WEAl
which t
cl
€ bl [
ev-(Gont '_uﬁ
4 L7 o
t reply. - Woul
. . :?“l&
the 1t e at t Fag 1 i"f_- i
i - : [ W
t the | whi i 1 ih
I 1 ! I ao &
hat he S 1 in the f i
P
=== v v
4 . repey*
' 105
¥ JC 18 ¢ I i ¢ 2
ry ang ! e ¥
1 Il DUt the 4 I ¥ i
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*“You say that the principal witness
could not have seen you in the rue des
Enfers at ten o'clock of the 6th Floréal,
because at that hour you were in the rue
Christine. Well | prove it."

And eyery one of them hath received the
same mute answer : an obstinate silence,
the sight of a face pale and drawn, and a
glance from large, purple-rimmed eyes that
have a haunting, terrified look in them now.

In the end the Judge-President sums up
the case and orders the jury to ' get them-
selves convinced.” And this they must do
by deliberating and voting audibly in full
hearing of the Public, for such is the Law
to-day.

For awhile therenpon nothing is heard in
the court save that audible murmur from
the stand where the jury are * getting
themselves convinced.” The murmur it-
self is confused ; only from time to time a
word, 2 broken phrase penetrates to the ear
of the public or to that of the unfortunate
girl who is awaiting her doom. Such
words as *‘ obvious guilt,” or * no doubt a
traitor,”” ‘' naught but an aristo,” * the
guillotine,” occur most frequently : especi-
ally ‘“ the guillotine ! ** It is such a simpie
solver of problems, such an easy way to set
all doubts at rest

The accused stands in the dock facing
the judges ; she does not glance once in the
direction of the jury. She seems like a
statue fashioned of alabaster, a ghostlike
harmony in grey and white, her kerchief
scarce whiter than her cheecks,

Then suddenly there is a sensation.
Through the hum of the jury ' debating
audibly,” a raucous voice is raised from
out the body of the public, immediately
behind the dock.

* Name of a dog !
at No. 1z rue Christine.
the evening of the 6th.
avant, mon ancient ! 7

“ Cyrano, en avant!” The chorus is
taken up by several men in ragged shirtsand
blouses, to the accompaniment of ribald
laughter and one or two coarse jokes.
_The jury cease their ** audible " delibera-
tion, Remember that this Tribunal Ex-
traordinairve is subject to no Law-forms
Judges and jury are here to administer
justice as fthey understand it, not as tradi-
tion—the hatred traditions of the old
régime—bad it in the past. They are here
principally in order to sce that the Republic
suffers no detriment through the actions
of her citizens, and there is no one to
interfere with them as to how they accom-
plish this laudable end.

Why, Cyrano lodges
He was there on
Eh, Cyrano? En

- bundled like a bale of goods:
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This time, all of them being puczled by
the strangeness of the affair—the sing :
dearth of witnesses in such a complicat
case—they listen to the voice of the publiés
vox populi suwits their purpose for '
nonce. .

So at an order from the jud,f;-'-—l‘:':-;,:;lﬁﬁt.
some one is hauled out of the crowd, pnshd-
forward into the witness-box. hustled a8
a grensl
hulking fellow with muscular arms, #88
lank fair hair covered with grime. FHe 88
cobbler by trade, apparently. for he wess
a leather apron and generally exhales®
odour of tanned leather. He has a hils
nose, tip-tilted and of a rosy-purple ho®
a perpetual tiny drop of moisture hangS S8
his left nostril, whilst another glisﬁ#_?
unceasingly in his right eye. l

His appearance in the witness-bo%
grected by a round of applause from®
friends : ;

“ Cyrano ! ” they shout gaily, and &%
their hands. * Vivat Cyrano!"” /

He draws his hand slowly across his oot
and smiles—a shy, seli-deprecating sfﬂrl’l
which sits quaintly on one so powe
built. 0

“ They call me Cyrano, the comradess

he says in a gentle, indulgent voice, :1:1(?'"

ing the Judge-President. " because ©
nose. [t seems there was once a 3
citizen of France called Cyrano who 3
very large nose and . . . :
"y!\*m'%'r mind about that,”” the j“‘vﬁ}
President breaks in impatiently. Tell =
what vou know." '
“ I don’t know much, citizen,’
replies with a doleful sigh ;

“ the co
they will have their little game.” f
““What is your name ? and where d03

the #! i

lodge ? ' '
' My name i3 Georges Gradin and
at No. 12 rue Christine.” »
He {umbles with one hand in.‘ddﬁ.
shirt, for he wears no coat, and out g
mysterious receptacle he presently
his certificatory ™ Carte de Civisme

identity card, what >—which the #‘!
g
..l

l ....

of the Revolutionary Guard, who
beside the witness-box, snatches a\vﬂYFJ-
him and hands up to the JudSSSuug
dent " ¢

Apparently the document is all 18 ‘fi
for the judge returns it to the witness =
demands curtly :

“ You know the widow Palmier

“ Yes, citizen Judge," replies the
“ she lives on the top floor and MY g
down below. On the night of the 6‘”2‘
in the lodge of the citizen concie

? ;’.;1
'i'-‘""_"

o




»
9¢lock when some one rang the front-door
hﬂl-_ The concierge pulled the com-
SUicating cord, and a man came in and
Walked Very quickly past the lodge on his
?a)’ to the back staircase ; but not before
seen his face and recognised him as
‘Me who has frequently visited the widow
o

, 3 Who was jit? "
1”'}‘-sx-dtmt

& "1 don’t know his name, citizen Judge,”
A¢

queries the Judge-

in replies slowly, ** but I know him for
B rsed aristocrat, one who, if I and the
SMrades had our way, wopld have been
Sorter by a head long ago.”

& 4 He stif] speaks in that same shy, self-

ting way, and there is no responsive
&' in his blue eyes as he voices this cold-
"I'“t ed, ferociouns sentiment. The judges
' a P straight in their chairs as if moved by
L R°mmon spring. They had not expected
2 hc u!tra-rcvolutionary terrorist opinions
the meek-looking cobbler with the
eyes and the huge, damp nose. But
judgc-l"residcnt figuratively smacks his
Buie. > does also Attorney-General Fou-
Rier. inville. They both have already
ﬁ;ﬁliﬁcd the type of man with whom they
Beas ° deal ; one of your ferocions felines,
In speech, timid in manner and self-
ting, but one who has sucked blood-
Marat’s theories of vengeance and
s urder in by every pore of his grimy
* and hath remained more vengeful
than Danton, more relentiess than
-'.. p!-'-'-’rt.'.
%t the principal witness in this mys-
h s ¢ is an aristo 7 the Judge-
i t puts in thoughtfully.
“.; he li\’;(: g .
O t I do not know, citizen Judge,”
"N replies in his meek, simpie way.
can find him,"” he adds, and
N 'Y wipes his nose on his shirt-

f? |

' 5?‘

““ Where

14
o '«.?{: * "' queries the judge.

0 tis my afair, citizen,” says Gradin
Il s Thably, “ mine and the comrades !
A Be turns to the body of the court,
B BeTe in compact mass of humanity
" of grimy faces are seen, craned
in order to catch full sight of the

Wwitness-box. “ Eh, comrades,”’
?,}0 them, "' we can find the aristo,

% a murmur of assent, and a
of the ribald joke of a while ago
Sdge. President raps upon his desk
Palm of his hand, demands silence

ly. When order is restored, he
“hce more to the witness.
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" Your affair | ** he says curtly—* your
affair! That is not enough. The Law
cannot accept the word of all and sundry
who may wish to help in its administration,
however well-intentioned they may be:

and it is the work of the Committee of

Public Safety to find such traitors and

aristos as are a danger to the State. You

and your comrades are not competent to
deal with 8o serious a matter.”

* Not competent, citizen Judge 7 ™
Georges Gradin queries meekly. * Then I
pray you look at the accused and see if we
are not competent to find the aristo whom
she is trying to shield.”

He gave a short, dry laugh and pointed a
long, stained finger at the unfortunate girl
in the dock. All eyes were immediately
turned to her. Indeed it required no deep
knowledge of psychology to interpret
accurately the look of horror and of genuine
fear which literally distorted Joséphine
Palmier’s pale, emaciated face. And now
when she saw the eyes of the five judges
fixed sternly upon her, a hoarse cry escaped
her trembling lips.

" It is false! ™ she cried, and clung to
the bar of the dock with both hands as if
she were about to fall " The man is
lying! No one came that evening to
maman’s lodgings ; there was no one there
but maman and I."

“ Give me and the comrades till to-
morrow, citizen Judge,” Gradin int
meekly, " and we'll have the aristo here, to
prove who it is that is lying now !

The Moniteur of the 10th Floréal, year g,
which gives a detailed account of that
memorable sitting of the Twibunal Exira.
ordimaire, tells us that after this episode
there was a good deal of confusion in
the Court. The jury, once more ordered
by the judges to deliberate and to vote
audibly, decided that the principal witness
on behalf of the accused maust appear before
the court on the morrow at three o'clock of
the afternoon, failing which Joséphine
Palmier would be convicted of perjury and
conspiracy directed against the persons of
citizeness wveuve Lesueur and her SO0
Achille, a crime which entailed the death-
sentence.

Cradin stepped down from the witness.
box a hero before the public. He was soon
surrounded by his friends and led away in
triumph

As for Achille and his mother, they had
listened to Georges Gradin's evidence with
derision rather than with wrath : no doubt
they felt that whichever way the affalr
turned now, they would have ample revenge

- - e T e
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for all the disdain which they had sufiered
at the hands of the unfortunate Joséphine.

The Monifeur concludes its account of
the episode by the bald statement that the
accused was taken back to the cells io 2
state of unconsciousness.

v

The public was on tenterhooks about the
whole affair. The latter had the inestim-
able charm which pertains to the unusual.
Here was something new ! something differ-
ent from theusual tableauof the bourgeois or
the aristocrat arraigned for spying, or mal-
practices against the safety of the Republic;
from the usual proud speech from the
accused defying the judges who condemned ;
from the usual brief indictment and swift
sentence, followed by the daily spectacle
of the tumbril dragging a few more victims
to the guillotine,

Here there was mystery: a
jealously guarded by the accused, who
apparently preferred to risk her neck rather
than drag some unknown individual—an
aristo evidently and her lover—before the
tribunal, even in the nere capacity of
witness.

The court was crowded on this second
day of Joséphine's trial with working-men
and shopmen, with women and some
children. A sight, what ? this girl, half
aristocrat, half maid-of-all-work ! And the
handsome Achille | how would he take the
whole affair 7 He had been madly in love
with the accused, so they say

And would Cyrano produce the prin-
cipal witness he had promised he would do 2
A fine fellow that Cyrano, and hater of
aristos!| Name of a pame, how he hated

secret

them !
The court was crowded. The Judges
waiting. The accused, more composed

than yesterday. stands in the dock, grasping
the rail with her thin, white hands, her
whole slender body slightly bent forward,
as if i an attitnde of tense expectancy.

Anon Gearges Gradin appears upon the
scene, is greeted with loud guffaws and calls
of “ Vivat Cyrano | " He is pushed along,
jostled, bandled forward, till he finds him-
self once more in the witness-box confront-
ing the Judge-President, who demands
sternly : :

" The witness vou promised to find —the
aristocrat—where is he 2 **

“ Gone, citizen Judge!”" Gradin exelaims
and throws up his arms with a gestore
of desperation. " Gone! the canmlle | the
scoundrel ! the traitor ! "

J
“ Gone ? Name of a dog, what do yosiy
mean ? "'

It is Fouquier-Tinville who actually '
voices the guestion ; but the Judge-Prest
dent has echoed it by bringing his heavy
fist down with a crash upan his desk ; the
other judges, too, have asked the questiofs
by gesture, exclamation, every token ]
wrath. - And the same query has et
re-echoed by an hundred throats, r::mid'ed-
dry and raucous with excitement '

"“"Gone? Where? How?
you mean 7 " :

And Gradin, meek, ferocious, with gﬂ’-""
hairy hands clawing the rail of the witness
box, explains:

* We scoured Paris all last night, ﬂ‘l
comrades and 1,” he begins in short, haltife
sentences, ‘' we knew one or two places the |
aristo was wont to haunt—the Café de s
Montagne —the Club Républicain — Sy
Bibliothéque de la Nation—that 1s how we
meant to find him. We went in bands=H
two and three of us at a time—we did not
know where he lodged —but we knew v
should find him at one of those pl.n‘ﬂ‘;;:
then we would tell him that his sweethEES
was in peril—we knew we could get -
hicte But' he has gone—pgone, ‘::
scoundrel ! the canaille! They told B8
the Club Républicain he had been -
five days—got a forged passport :!u'ﬂﬁ".
the agency of those abominable En8 3|
spies—the Scarlet Pimpe: nel, what ?h‘-
was all arranged the night of the 6ih “;’a,'l
he went to the rue Christine, and the ace ‘v
and her mother were to have joined hjmb“ -
next day. But the accusation was 1305“;#
by that time and the Palmiers, mothes # |
daughter, were detained in the city: =8
he has gone ! the thief, the coward ! pott !

He turned to the crowd, amongst WS
his friends were still conspicuous, T
out his long, hairy arm and shook 135 HEg
at an imaginary foe e 1l

“ But me and the comrades will D¢ ;
with him yet! Aye, even!™ he rt‘l‘“_w' d
with that sleek and ferocious accent '“‘.
had gained him the confidence ol the ¥ e

And in a manner that will l:‘.lﬂtshh‘“-
worse than even the guillotine could
done Eh, comrades ?

The Judge-President shrugs his ﬂt""l‘u’[ﬂ;'
The whole thing has been a faildf® Caes

. \ .
accused might just as well have b“‘"m‘,ﬂ
demned the day before and m wh
would have been saved de’

Attorney - General FouquieT ~ of 1
alone rejoices, His indictmen® ~o )
accused would now stand in 5 F@;lj

* Joséphine Palmies - :

What @8

streftiy

simplicity :

6R 3
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scrawled over with a doggerel rhyme ¢
signature done in red—just a ..ncdi, ?i"i—
petalled flower,

But with every second the pseudo-Gradin
has forged ahead, striding with long Limbs
that know neither hesitation nor s
He knows his way about this I
Justice as no one else does probably
whole of Paris. In and out of co
through guarded doors and down wine .
stairs, he goes with an easy-swinging stride,
never breaking into a run. To those who
stare at him with astonishment or who
try to stop him he merely shouts over his
shoulder : 3

“A feo m ile aristocrat! the spoils of the
Nation. The Judge-President has just
given her to me! A fine wife, what ? *

Some of them know Gradin the cobbler
by sight. A ferocious fellow with whom it
is not safe to interfere; and name of a
name, what a patriot !

As for ' the comrades,” they have been
merged with the crowd, swallowed up,
disappeared, who shall recognise them
amongst so many ?
amongst them who
‘Cyrano "’ of be

Less than five

E
o

there were those

never sus

g an English spy

nnutes later there 1s a

coming and a poing and a rushing, orders
giveq, shouts and curses, flying from end to
end, from court to corridor. The whole

machmery of H:v executive of the Commit-
tee of Public Safety is set in motion to finc
traces of a :11.1111 \ubl_! r carrying a fainting
aristocrat upon his shoulders. But \-f him
there is not a trace, nor yet of half
of his * comrades ”” who had been most
conspicucus 1 the court, whean frst the

abominable English spy snatched the arist®®
crat Joséphine Palmier from the dock

Mattre Roch

who €

=

rated to En
has left some
he gives an a vs whi
he spent in Paris, when his hancée, Made
moiselle Joséphine de Lamoignon, drives
by extreme poverty to do the roughes
kitchen waorl 1 spiteful employer, wid
accused by the latter of 1:('('_" 'l‘u"" c“-ﬂd
the dock under the charg
knew nothing of her -'-ht —for c,‘*c h’a
never told him that she had been driven ¥
work under an assumed pame—until 08
evening he received the visit of a maguif
English 1 sr° whom he subsequetl
knew in England as Sir Percy BlakeneY:
In a few very brief words Sir Percy ‘om
him the history of 11.4- past two days :mdd
b % TS

'i&" \“. -q}
memoirs .\.Ha.rl-l-'
f the last d '

stood iEJ

Ct

e Iniquitous ac and trial whid
had ended so f for Mademois®

X
1 her mot!
quite s: afe 1t fer £t

de Lamoignon

two ladies were

protection of a 1d of English g ('}'ht‘
who would see them safely across Fr?
and thence to England
yme to propose that \13“’#
Rochet should accon 1y them

It was not until the distingu: ‘.:ht" : &d:;
cate met his fiancée again that he b
the full and detailed account of 'ur ‘sﬂﬁw
ings and of the hercism and audacity of
English adventurer who had 'lvr-n:.'t}’t M
and her mot! g ] ) l;_ 1 w"fl&s

¢ to the nofa L’mﬁi‘

Sir Percy had ¢

nume

gt

“Searlet Pimpernel ”

This is the first story of an enlirely new series of

adventures which Baroness

Orczy bhas written exclasively for

Story Magazine.” Look out for asother thrilling
adventure story shertly

* Hutchinson's
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*1 nmly have to ereep inlo the bar of * TheLove n-ci:..rck * and whisper ' Rotten cotton sloves !’ and lo!

all these forbidden luxuries are placed at my disposal.
'3_' FORGET the name of the wag in our
- town who first called him Mr.
1 = Seldom Right, but the name caught

f WHL‘; proper name was James Selden
ht, and the inference of this obvious
._‘iﬁﬂﬂ_mf_’r was too good to drop.
o invariably wrong, but

o i‘hg(ﬁ;u«!;' magnificently wrong that he
k_l.i;:tlal.l-’; carried the thing thrnu'gh with
 of g colours. He was a kind of Tartarmn
it Tibbelsford, which was the name of our

James
so lavishly,

H

5

B Everything about Mr. Seldom Right was
impressive, expansive. He himseld
S an epormous person with fat, pufly
with no determinate line betwceen

&

#e

Me and his innumerable chins. His
grey eyes with their tiny pupils

fil

to embrace the whole universe in
Upon his penduious front there
thick gold chains with signets and
ke miniature flat-irons. His fingers
ribbed with gold bands like curtain-
_His wife was big: his daughter
h‘ﬁ': the great shire horses which
on his adjoining farm seemed guite
al creatures in this Gargantuan scheme

/i

i
F

4,

54 o5
kAhQW all ** The Love-a-duck ' was big.
ch to dominate the town. It was
hbl;,t the top of the hill, with great
Q‘ SNg corridors, bars, coflee-rooms,
hts‘;:]tﬁ'l ball-rooms, staircases of creak-
'h 4], bedrooms where a {our-post bed
‘ndlfﬁf,uh to find a cobbled « ourtvard
:h.‘:.mw"-'("l entrance| where two
\ 'h..h“ dravs could have driven through
! % - There was no social function, no
founcil, no committee of importance

Tive

71

that not driven to meet at "" The
Love-a-duck.” 3ut the biggest thing iIn
Tibbelsford was the voice of the landlord

was

At night amidst the glittering taps and
tankards he would * preside.” By ths
vou must understand that the word be

taken literally. He was no ordinary pot-
man to hand mugs of ale across the bar to
thirsty carters, or of to thin-
lipped clerks

He would not appear till the evening
was well advanced, and then he would
stroll in and lean against the bar, his sleepy
eyes adjusting the various pheénomena of
has perspective to a comiortable focus.

And then the old cronies and characters of
Tibbelsford would touch their hatsand say :

“'Evening, Mr. Wright

And be would nod gravely, like an
Emperor receiving the fealty of his seris
And a stranger might whisper:

** Who is this fat old guy ? "

And the answer would be “ H'sh!™ for
the eves of Mr. Seldom Right missed no-
thing Jumptious strangers were treated
with complete indifference. If they ad-
dressed him, he laoked right through them,
and breathed heavily. But for the cronies
and characters theré was a finely adjusted
scale of treatment, a subtle under-current
of masonry. To get into favour with Mr
Seldom Right one had to work one's way
up, and any bad mistake would land ome
back among the strangers In which case
one would be served fairly and squarely,
but there the matter would end. For it
should be stated at this point that every-
thing about " The Love-a- inck " was good
in quality, and lawvish in quantity, and the

nips gin
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h‘_‘f'ellcd all over Africa, Spain, India,

and Japan. Therewas no crowned

in either of the hemispheres with
Whom he was not familiar., He knew
- 'myll\iug there was to know about
snds, oil, finance, horses, politics,
ern religions, ratting, dogs, geology,
"N, p--‘al.‘.i.-.'al economy, tobacco, corn,
o rubber. He was a prolific talker, but
did not object to listening, and he en-
g a%¥ed an argument. In every way he was
: Sdifficult man to place. Perhaps in think-
g of him one was apt not to make due
‘ %}\’ancc for the rather drab bac kground
st which his personality stood out so

i

n;zﬂ‘

b One must first vispalise the
1 '%PMI} of ** The Love-a-duck.”

3 re was old Hargreaves, the local
| te agent, a snuffy, gingery, pinched old

geitan, with a pretty bar-side manner, an
Shnite capacity for listening politely ;| one
"Mi nature had been completely bowd-
‘g by years of showing unlikely tenants
in empty houses, and keeping cheerful
B draughty passages There was Mr
i‘d , the corn-merchant, with a polished,
h:}‘\le face and no voice. He would sit
mlﬂg forward on a gold-knobbed cane,
o 25 the evening advanced he secmed
nn:‘-ﬂt into one vast ingratiating smile
e dreaded every moment that the stick
h',‘ give way and that he would fall
rd on his face. There was an argu-
* h‘o tive chemist, whose name 1 have
b tten : he was a2 keen-faced man, and
J %‘Oﬂ-‘ gold-rimmed spectacles which
m him look much cleverer than he
\lugd“u There was old Phene Sparfitt.
!l. ¥ knew how he lived. He was very
*._hm%h too old to be allowed out at
 Pemyy,, but quite the most regular and

#tent customer. He drank quantities

o
@.‘nrln\-ah:r, his lower lip was always

!

+ and he pr--ft-s-_sed an intimate know-
of the lite of birds. Dick Toom, the

-"'w the local liverv-stables, was a
f"{% 1

visitor. He generally came

£l Panied by several horsey-looking
M n. He ulways talked breezily
"‘&hg

some distressing illness he was

from. and would want to make a

anyone present about some quite

US proposition : for instance- ~that

My “:“nce from the cross-roads to the

bh' by Jenkins's black-pig farm was

1 " ui_ln the distance from the fountain

Ji'sp v “““{Hle af Piceadilly Circus to the

\bbe,mrm in Dover Street, A great

. of these bets took place in the bar,

fact that the lapdlord always lost
of the reasons of his nickname

“if

73

Stacy Aumonier

Tt cannot be saud that the general
standard of intelligence reached a very high
level, and against it it was difficult to tell
quite how intelligent the landlord was.
If he was not a well-educated man, he
certainly had more than a. veneer of
education. In an argument he was seldom
extended. Sometimes he talked brilliantly
for a moment, and then seemed to talk out
of his hat. He had an extravagant thea-
trical way of suddenly declaiming a state-
ment, and then sinlang his wvoice and
repeating it. Sometimes he would be
moodish and not talk at all. But at his
best he was very good company

It would be idle 1o pretend that the
frequenters of the bar believed the land-
lord's stories. On the conuary, I'm afrad
we were a very sceptical lot.  Most of us
had never been farther than London or
the sea-side. and our imagmation shied at
episodes in Rajahs’ palaces, and receplions
in Spanish courts. It became a byword
in the town : ** Have you heard old Scldom
Right's latest ? ~ Nevertbheless, he was
extremely popular. At the tme of which
1 write the landlord must have been well
over sixty years ol age, and his wife was
possibly forty-ave. They appeared to be
an extremely happy and united family.

And then Septimus Stourway appeared
on the scene. He was an acid, angular,
middle-aged man, with sharp features, a
heavy black moustache, and eyes too close
together, He wasa chartered accountant,
and he came to the town to audit the books
of a large brewery near-by, and one or two
other concerns. He brought his wife and
his son, who was eleven years old He was
a man whom evervbody disliked from the
very beginuing and never got over it.  He
was probably clever at his job, quick-think-
ing, self-opinionative, aggressively assert-
jve. and altogetber objectionabile

The very first occasion on which he
visited ** The Love-a-duck " he troke every
rule of the masonic ring except the one
which concerned getting dronk The com-
pany was in session under its president,
and he bounced into the circle and joined
in the conversation. He interrupted the
landlord in the middle of a story and
plainly hinted that he didn’t believe him
He called him * ald chap " and offered to
stand him a drink. He then told a long,
boring story about some obscure episode 11
his own life. The effect of this intrusion
was that the landlord, who never replied
to him at all, rose heavily {from hus seat and
disappeared. The rest of the compamly
tried to show by their chilling unresponsive-
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ness that they disapproved ol h But
Mr. Stourway was not the kind ol person
to be sensitive to this He rattled on,

occasionally taking tiny sips of his bran
and-water. FHe even had the audacity to
ask old Hargreaves who the fat, disagree-
able old buffer was! And poor old Har-
i t‘T';.l‘i1 !E'.'

He's the

greaves was so upset he neas
could only murmur feebly:
landlord.”

“ 1'm | a nice sort of landlord ! Now I
knew a landlord at '

The company grad
left the stranger to
water alone

Everybody hoped, of course, that thas
first visit would also be the last. But oh,
no | the next evening at the same time in
bounced Mr, Septimus Stourway, qu
ancrushed. Again the landlord disap-
peared, and the company melted away
The third night some of th

em tried snubbing
him and being rude, but it had no effect at
all. At every attempt of this sort he merely
laughed in his empty way, and exclaimed :

“"My dear fellow, just listen to me——"

Before a week was out Mr. Septimus
Stourway began to get on the nerves of tl
town. ~ He swaggered about the streets as
though he was doing us a great honour by
being there at all. His wife and son were
also seen His wife was a tall, vinegary-
looking woman in a semi-fashi mable, semi-
sporting get-up She wore a monocle and
a short skirt, and carried a cane. The boy
was a spectacled, round-she yuldered, un-
attractive-looking youth, more like the
mother than the father in appearance
He never seemed to leave his mothe r's side
for an instant,

It appeared that his name was Nick
and that he was the most remarkable boy
for his age who had ever lived. He knew
[.atin, and Greek, and French, and history,
and mathematics, and philosophy. and
science. Also he had a beautiful nature
Mr. Stourway spent hours boring any one
he could get to listen with the narration of
his son’'s marvellous attributes If the
habitués of ** The Love-a-duck ™ tired of
Mr. Stourway, they becan
up with his son

It was on the following Wednesday even-
ing that the dramatic incident happened in
the bar-parlour of the famous inn. The
landlord had contioued his attitnde of
utter indifference to the interloper He
had been just as cheerful and entertaining
only when Mr. Stourway entered the bar
he simply dried up. But during the 1ast

thoroughly fed

two days he appeared to be thinking ab-

|
He was an'i

stractedly about something
noyed.

On this We
company had @

nesday evening the usush
in assembled and thbe
landlord appeared anxious to resume
former position of genial host, when n
came Mr. Stourway again. He had not
been in the previous evening, and every o
was hoping that at last he had reall
that he was not wanted Up rose the
landlord at once and went away The®
was an almost uncontrolled groan from the
rest Mr. Stourway took his seat, and
began to talk affably. i i
It was tl observed that the !.a.ndlofd‘
of going right away, was hov i ‘
about behind the bar. I dod’t know ho¥ |
the conversation got round to poetry.
after a time Mr. Stourway started talSSe
his son’s marvellous memory
poetry

“ That boy of mi yvou know,”’ h‘:s&id‘ I
“ he would simply astound you He “-,
members everything. The poetry bcl’"
jearnt off by heart | miles and miles of #
I don’t suppose there another boy of
age in the country who could quote ha
much.”’ y

It was then the bomb-shell fell ™ p
landlord was leaning across the bar “nd
suddenly his enormous voice rang out * 48

“ I'Il bet you five pounds to one tha
know a little boy of five who could g i
twice as much poctry as your son ! 08

There was a dead silence, and c-.'»:l'}'bod‘
looked from the landlord to Mr _*-‘::,urﬂ"f;
That gentleman grinned supert il .ﬂi
then he rubbed his hands togethe”
said

" Well,
believe it g 3 5
five 7 Ha. hal I'd like to get a wages
that !

The landlord’s voice,
exclaimed :

fopes L
I'll bet vou a hundred p}ulld‘s
fve ! ™
Mr. Stourway | | slightly alar®
ghittered

. iy ;""}—‘--‘
#
A hundred pounds to hve 1 I'm “’D‘."
but ‘{‘-').' God! 1'd take ¢

2

about

well, that's interesting. 1 C‘“J
My son’s eleven: A bo?’l{#

than e"’“

lounder

but lus eves

s woir son shy ? :
U, no he enjoys reciting Pw“rgf

Would he come here and have ag

H'm ! well, well, 1 don't know: A
might I should have to ask his m‘::!tf:'
wha is this wonderful boy you H[X”k M
‘ My nephew over at Chaghatll- '«
could drive him over in the -11\!!-{33'"
It need hardly be said that the mem
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l er this sudden challenge.
iléan ? No one knew that old Seldom
;t had any relations in the county.
But then, he was always such a secrctive
il boy about his own affairs. Could a
boy of five possibly remember and
f¥Peat more poetry—twice as much more !
this phenomenal Nick Stourway ?

P How was it all to be arranged?
became evident, however, that the
d was very much in earnest. He
18d apparently thought out all the details.
should be an open competition. It
d take place in the ball-room of the
BSOtel. The two boys should stand on the
[Matiorm with their parents and should
teé poems or blank verse in turn. A
Ml committee of judges should count the
8. When one had exhausted his com-
& répertoire, the other of course would
won : but it would be necessary for
en—that was the name of ald Wright's
w—+to go on for double the number of
8 that Nick had spoken to win the

of " The Love-a-duck” fraternity were
Worked up to a great state of excitemcent
Qver What did it

hen it was first put to him Mr. Stour-
looked startled, but on going into the
he soon became eager. It was the
way of making a hundred pounds
By ever encountered. Of course the
U8 Boy might be clever and have a good
Mory, but that he could possibly recite
as much as the wonderful Nick was
akable. Moreover his back was up,
he hated the landlord. He knew that
Bbbbed him on every occasion, and this
il be an ppportunity to score. There
Just the mild risk of losing a fiver, and
to be talked over, but—he thought
o ould persuade her.
Bl ¢ rumour of the competition spread
Wild-fire all over the town.
‘Was not only the chief topic of con-
L on at * The Love-a-duck,”’ but at all
_‘"’bm men met and talked. It can-
ﬁhﬂmmﬂ that a considerable number
were made. Seldom Right's tre-
L optimism found him many sup-
S8, but the great odds and the fact
‘m invariably Jost in wagers of this
8= Ove many into the opposing camp of

t‘m*- of ways and means was
Ml the following night after Mrs.
Smufwny had given her consent,
_ had signified his willingness to
his histrionic abilities to a crowd of

&

e Hargreaves, Mr. Bean, and a school-
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master named McFarlane were appointed
the judges. The ball-room was to be open
to any one, and there was to be no charge
for ardmission. Theé date of the com-
petition was fixed for the following Satur-
day afternoon, at five o'clock.

I must now apologise for introding my
own personality into this narrative. |
would rather not do so, but it is inevitable.
It is true, my part in the proceedings was
only that of a spectator, but from your
point of view—and from mine—it was an
exceedingly important part. 1 must begin
with the obvious coniession that I had
visited ** The Love-a-duck " on occasions,
and that is the kind of adventure that one
naturally doesn’t make too much of.
Nevertheless I can say with a clear con-
science that 1 was not one of the inner
ring. 1 had so far only made the most
tentative efforts to get into the good graces
of the landlord. But everyone in Tibbels-
ford was talking of the forthcoming remark-
able competition, and I naturally made a
point of turning up in good time.

1 managed to get a seat in the fourth
row, and I was very fortunate, for the
ball-room was packed, and a more remark-
able competition 1 bave never attended.
The three judges sat in the front row,
facing the platform. The Stourway party
occupied the right side of the platform and
the Wrights the left. The landlord sat
with his party, but in the centre, 50 that
he could act as a kind of chairman. He
appeared to be in high good-humour, and
he came on first and made a few facetions
remarks before the performance began.
In the first place, he apologised for the
lighting. T¢ was certainly very bad.
There originally had been footlights, but
it was so long since they had been used
that they were out of repair. The large room
was only lighted by a gas chandelier in
the centre, so that the stage was somewhat
dim, but, as he explained, this would only
help to obscure the blushes of the per-
formers when they received the plaudits of
such a distinguished gathering.

The Stourway party entered first They
came in from a door at the back of the
platform. Mr. Stourway noisily non-
chalant, talking to every one at random,
in a tail-coat, with grey spats ; his wife in
a sports skirt and a small hat, looking
rather bored and disgusted ; and the boy
in an Eton jacket and collar, witha bunchy
tie, and his hair neatly brushed. He looked
very much at home and confident. It was
obvious that he was out to enjoy himsell.
Numerous p?izc-distxibntmns at which he
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had played a conspicuous part had evi-
dently inured him to such an ordeal

And then the other party entered, and
the proceedings seemed likely to end before
they had begun. Mrs. Wright came on
first, followed by « lady dressed in black
leading a most diminutive boy. They only
reached the door when apparently the sight
of this large audience frightened the small
person and he began to cry. 1 he landlord
and his wife rushed up and with the mother
tried to encourage him, and after a few
minutes they succeeded in doing so. The
lady in Dblack, however— who was pre-
sumably the widowed mother— picked him
up and carried him in and sat him on her
kunee.

The audience became keenly excited, and
every one was laughing and discussing
whether the affair would materialise or not
At length things seemed to be arran ged, and
the landlord came forward and said :

* Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to
introduce you to the competitors —Master
Nick Stourway, Master Stephen Wright
Good gracious | It sounds as though I were
announcing the competitors in a prize-
ring. But this is to be a very Ppcac eful
competition—at least, I hope so ! 1 think
you all know the particulars. We're
simply going to enjoy ourselves, aren 't we,
Nick ? Aren't we, Stephen r

Nick smiled indulgently and said, “ Yes,
sir."

Stephen glanced up at him for a second,
and then buried his face in his mother’s lap

“ Well, well,"”” said the landlord. " I wall
now call on Master Nick to open the ball.”

Master Nick was nothing loath. He stood
up and bowed ; and holding his right arm
stiffly and twiddling a button of his waist-
eoat with his left, he declaimed in ringing
tones :

“ It was the schooner * Hesperus®
T hat sailed the winlry sea ]
And the skipper had taken his little
davghter
T'0 bear him company.”

There were twenty-two verses of this, of
four lines each, and the audience were
somewhat impatient, because they bhad
not come there to hear Master Nick recite
They had come for the competition and it
was still an open question whether there
would be anyscompelition. They were
anxiously watching Master Stephen. He
spent most of the period of his rival's
recitation of this long poem with his face
buried in his mother's lap, mn the dark

i
corner of the platform. His mothel |
stroked his hair and kept on W hispering # '
word to him, and occasionally he wo
peer round at Nick and watch him for a fe¥
seconds : then he glanced at the andienc®ig
and immediately ducked out of sight agali

When Nick had finished he bowed an
sat down, and there was a mild rou
of applause. The judges consulted, an
agreed that he had scored 88 lines.

Now what was going to happen ? .

The small boy seemed to be shaking B®
head and stamping his feet, and his mot
was talking to him. The landlord cough
He was obviously a little nervous fed
wernt over to the group and said in a cheefl®
ful voice:

*“ Now, Stephen, tell us a poem.”

A little piping voice said * Notl"” and
there were all the wriggles and shakes
the recalcitrant youngster. Murmurs
round the room, and a lot of people wert
laughing. The Stourway party was eF
tremely amuased At length the 1.1::d"-f"'d
took a

]

chair near him, and produged a
stick of barley-sugar 2
“* Now, Stephen,”” he said, “  you wott
talle to these naughty people, tell ﬂ'“'m

poem. Tell me that beautiful * Hym#

Apollo* you told me last winter aﬂd
The little boy looked up at him

then he looked at his mii!thd' |

grinned ;

Her widow's veil covered the upper part &8

her face. She kissed him and said = |
“ Go on: dear. Tell Uncle Jim ! o ot
There was a pause; the small

looked up and down, and then, fixing
eyes solemnly on the landlord’s fack
suddenly began in a queer little IL‘P‘“!

voice :

* God .:)' the golden botw,
And of the golden Iyrs,
And of the golden har
And of the golden fire J
Chariolzey
Round the patseni yeay, =
Where—where slept thane 176 €

%

It was a short poem, but its rf_-::-:it‘fif{i'_b‘e
received with vociferous applause ‘u!
wis going to be a competition, aft v
People who had money at stake ;ﬂ
langhing and slapping their legs. and %‘oﬂ

who hadn't were doing the same.
one was on the best of terms with " of
other. There was a certain 3‘“““3;&11"
trouble with the judges, as theY ' ghe
know the poem, and they didn’t gf”p ¢he
length of rthe lines Fortunat®

schoolmaster had come armed wit
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after some discussion the poem was
found to have been written by Keats, and
ster  Stephen was awarded " 36 lines.
[ He was cheered, clapped, and kissed by the
“landlord, and his aunt, and his mother.
by, Master Nick’s reply to this was to recite
¥ The Pied Piper of Hamelin,” a perform-
ince which bored every one to tears, especi-
“ally as he would persist in gesticulating,
Plbd doing it in a manner as though he
‘mought that the people had simply come
%0 hear his performance. ** The Pied Piper
ot Hamelin ** is 195 lines. This made his
®core 283.

B The small boy was still very shy, and
o 1 disinclined to continue, but the
andlord said :

"% Now, come on, Stephen, 1'm sure you
femember some more beautiful poetry.”
L At last, to eyery one's surprise, he began

i1o lisp -

* Once more unto the breach, dear Jriends,
once more . . -

3 It was screamingly funny. He went
Hght through the speech, and when he got

- -

'-Cry * Gad for Harry, En land, and Saint
3
George ! " "

applause was deafening. People were
SQlling cut, and some of the barrackers hasd
45 be rebuked by the landlord. King

enry's speech was only 35 lines, so Master
Stephen's totalfwas 71 Nick then re-
faliated with an appalling poem, which

Lommenced :

“ Sxe slood at Use bar of justice,
i A eyeature wan and wild,
In form too small for a womar,
In featsre too old for a child.”

. nately it was not quite so long 8%
B other two, and only brought him 60
lies, making a total of $43.
L Stephen, who seemed to be gaiming a
ftle more confidence and entering into the
, of the thing, replied with Robert
frrick’s * Ode to.a Dafiodil,” a charm-
Yittle effort, although it only brought
S 20 lines. .
B Master Nick now broke into Shakespeare,
S84 let himsell go on:

® Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me

Stacy Aumonier

broke down and forgot. The committec
had arranged for this. It was agreed that
in the event of either competitor breaking
down, he should still score the hnes up to
where he broke down, and at the end he
should be allowed to quote odd lines, pro-
vided there were more than one.

At this point there was a very amusing
incident. Master Stephen hesitated for
some time, and then ke began, ™ Friends,
Romans, countrymen,” etc., and he went
right through the same speech without a
slip! It was the first distinct score for
the landlord’s party, and Mastet Stephen
was credited with 128 lines. The scores,
however, were still 366 to 219 in Nick's
favour, and he proceeded to pile on the
agony by reciting “ Beth Gelert.”” How-
ever, at the end of the twelfth verse he
again forgot, and only amassed 48 lines.

Balanced against his mother’s knea, and
looking unutterably solemn—as far as one
could see in the dim light —and only oc=
casionally glancing at the apdience, Stephen
then recited a charming poem by William.
Blake, called “ Night.” which also con-
tained 48 lines,

Nick then collected 40 lines with *° Some=
body’s Darling,” and as a contrast to this
sentimental twaddle Stephen attempted
Wordsworth’s ** Ode on Intimations of
Immortality.” Unfortunately, it was his
turn to break down, but not till he had
notched gz lines. It was quite a feature
of the afternoon that whereas Nick's con-
tributions for the most part were the
wtmost trash, Stephen only did good things.

It wonld perhaps be tedious to chronicle
the full details of the poems attempted and
the exact number of lines scored, although,
as a matter of fact, at the time [ did keep &
careful record. But on that afternoon it
did not appear tedious, except when Nick
let himself go rather freely over some quite
commonplace verse. Even then there was
always the excitement as to whether he
would break down. The audience indeed
found it thrilling, anc i
and more exciting as it went on,
became apparent that both boys were

he end of their tether. ﬂz
both began to forget, and the judges w
kept very busy. and the parents were as
occupied as seconds in a prizering. It
must have been nearly hali-past six when
Master Nick eventually gave out. He
started odds and ends, and forgot, and ‘}'ii:
parents were ulled up for prompting.
collected a fel; odd lines, and amassed a
total of 822, a very considerable amount
for a boy of his age.
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At this point he was leading by 106
lines. So for Stephen to win the wager
for the landlord he would not only have
to score that odd 106, but he would have
to remember an additional B2z lines ! And
he already gave evidence of forgetting !
There was a fresh burst of betting in odd
parts of the hall, and Dick Toom was offer-
ing ten toone against the landlord’s protégé
and net getting many takers. The great
thing in his favour was that he seemed to
have quite lost his nervousness. He was
keen on the job, and he seemed to realise
that it was a competition, and that he had
got to do his utmost. The landlord’s party
were allowed to talk to him and to make
suggestions, but not to prompt if he for-
got. There was a short interval, in which
milk and other drinks were handed round.
The landlord had one of the other drinks,
and then he said :

'“Ladies and gentlemen, I'm going to
ask your indulgence, to be as quiet as
possible. My small nephew has to recall
928 lines to win the competition, and he is
going to try and do it.”"

The announcement was received with
cheers, And then Stephen started again.
He began excellently with Keats's * Ode to
@ Nightingale,” and scored 8o lines, and
without any pause went on to Milton's
““L'Allegro,” of which he deliverad 126
lines before breaking down. He paused a
little and then did odds and ends of verses
some complete, and some not. Thomas
Hood’s ** Departure of Summer (14 lines),
Shelley's ** To-Night * (33), and a song by
Shelley commencing :

* Rarely, rarely comest thou,
Spivit of Delight I (48 lines)

I will not enumerate all these poems, but
he amassed altogether 378 lines in this way
Then he had another brief rest, and reverted
once more to Shakespeare. In his little
sing-song voice, without any attempt at
dramatic expression, he reeled off 160 lines
of the Balcony Scene from Romeo and
Juwliet; o6 lines of the scene between
Hamlet and the Queen ; 44 lines of the
Brutus and Cassius quarrel ; 31 of Jaques's
speech on ™ All the worki's a stage.” It
need hardly be said that by this time the
good burghers of Tibbelsford were in a
state of the wildest excitement.

The schoolmaster announced that Master
Stephen had now scored 689 of the requisite
928, so that he only wanted 240 more to
win. Mr. Stourway was biting his nails
and looking green. ~ Mrs. Stourway looked
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as though she was disgusted with her

husband for having brought her amcng:ﬂ
these common people. Nick sneered super
ciliously, X

But in the meantime there was no -
question but that Master Stephen himself
was getting distressed. His small voice
was getting huskier and huskier, and tears
seemed not far off. I heard Mrs. Rush-
bridger; sitting behind me, remark :

*“ Poor little mite | T calls it a shime 1

It was also evident that he was getting
seriously to the end of his quoting réper=
toire. He had no other long speeches.
The landlord’s party gathered round him |
and whispered. L

He tried again, short stanzas and odd
verses, sometimes unfinished. He kept the
schoolmaster very busy ; but he blundered
on. By these uncertain stages he managed
to add another 127 lines, and then he
suddenly brought off a veritable four dé
force. It was quite uncanny, He gquoted
109 lines of Spenser’s “* Faerie Queene "1
The matter was quite unintelligible to the
audience, and they were whispering to each
other and asking what it was. When ho
broke down, the schoolmaster announced
that it was quite in order, and that Master
Stephen’s total lines quoted now amounted -
to 1640, and that therefore he only required
four lines to win !

Even then the battle was apparently not
over. Everyone was cheering and making
such a noise that the small boy could not
understand it, and he began crying. A lot
of people in the audience were calling out
* Shame | ”* and there was all the appears
ance of a disturbance. The landlord®
party was very occupied. It was several
minutes before order was restored,
then the landiord rapped on the table
called out, ** Order ! order ! **

He drank a glass of water, and there wa®
a dead silence.  Stephen's mother held the
little boy very tight, and smiled at him-
At last, raising his voice for this last dé=
Spairing effort, he declaimed quite Jondly®

“ Why. all the Saiwts and Sages who dis-

cuss'd
OFf the two Worlds so wisely—ithey Ll
thrust ’
Like foolish Prophets jorth ; 1hei® 0

Words to Scorn,
Are scatter'd, and theiv Mouths ave S$of* :
wilh Dust.” ’

The cheers which greeted this triumphaat =
climax were split by various distur -
the most distressing coming from St >




Self, for almost as he uttered the last

d he gave a yell, and burst into sobs.

id he sobbed, and sobbed, and sobbed.

his mother picked him up and rocked

and the landlord and his wiie did what

¥ could. Budt it was quite hopeless,

phen was finished. His mother picked

up and hurried out of the door at the

with him. The Stourway party

td away. There were no more

iches, but people crowded on to the

Horm, and a lot of the women wanted

$ot to kiss Stephen before he went away ;

3t Mrs, Wright came back and said the

child was very upset. She was afraid

*¥ ought not to have let him do it. His

her was putting him to bed in one of

* rooms, and they were giving him some

= Volatile. He would be all right soon.

' Course, it was a tremendous effort;
FSCl a tiny person too !

. Some one offered to go for the doctor,

$ot Mrs. Wright said they would see how

= Was, and if he wasn't er in half an

s time they’d send over to Doctor

.

-;. one was congratulating the land-

S and he was clasping hands and saying :

3, A marvellous boy | a marvellous boy |
SKnew he would do it |

i ihe party gradually broke up.

s - WMust now again revert to myself. 1

8 enormously impressed by what 1 had

and heard, and for the rest of the

Bing 1 could think of nothing else,

fr dinner 1 went out for a stroll. It was

Y March, and unseasonably cold. When

down to the bridge, over which the

pad runs across the open country to

urst, large snowflakes were falling. 1

d there for some time, looking at our

0 little river, and thinking of the land-

=% and Stephen, And as I gazed around

& | began to wonder what it was about

Snow-flakes which seemed to dovetail

e+ certain subconscious movements go-

=8 On within me,

B0 suddenly a phrase leapt into my
3. It was:
Rotten cotton gloves ! "

0tten cotton gloves! What was the
g ection ? The snow, the mood, some-
%8 about S!e?hen's voice quoting ** The
= Queene.” Very slowly the thing
i to unfold itself, And when I began

it all, 1 said to myself, ** Yes, m

2 it was the Faerie Queene whic
the show away. The rest might have
hae. Possible, You were getting rather
P Put to it 1™

Snow was falling heavily. It was

Stacy Aumonier

Christmas-time-—good lord! I did not
like to think bow long ago! Thirty years ?
Forty years ? My sister and I at Drury
Lane pantomime. * Rotten cotion
gloves ”! Yes, that was it! I counld
remember nothing at all of the perform-
ance. But who was that great man they
spoke of ? the Star attraction 7—some
name like * the great Borodin," the world's
most famous humorist and ventriloquist.
We were very excited, Phyllis and I, very
small people then, surely not much older
than Stephen himself. 1 could not re-
member the great Borodin, but I remem-
bered that one phrase. There was a small
lay figure which said most amusing things.
It was called—no, 1 have forgotten. It
was dressed in an Eton suit and it wore
rather dilapidated-looking white cotton
gloves. And every now and then, in the
middle of a dialogue or discourse, it broke
off, looked at its hands, and muttered :

** Rotten cotton gloves!™

It became a sort of catch-phrase in
London in those days. On buses and
trains people would murmur, " Rotten
cotton gloves!” - A certain ue some-
thing about the way that Stephen recited
Spenser's ** Faerie Queene ™. . . . Was it
pussible ?

And then certain very definite
of the competition presented themselves to
my minds eye. It had all been very
cleverly stage-managed. It must be ob-
served that Stephen neither walked on
nor walked ofi. He did not even stand.
He hardly looked at the audience. And
then, the lighting was inexcusably bad.
Even some of the lights in the central
chandelier had unaccountably failed. And
the landlord’s party had chosen the darkest
side of the stage. No one had spoken to
the bov. No one had seen him arrive, and
immediately aftqr the competition he had
gone straight to bed.

I tried to g:obe my-memory for know-
ledge of * great Borodin,” but at
eight or nine one does not take great in-
terest in these details. 1 know there was
something . . . I remember hearing my
perents talking about it—some great
scandalsoon after I had seen him. He was
disgraced, I am sure. 1 have a vague idea
he was in some way well-connected. He
was to marry a great lady, and then perbaps
he eloped with a young barmaid ? I can-
not be certain, It was something like that.
I kmow he disappeared from public life,
for in after years, when people had been
to similar periormances, 1 bad bheard our
parents say:
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** Ah, but you should have seen * The
Great Borodin.””

These memories, the peculiar thrill of
the competition, the cold air, the lazy
snow-flakes drifting hither and thither ajl
excited me. I walked on farther and
farther into the country, trying to piece it
all together. 1 liked the landlord, and I
shared the popular dislike of Mr. Stourway,

After a time I returned, and making my
way towards thé north of the town, 1
started to walk quickly in the direction of
* The Love-a-duck.” Til hurried, I should
be there .ten minutes or so before closing-
time

When I entered the large bar-parlour
the place was very crowded. I met old
Hargreaves by the door. I'm afraid a good
many rules of the society had been broken
that evening. Old Hargreaves was not
the only one who had had quite enough
liguid refreshment. Everybody was in
high spirits, and they were still all talking
about the competition. I met Mr. Bean
near the fireplace, and I said -

" Well, Mr. Bean, and have yvou heard
how the boy is 7 ™

** Oh, ay,” he replied. * He got
all right. Mrs, Wright says he were just

S0O0n

& bit Gpset. He went off home not an
hour since,”’

“ Did you see him 7’

“Eh? Oh, no, T didn't see 'm Mrs

Wright says he looked quite hisself

The landlord was moving ponderously
up and down behind the bar. [ thought
he looked tired, and there were dark rims
round his eyes. T moved up towards the
bar, and he didn’t notice me. The noise
of talking was so lond that one could speak
in 2 normal voice without being heard
Everything had apparently gone ofi guite
successfully, Mr. Stourway had sent al ng

his cheque for five pounds. and it was
reckoned that he wonld never show his
face in ' The Love-a-duck ** again |

waited,

At last I noticed that the landlord was
quite alone. He was leaning against the
serving-hatch, flicking some crumbs from
his waistcoat, as though waiting for the
moment of release. [ took my glass and
sidled up to him I leant forward as
though fo speak. He glanced at me, and
inclined his head with a bored movement,
When his ear was within a reasonable dis-
tance 1 said quictly;

** Rotten cotton gloves !’

I shall never forget the expression on the

face of the landlord as he slowly raised his

head. 1 was conscions of being a pin-point
in a vast perspective. His | rathes
colourless eyes appeared to sweep the whole

room. They were moreover charged wit

a perfectly controlled expression of sufs
prise and a kind of uncontrolled lustre of
ironic humour, T had a fee ling that if he
langhed it would be the end of all things
He did not laugh ; he looked lugubriousty!

right through my face, and breathed
heavily. Then he swayed slightly from
side to side and looked at my hat, and
said : r

“I've got some cherry-brandy - her®
you'd like. You must have a glass
Mr —_"*

Now I do not wish to appear to yol
either as a prig, a traitor or a profiteer.
am indeed a very ordinary, perhaps over:
human member of Tibbelsiord
If I have taken certain advantages of the
landlord, you must at any rate give me
the credit of being ! ember of &
large audience who had the .rs‘g.?r. intuitiohs
at the nght moment. In all other respects
vou must acknowledge that 1 have treat
him rather well In any case, 1 becani®
prominent in the inner circle without under®
going the tortuous the
casual stranger

The landlord and i are the best of friend®
to this day, althoogh we exchange no cOBt
fidences. I can break all the rules of the
masonic understanding without pettioh
mto trouble Some of the others af®
amazed at the liberties I take

societys

the on

novitiateship of

And in thece days, when l:.'g-r!Sif!"
restrictions are so se vere, when certal®
things are not to be got (offcially), a8

when 1 see my friends stealing home to®
bonedry supper, I only have to creep int@
the bar of " The Love-a-duck ™ an 1 whispef
" Rotten cotton gloves | " and lo | all thes®
forbidden luxuries are placed at my dB®
posal. Can you blame me ?

I have said that we exchange no CON
fidences, and indeed T feel that that wott
Iy going too far. taking too great l'
advantage of my pusition Fhere 1s only
one small point I would Jove to clear 8P
and I dare not ask. Presun ing my {heoty
to be right about * The Great Borodia
—which was he ?

The landiord ?

Or the widow 7
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NWARD SMILE
= By Berfa Rucx =

Author of * His Official Fiancée," ete.

1

HE young man of this story was called
Dick, for a reason.
© ' Dicks," * Jacks " and ‘ Bills"
¥S get on with women. Which is a
And so important in a boy's career,”
*d his pretty, ambitious little mother,
L, magined herself a woman of the
o " Let him choose the right woman,
._ look up to him. ‘ Make your
Ma:. With the woman, and the man will
M. 204 L.G. /' Oh, yes: he must be Dick
R 2 boy.” r
i he was born, in a Simla nursing-
» She gathered her last half-ounce of
He 01 together to point to the trousseau-
iy of nainsook and torchon hanging
B the brass rail of her bed.
& in"u;u‘. nurse,”” she whispered. ' WWra
ae " his mother's shift, and the girls will

ey ™" Old superstition, but so im-

Mty Vas her last gasp ; she left the child
a4, . Young soldier-father who, a year
& Piid his own toll to the Empire in a

skirmish, Baby Dick was sent
l:eo a Mr. Stubbs, the family lawyer,
S .M trustee in charge of what money
b =}
- was extremely litile.
= Into the quite comfortable Stubbs
+ near Manchester, tiny Dick
to become ** one of themselves. "’
Mrs. Stubbs he learnt to call
For the puny bottle-reared Anglo-
by was first laid in her lap at
which would have been that of
d child had he lived ; and by some
inine miracle that sometimes
to foster-mothers, she took the
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soldier’s orphan more closely to her bosom
than the two sons of her own blood. It
was a labour of love with Mrs. Stubbs to
see that this waif (" Look at his bonnie
eyes, dad | ") had everything " as nice as
his own poor mother could have wished.*

I am afraid his own poor mother would
have been rather distressed at many thinge
in his upbringing among these kindly folk
who taught him to call a table-napkin a
" servyette.” She would have * minded "
—and so would his father ! —that there
was no chance of Dick's being sent to the
kind of preparatory school which—well,
in his family it had always been followed
(as the night the day) by public-school,
Sandhurst, and one or two regiments or so.
She would have taken as a tragedy
what the Stubbses took as a great blessing
—namely, that at sixteen, voung Dick
had his start in life —a stool in the Man-
chester office with his foster-brothers Cecil
and Herbert Stubbs.

Generations of soldier-blood in the boy's

‘veins clamoured for a very diffierent sort

of life. He read Kipling, and wished he
knew somebody who could have talked to
him about his father in India. There
seemed no chance of his ever getting to do
0. . . ., It seemed as if his life-lines were
pretty definitely laid down, when he was
sixteen.

At sixteen, too, he was in love —and
beloved., Now his mother (who had realised
early the importance of women to a son's
career) would have felt that her last words
had been gasped out in vain. She had not
wished him to be loved by a girl like little
Connie Stubbe,

This was Dick's first sweetheart. It is
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not true that boys never fall in love with
the girls with whom they are brought up.
The apple falls at the foot of the tree.
Again and again boys fall in love with the
girl who is there.

Little Connie was born two years after
Dick’s arrival from India. The only ‘girl
in a household of boys! But Dick was
Her small Majesty's favourite slave. When
she was ‘‘a terror " for any one else, she
would be " good ' for Dick, she would
“laugh for Dick ' out of her bassinette.
Dick taught her to walk. They learnt to
read together, Dick's dusky cropped head
bent above the alphabet close to her pale
gold ringlets filleted with pale blue. She
had a funny little way of smiling down at
the '‘ Royal Reader ' in delight when she
had put a word together quicker than the
boy. Dick thought her lovely, and at
six brought all the pennies of his money-
box to buy her a birthday present of an
india-rubber duck.

After that it was an institution, " our
Connie's birthday present.” For weeks
every year Dick saved up for (I put them
in order) the rag-doll ; the Teddies, one,
two, and three ; the paint-box; the glass-
lidded box of beads ; the sailor-dolly ; the
doll’s tea-set; and the doll’s pram.

Then came the birthday on which
Connie came home from the holidays from

a school more expensive than that to which

the three boys had been sent. Her goldy
ringlets were no longer filleted, but tied
at the nape of her neck by a big sky-blue
bow, and her dancing shoes had Louis heels
** like lots of the girls.” Dick, who was
now going to the office, had already bought
her a pink satin hat for the biggest doll.
Quite suddenly he saw this would never do.
The woman at the toy-shop (usually dis-
obliging on principle) took it back without
a murmur, from Dick. He bought instead
a large bottle of White Rose in a case,

From this moment little Connie realised
that she loved Dick as a man. She ceased
to kiss him, and began to smile at him,
a provocative downward smile, without
looking at him. She knew before he did
that he would, for this, give her anything
that she asked. She was not a thinker or
she might have given thoughttothestrange-
ness of the little, little things whereby one
woman becomes different from others in a
man’s eyes.

Upon her next birthday Dick's gift was
a silver bangle with cowbells dangling ;
the birthday after, a brooch composed of
two swallows in turquoises, wings out-
spread and beaks together. (She had now
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begun to let him kiss her.) Her seventecssy
birthday saw her exclaiming over a slen@e
gold chain to which there was attached®
a pendant a fat little gold heart. ]
““That's smne,” Dick muttered to 88
“ It's all yours, you know." 3
** Oh, goodness,"’ ejaculated little Con®
She didn’t know what clse tosay. She™§
not a sayer. But all was said as she tulisy
upon this treasure her downward s
shyness and ecstasy. . . . e
Her people said there was plenty of U
to think about that sort of thing one
or the other. But on Connie's eighteéss
birthday it seemed as if there might'®
be so much time any more. Dick's pres
was a brooch made of the badge of
regiment and he came to deliver it in ESS
and on draft leave, for this was in AUSSS
Nineteen-Fourteen, and he was for Fr&¥
the next week. He and Cecil and Her®
had enlisted together the day that
broke out. 5
The picture that he carried away
him was of Connie’s small face up i8 =58
window of her bedroom, looking aftet By
and smiling, smiling pluckily, tho '
knew how those long lashes of hers WU
wet above her tender, troulling, ©F
ward smile.

11

In the new life he forgot her,
That is he scribbled pencil-lettefS Sy
field postcards with great regularity Sg
the Front. But the home to w :
sent them seemed to loom more and &
shadowy through the smoke o war.
home people whom he $summed up $#
“love to all” became also sb
Connie was not a writer
stubbs, and little Connie grew,
went on, less real to him than fe
his company, bound to him now by &
less ties of the common existence. « ¢
Every household in Britain pos
descriptions by letter or memory ©
that existence was; So why paréps
them ? One incident of that timé .
never put in any letter. -
It wpzxs. when he, with a g.nhcf"&;
mud-coloured scallawags in charg® S
stripling officer. were straggling WU
down the chocolate-brown stream ©
been a road. Beside that stream &
officer, less war-worn, cast a gla
asked curiously, * What mob ar® you
The stripling set in command "!
and his comrades broke out S
from over-strain:
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D are yon calling & mob ? This is
t’s left of the ——s, and the " —his
Shook - the absalute Bst that ever
up the line.” His eves as he turned
met the understanding eyes of the
B soldier nearest to him—Dick.
v after this, the stripling officer
E to Dick the firmest reality in the
Bmagoria of the new life. In rest-
he asked Dick his name.
2t 7" he exclaimed when Dick
USRI, [t was not a usual sort of name,
iWllich reason I omit it. ““ Was your
Sor by any chance an Indian Army
i Wasn't he killed in ‘ninety-six ? °
&%, sir,”’ said Private Dick.
S stripling officer, whose name was
in le Breton, held out hishand. * My
SHor was with him. He was his great
W I've often heard him talk of him.
o den't it 2
ather,” agreed Dick. shaking hands,
the feeling that a curtain was going
8 Some fresh new act of his life.

Se=sently young le Breton was urging
810 try for his commission. When a
S or so later Dick won it on the field,
SCeived congratulations mot only from
g48bilant household in the North, but
& * tharming letter from Mrs. le Breton,
' from her husband the General,
pir pleasant home near Maidenhead.
#8ad heard so much from their H
8% the son of their old friend that they
S to know him quite well. At the
opportunity he must come and
& s leave with them and they would
Hone talks about old times in India.
® his leave, long anticipated saw
M Lisutenant Dick not at Manchester
3 But in a house that seemed incredibly
» The General and his wife were
_ to the son of their long-lost
g told him it was * his father over
L a8 he came into the Hall, told him
oSt always look upon this as the
2 9F call . . . At once he loved it
b dtmosphere of Indian associations,
g uted heads, its coloured nummahs

® Sketches by the General's wife of a

W that she had shared, one hot
. with his own mother. . . . Hefelt

£ at home. . . .
B ™0 it was that Herbert Stubbs, who
® got his commission, came back to
" in Manchester without his foster-
i, Dick’s letter of explanation ar-
S - a3 the war-fatted calf was being
4 for the arrival of both the boys.
‘Wnd Ars. Stubbs repeated several
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times that it was natoral after all that
Dick should want to go and look up these
new people who could tell him something
about his father and that pretty young
mother of his that the boy had never
seen —'* or her him, really."” as Mrs. Stubbs
added blowing her nose on her husband’s
handkerchief, and concluding that there
was nothing for anybody to mind.

As for little Connie, she said nothing
and seemed absorbed in the humours. of
Herbert's new mess as related by her
brother.

Not even her mother knew that when
(after a leave-orgie at the theatre with
Herbert.and some of his pals) the girl went
to Hef room. she did not undress quickly
and slip into bed.

Instead, she opened a drawer and took
from it a cardboard-box containing some
battered-looking dolls, part of a doll's
tea-set, and an ornate glass bottle that
had contained White Rose. The cow-bell
bangle, the swallow brooch, the plump
golden heart on its chain and the regi-
mental badge she was wearing as usual
The other things she set on the bed. She
smiled, an uncertain, brooding downward
smile, upon them, once. Then dressed as
she was in her bright frock, the Ilittle
creature lay down. Without sobbing,
without sound or movement, she lay rigid
under the eiderdown, her sentimental relics
close beside her. Until the chill spring
dawn she lay, staring with an intensity
into the darkness, her inward eyes seeing
the face of Dick.

Dick, who could already see nothing
but the face of another girll—the proud
and sweet young face of his friend’s sister,
Sybil le Breton.

Sybil was a fevelation to Dick be-

Well, every young man in love tells you
that the girl has “ opened a new worid ™
to him. Sybil, tall, slim, and a pearly-
skinned brunette, opened to this worshipper
the world of his mother. That pretty and
ambitious and prejudiced woman would
have summed up the situation by saying
that Sybil was the first “ lady = he had
ever known.

Whereas Dick told himself that it was
becanse she was “ just Sybil™ that her
voice and ways and looks were different
from those of any other girl he had met,
He realised at once and hopelessly that he
loved her. The way she spoke to her
father ; the way she called the dogs: her
gesture as she touched, in ing. a bowl of
hyacinths set in fibve ; the feel of her long
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slender hand in his when she said good-
night ; the queenly little lift of her chin :
her sweet direct eyes; a fag of public-
school slang sounding quaintly on her lips
. all these he adored.
Just as dear to him were her outlook on
all the things for which he cared, her pride
in her men-folk, her inclusion of himseli
among her own people ; he felt that. . . .

Her father, smoking -after dinner, told
him casually that it was jolly here in the
summer when there would be tennis and
punting, even if it were a bit dull just now.

** Dull, sir | "* echoed poor Dick.

For six nights of his leave the boy
reminded himself that he hadn‘t an earthly,
hadn’t a brown, or any prospects, and that
as soon as he went away it ** must be Good-
bye—ee " to these hopeless dreams as
well as to the Princess of them.

Still there were four precious days left
in which he might look at Sybil, might tali
and walk with Sybil, dance with Sybil to
the gramophone in the evening, run up to
town and do a matinée with Sybil. He
need not bother Sybil by letting her suspect
that he had made a young ass of himself,
That he determined.

The boy proposed to her on the seventh
day of his leave.

mmediately afterwards he admitted that
he had been mad, that he'd no right to say
a word, but that she was so lovely he
couldn’t help it, and that if she could give
him a little hope to go away with, he would
do his absolute dashedness to make good.

Sybil gave him her direct gaze and said
quite simply and royally, *“ But 1 wished
you to. I care for you!”

Her people took it in the same spirit ;
her mother just saying, '* Poor Mabel’s
boy: how delightful!” and her father,
** In these days one is quite thankful for vs
to keep together a bit . . . " and Dick
was caught up so high into the seventh
heaven that he almost forgot to write and
tell them about it in the North.

Manchester, which had become shadowy
before ever he met Sybil, was now a dream.
" Home " was Sybil—if only he could grow
worthy of her I As for little Connie, he
forgot her with the completeness of which
a4 young man is master at these moments.,
At the beginning of his visit, memories
had occasionally come to Him of the kttle
foster-sister, memories that showed her so
changed ! For in the light of the revela-
tion of Sybil he saw Connie as a tty
little thing who dressed as if she came from
behind the glove counter at Bollingsworth's
and who put on rather too much scent and
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rather too many bits of cheap jewelS
and who said “ Lay down !” inst
" Lie down '’ to the kitten, who ex
" Oh, goodness!” too often, and
called a table-napkin a * servyette.”
The Manchester people wrote promis
and conventionally, but kindly abouts
news. Connie didn't write, but theft#
never had been a writer; he never &
anything but postcards and parcels ¥8
Connie. She sent her love and very %
wishes in her mother's letter. And, 58
goodness, there was nothing in that, £5
all, about *““shock” or ' losing him 8
" forgetting poor old Ma.” He'd ey
little afraid of that. And now——
no, he wasn't hust, far from it | bet®y
there wasn't anything. The Stubbses
not a family to put anything in .
Dick concluded that the war, -
changes everything, had got the StaP=
accustomed to the idea that a e |
is no relation and that he, Dicki
definitely left their nest. P
It might have been a war-wedding P&
he went back, but for leave being sud@ey
cut short. Sybil’s fiancé returned to PAtg
and Duty, with intervals of scribbling =g
letters —Sybil's letters were wondef™
and of longing. . . . e
He got no more leave until the foll0%
July. It was sick-leave after being "o
gassed. For once Dick blessed the Sy
and from his Board he rushed off jO¥ 54
to Maidenhead and to Sybil, whom
had made queenlier. and to the pr®
tions for their wedding. Every
agreed upon the wedding being at
The house was full of wedding-pre! :
new clothes. Dick, with Syl wb@ g
taken leave from her hospital spent B
of the last hours of their engagﬂ”:ﬁ
the green garden that sloped dowﬂ#
willows at the water's edge. It "5
halcyon time indeed. Sybil
how such delight could last as thi"'
Then, one day, came a cloud. €%
slight, so carefully concealed, tbat
would have noticed anytbiog. €=
woman in love. .
Sybil, looking at the handm:;d
opposite her in the rocking punt, 355 el
lover that morning what the mattef
He came out of the reverie 10 0
his Princess, in her fresh sl'f‘-':'
" Matter, darling ? Nothing-
there be anything 7 ™ -
' Something is worrying you,
sisted gently in the exquisitely €
voice that sometimes found
she didn’t think that he'd any
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“ Dick, there is something on
9 mind. Is it money ? You know
St will be all right, Father is going to
Ik that berth for you the moment the
=58 over. And, anyhow ity
2 Oh | [ know. I'm not worrying about
pney."" he declared. “ The money's
d to come, if I want it for You ! ™
¢ smiled reassured at his tone, '* Then
't. Dick, that you don’t care for me
b ?u_tsh as you thought you did when you
e said, seriously and adoringly, *' I seem
= Gire for you a thousand times more.”
i Then,” she said in her delicious voice,
2 ou'll tell me exactly what it is that's
& wrong this morning. For I know
is something. What is it 2
this he made a movement as if he
9€ throwing off some light burden and
ing it before her to see.
& It's just this,” he confessed. *“ To-day
=0 1 was looking at the calendar again,
Lt to see for myself how many dates I'd
ek off (you know now how I've been
L Sing out the days till our wedding), 1
Wit was the third of August. Well, yon
that's lLittle Connie's birthday—
Stubbs, my foster-sister.”
yves,” said Sybil very gently. - She
™ heard a little about Connie and she
& Buessed a good deal more.
gk said, “ Every year up to now I've
=1 a present to the kid. Last August
=it o souvenir shell-case. This year |
s forgot about everything, of course.
. Somehow, when [ remembered, 1
ghed to see her little face—she’s such a
%l hlank and disappointed because
e an't thought of her.”
& My dear boy | ™ said Sybil quickly, ** if
e sall— 1 Of course she must have a
poat.  Isn’t the house full of presents ?
= ! g0 in now and choose something for
e 90t of pur wedding-presents ; and you
g ive it her on her birthday after all.
P to Manchester this afternoon—you’'ll
ere for dinner—and come back to-
e 0% morning. It's the simplest thing
e, vorld 1
' said, “ It is to you. There's no-
WY like you, Sybil, in g;:e world. "
fo and choose,” she smiled. They
.""‘ punt and went into the house to
e 2ge in the drifts of tissue paper and
b | cases. Dick’s first choice was of a
} © Beart-shaped photograph frame that
%4 “Jooked * rather like Connie.

Berta Ruck

Sybil said guickly, * You can’t give her
that; my dear thing, she sent it to us/
Look, here’s this little Indian hand mirror
this is rather sweet, and besides they always
say that the gift of a mirror that a woman
has had brings luck to the next owner.
Take her this, Dick.”

Dick said, ** It's topping, but can yon
spare it ? " " But of course,” said Sybil,
and she added inwardly, “* If I can spare
Aim for all those hours! But I owe her
this one last time—poor little child 1

Taking the wedding-present that was to
be a birthday-gift, Dick went off to Man-
chester. His last look back at Sybil
showed her standing on the white steps of her
home ; her green gown suiting the delicate
dignity of her figure as its foliage suits the
birch. A gracious sight she was. . . . Her
last look gave his salute and the worshipping
turn towards her of his handsome eyes.

It was the last time she was to see them.

He went, with her offering to the girl
who was ten times less than she in beauty,
brain, breeding, and all else but one thing.

That one thing, what was it ? Was it
part of the temperament that could let
little Connie lie tense and tearless, fully
dressed, through the night to ache for him ¢
Was it the single-mindedness that knew no
pride in anything but him, no interest, no
delight ? What spell of years past lent
magic to her bodily presence as soon as he
was in her sight once more ?

For Dick did not return next morning as
he had arranged. That evening Sybil le
Breton got his expressed letter, curt with
the curtness of a man profoundly agitated.

* I can never ask you to forgive me,”
Dick wrote. ™ As soon as I got back home
and saw her little face I knew it would have
to be Her and not you, and so we were
married this morning.”

As Sybil guessed, he had shown this Jetter
to his wife.

Little Connie had read it silently,
seriously. Only as she turned away—and
how should Sybil guess this ?—there had
crossed her face fhe expression with whick
she had greeted Dick's sudden apprarance the
day before. It was her child’s look of
triumph, her young-girl's look of shyness
and rapture, her woman’s look—that
haunting, withheld, mysterious, secret, and
stirring Downward Smile.
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" Zia wan & Jewess, therofore her moral standpoint
tempted. Lung Hi went carefully and systamatically 1

I

AK had never made warm friends,

therefore no one was sorry for Pak.

" Pak of Pennyfields " was how he

wias known in the East of London, where he

had lived ever since landing in England
some eight years ago.

How nervously happy he had been, how
important and excited! Both emotions
had been hidden to the best of Pak’s
ability, for did not Zia, his wonderful bride,
look up and depend absolutely on her man.

Zia was then a little young thing of
sixteen, Pak was a man in his twenticth
year, so of course it behoved him to show
Zia what a pillar of strength she had to lean
on in this new country where he had
brought her, so far, far from Poland.

FPoland, where Jews were not human
beings, but merely cumberers of the earth.

Now, here in England Pak was a man,
and Zia a woman,

And as a man, Pak was to die in a few
hours’ time

It was not of his approaching end that
he thought, rather his mind dwelt on the
only true comrade he had ever known, his
little son, Jacob,

The father’s heart swelled as he recalled
the beauty and cleverness of small Jacob.

* That little one would have been a great

&

" broad chap, with huge shoulders a-‘fdi;“&'

woas hiih, but Zia was s woman and therefore to b®

o work."

man,”” he smiled, and then the smile @
the softness left Pak’s eyes, his diminn#
frame stiffened, involuntarily his o
tensed as he held them crooked before D%
his lips drew back baring his teeth in as g
Pak, alone in his prison cell, lived agaﬂlﬁ
last minutes of his freedom, before =
police——1 Ah well, Jacob would 8BS
been eight vears of age had he lived.

" My son is a English little fellar, he &
born here,” Pak had been proud of i )3
ducing Jacob to all and sundry with #5558
remarks. c’

It was true eno igh, the babe ha_d g
to rejoice the lives of his parents j d
months from the time they I[s:l't', Poland d" 1
had settled in Cruteh Walk, Whi e
in a room (a whole room to thcm’rg?._‘
that had been rented to the husband 852
wife by Nicolas Markovitch (second i
to Pak) in Nicolas's own house, © b
own shop,

Nicolas was a big man. Pak was F"u‘ s
him. He was not only large of build, 8 :

o

mous head, but he was rich as we

the only things that were small his

Nicolas were his eyes, his mind.;::r#'.

moral sense, but the rest of his o eyed

compensated for lack of greatness int 1

mind, and morality. a B
Nicolas not r;nlj:: rented Pak and 7% 55
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but paid Pak as much as twelve for this son of his; he pictured Jacob as

h shillings a week to work for him, even owning a shop of his own, similar to

extracting three of these shillings that of the great Markovitch. But these

in payment for the six by-eight attic romantic thoughts were told to no one but

h the happy busband and wife lived  Zia, and even to her only in the lowest of

ntedly as though the panes in the whispers.

s were unbroken, the paper did not Little Jacob inherited his mother’s great

B8 in damp strips from the narrow walls,  soft eyes, which had so thrilled Pak when he

ceiling did not sag menacingly in first met his Zia—large, brown, appealing

Spots. eyes that, set in Zia's lovely oval face,

looked into one another’s eyes and  called to all who saw them. Even Nicolas

they had a room, a home to them- himself was not impervious to their allure,

and the large Nicolas had personally nor indeed to the girl-wife's whole beauty,

ted them to the attic, and after for beautiful Zia certainly was. Her clear

ding on his generosity to this poor skin of olive tint, with the very scarlet lips

% of his from Poland, had left them that go with such a complexion, the masses

ir two neat bundles (which contained  of soft hair, black as the wing of a raven,

ir worldly goods) in this Paradise, growing low down on a smooth, broad fore-

Sished with a three-legged chair, a candle head, the sensitive nostrils of a perfectly

& and on the floor a straw mattress. shaped nose, tiny ears and hands, ail

s gratitude had been supreme; he helped make Zia the lovely woman she was.

from sun-up till midnight, and There would come into the narrow eyes of

: mes later, in order to give Nicolas Nicolas an evil gleam when he encountered

Hfull worth of the generous wage he paid Zia; her slender figure with its gently

#he stitching of men’s suits, which were swelling bust and hips did not escape his
S to great advantage in the shop. notice,

Sl those early days, before the coming of Zia was a Polish Jewess, therefore from

S Jacob, Zia too had helped with her cruel necessity she was not innocent ; she

®dle sitting very close to her little hus-  knew the meaning of such expression as she

TR I AT T A

e e S S

-
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8 where they could whisper words of saw in the coarse, voluptuous face of Nicolas
®and hope to one another. Nicolas had Markovitch: but she loved her little husband
tBeen pleased at the arrival of the baby, and adored her precious babe, and held her
% bt mterfere with work. peace, whilst she skilfully endeavoured to
- 1

e XL

Ababy ! Ididnot tell you Ilet you have avoid their landlord as much as possible.
live in my room," he growled, when * You stay np in the room too much, you
dppy father told of the great event. be ill, you come out for walking,” Nicolas
L E a nice baby, ‘e very quiet, just im go invited one day on meeting Zia as she came
'—' no cry,” pleaded Pak, into the shop to bring back some work
EWell, you pay me a ‘alf shilling more, Pak bad just completed.
= im can stay,” consented the generous «1 no sick, t'ank you, Nicolas,” she
2 replied timidly.
th tears in his eyes Pak called down “You come.” It was half invitation,
g on the head of his relative, and half command.
g the tiny morsel of humanity from * [ no leave my baby.” Zia placed the
Bther, proudly carried it to giadden work on the counter. and edged nervously
%S of Nicolas, back towards the rickety stairs.
= g0t a fonny mark on 'e’s ‘ead,” was “That brat!* Nicolas was irritated
h's only comment as he gazed * You leave im, ‘e sleep.”
sty at the baby. “'E wake up, cry for me, ‘is muma™
L That 5 cuod Tucky mark ; ‘e be a clever  explained Zia.
o this fellar,” asserted Pak gtoutly, softly * Pak attend to "im, you come,” scowled
g the large brown mole that showed Nicolas.
inctly just above the child's left * Pak must be busy with ‘is work.™
% “ Just like 1 knew, a big fool was I, a
Pak worked harder than ever, his soft-‘earted big fool, to ‘ave Pak in my
8 simply flew over the work, as he work with a baby. Childrens is no good
d dreams of a future when little for work.”
Wonld become big Jacob, and show Nicolas was really annoyed, and Zia
1 what a really clever man could do. trembled.
limes Pak became almost (rightened What if she agd Pak were turned out into
the street with baby Jacob!
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“Me, I go ask Pak,” she soothed, and
Nicolas nodded assent.

* I mind the little fellar, it do you good,
my Zia, to go out nice walkin' with Nicolas,”
smiled Pak, pausing for the fraction of a
precious minute to look lovingly at his wife
and to steal a glance at the child, who lay
peacefully sleeping on the coarse mattress,
¢close to where Pak sat cross-legged with a
pile of clothing ready to be stitched along-
side him,

Several times during the hour that
followed the father indulged in the luxury
of an adoring gaze at the head of black
silken curls, and each time his eyes fell on
the curious brown mole over his son’s left
temple he smiled ; that distinctive mark
pleased him, he never failed to kiss it when
he held the child in his arms, ** Ah ah, that
Nicolas is a good fellar, 'e 'ave a big "eart.
God is good, cven ‘elp the Jew,”" communed
Pak, and his simple heart sent up a prayer
of thanksgiving.

The babe was awake when Zia returned
flushed and excited from her unusual
excursion,

“*We been a long walk, up the Commer-
¢ial Road,'” rushing to pick up her baby,
smothering him with kisses, as she scanned
him with anxious eyes, for this was the
first time she had left little Jacob for more
than a few minutes.

‘ Nicolas ‘e make me ‘ave some wine in
a nice glass, ‘e say it do me good.” And
sitting down on thé mattress, with her
babe in her arms, " It make me feel all
foniny and giddy,"” she explained.

*“ That Nicolas is a wise one, ‘e is a good
chap,” applauded Pak. Then a most
l.;hcnomennl thing occurred. Pak dropped
‘his work |

** Zia, my Zia, 'ow beautiful youare | "’ he
breathed,

“ What | Oh, you grow silly, my little
‘usband,"” but Zia laughed well pleased at
the praise.

“ Your eves they shine like great stars,
and you ‘ave pink in your cheeks like the
new sun that come up through the window
in the morning, Oh, my Zia, my wonderful
darling.”

Pak worked uniil after midnight, to atone
for the five minutes’ spell he had given him-
self in which to worship the mother and
child—his whaole world.

11

The first tiny black spot appeared on the
horizon of Pak's happiness when he found
Ziacrying on thestairsoneday e insisted
on knowing the cause, Zia had completely

58

broken down and confessed that Nico®
was making her life unbearable by his
desired attentions.

Small as he was, Pak faced the
Nicolas in a fury of rage, commanding %
his wife be left in peace, }

“ That is the way. Always one S0&8
begper on ‘orseback, ‘e get too saucy &
‘is place. You get out of ‘ere. You
quick, or I kkick you out. See. 1 'ate)®
and I ‘ate your kid with 'is bad mark®
‘is 'ead. See?” ]

Pak's fury increased to blind rage at i85
insult to his son; he grew livid and shess
with the strength of his emolion as
hurled insults and thredts ar the equss
angry Markovitch. =

** I put you before the door. You g0
1 send for policemans,” had been the Sy
words Pak heard from his cousin, bBElg
he rushed up the crazy stairs, and gath®
together the family belongings along
Jacob and the frightened Zia, had cd
them all out into Crutch Walk,
Commercial Road, eventually landing =8
in Sydney Strect, where he found lodBSs
in the house of a Lascar, who kept a ¥
mg house mainly for his own coONE
people.

Pak soon found work, but he was _
to go out to his tailoring, and that Mg
leaving Zia and Jacob alone for sixteefsS
cighteen hours out of every twenty-fouf=28

Zia's beauty had increased with ¥&5
until now she was too dangerously At¥
tive to be left alone. .

With a heavy heart Pak had been f0f5g
to abandon his job in order to gu
wife. The next few years were trying
for the Polish Jew ; he grew more and FH2g
nervous, and looked ten years older U
he really was, '

Farther and farther East drifted t
until they landed up in Castor Streef, ®
on to Pennyficlds,

Here, Pak got work in a Chinese 15085
where the fat and suave owner, Lusgs
was gracious enough to accord them S5
ings, plus a small remuneration, 99 5
premises of the laundry itself, Luok
was large and slow moving, his slant S
appeared to see nothing, he wore & o
chin bBeard and drooping moustassy
Unlike his compatriots who had drif
Pennyfields, he had not altogethe®
carded the dress of his country, nor T
ever to be seen without & lc:!.mi\ﬂ“IF B
black skull cap, and an orange cord i
he wore round his neck--an oranf® Sl
that hung far down, reaching to tg‘“ﬂ
paovach. His stoatness in China woul

.
o

he 08



greatly esteemed as adding to his
beauty.
o Hi did a thriving trade, both with
andry and devious tradings.
seldom spoke, and never showed
nt. not even when he got the big
in Puk-a-pue by hitting on the whole
marks which gamblers were allowed to
SOse {or the sum of one shilling. Lung
not an individual to be overlooked ;
Epersonality, allied to his success at
®ing money, gave him quite a standing
mnyfields.
had acceptea this employment in
mndry as a desperate means to ward
starvation that threatened his small
Sily, and at the same time keep them
I8 under his protection.
FOnly for a little short time, my Zia,"
@Ssured his wife ; * soon, oh very soon 1
W'fina me another job with the tailoring,
M will work ‘ard and make much, much
(hey for you and that big clever rascal

B 1 think me it wounld ‘ave been better
~1I "ad not been such a fool with that
® Nicolas.” grumbled Zia, for the bitter
M5 had been full of hardships.
L Not that, Zia my heart,” pleaded Pak.
Miolas is one devil dog, e would ‘ave
S you from me, and from our Jacob.”
L Not any one in the world could take me
e my baby,”” declared Zia fiercely, pick-
S her son up in her arms and holding him
Bty
& My mummie stop with daddy and me,”
acob, patting her cheeks with his tiny

h a tender smile Pak leaned over and
#&d the * lucky mark' on the boy's
‘temple.
Bt first Zin worked with Pak at the
el board It was here she made friends
B8 Beola, the fair haired girl-woman of
Bt her own age who, having drifted into
Shyficlds, no one quite knew or cared how,
2 Married a Chinaman. She spoke like
SCkney, and doubtless was one, but
b 2gh expansive enough on most subjects
Bla retamed a careful reticence as to her
eoedents,
2 The Chinks is all right if you treat them
RoBht.” she confided to Zia as the two
g %8 side by side with a dozen or 0 young
Siamen. ~ | am married to one and 1
® been married to a white man, SO
Bght ter know,” she asserted with

..;J e

ich be'ave best to you, Beela?”
29 Zia curiously.

Ain't much to choose; a white will

Dorota Flatan

black your eye, while a Chink will cut your
b—— throat,” stated Beela calmly.

" You no frighten of Chinaman, Beela e

*“ 1 ain’t frightened of man nor monkey,"”
bragged Beela; ' you only got to know ‘ow
to manage ‘em, and they're simple as
drinkin’ gin. If you've took up with a
white, keep out of 'is way when ‘e’s in
drink. If you've took up with a Chink,
there's some things you got to remember
if you don't want ‘is knife acrost your
throat. One thing is, don’t talk to a Chink
before twelve o'clock, ‘specially if “e's goin’
to ‘ave a flutter at Fan-Tan; if you're 'is
own bloomin’ wife, and youn're bein” mur-
dered, '@ won't come to your ‘elp if it's
before twelve o'clock, not im ; let you die,
‘e will. Them silly Chinks thinks it’s bad
luck for a woman to speak to ‘em before
midday.” And so Beela imparted wisdom
as she had learned it in the East End, whilst
Zia listened spell-bonnd.

Pak did not approve of the sudden friend-
ship that had sprung up between his wife
and Beela, but it would have been difficalt
to stop it on account of their enforced pro-
pinquity ; he consoled himseli continually
by asserting that he ™ would soon find
another job."”

But month after month crept by, and
still found him in the employ of Lung
Hi.

At first Lung Hi appeared to disregard
Pak and his family ; they were good workers,
so he paid them as he did any other toiler
in hislaundry. Then gradually he began to
pay some attention to Jacob: manya time
he would slip a copper into the tiny hands
for sweets. But in spite of his generosity,
the boy was too like his father in character
to readily make friends; he would stand off
and stare, with large, brown, fascinated
eyes, at the fat Chinaman, and most of all
at the bright orange cord. Perha it was
the gaudy colour that caught the baby
eye and held it ; but whatever it was, little
Jacob could not keep lus gaze from the cord
whenever he was in Lung Hi's vicinity.

“ You like it, eh ? ** Lung Hi asked the
boy one day, touching the cord that hung
on his chest.

“ Yes," nodded Jacob.

“ Maybe I give it you one day, bime-
by,” and Lung Hi smiled.

Now Lung Hi's smile was something to
be feared : it was a very slow widening of
his mouth, his eyes never smiled.

With a terrified shriek of ‘‘ Daddiel™
Jacob took to his heels, and rushed to his
father’s side.

“ What the matter with you 7 7 asked
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Pak, placing his iron carefully on the stand,
before stooping down to his son.

“ N-nothing,” confessed Jacob.

“ Nothing | Then why you cry out, why
you all tremble, tell me that ? ”’ Pak looked
anxiously at the little chap, who only shook
his head as he clung close to his father,

" Where is mummie ? ”* he asked.

" Mummie gone with Beela for walking,"
and Pak sighed, Zia was often away with
Beela these days. " You be good boy, sit
here, and I give you ha’penny,” he coaxed,
pushing back the silky black curls in order
to caress the ' lucky mark.”

“ Tell me about the garden with the
flowers, daddie,” begged the child, seating
himself obediently out of the way of the
ironers. As Pak worked, he spoke of the
garden he had conjured out of his vivid
imagination to please little Jacob, whose
eyes and soul were starved for the softness
and colour he loved from hearsay alone,
for Jacob had never seen a garden, ex-
cepting through his father's eyes.

Whenever the highly strung boy was
wakeful or feverish, he could always be
soothed to rest, and sleep, by word painting
of beauty and colour.

Now he listend intently, as his parent told
him of magic fields covered with soft green
grasses, all damp with dewdrops, of little
blue flowers, the colour of stars, of big red
roses, pink roses, white roses, as soft as his
. own mummie’s satiny cheek.

“And could 1 touch them, daddie ? "
pleaded Jacob breathlessly.

" Touch them | Why, you pick, one, two,
t'ree, many as you like, they all yours.
And small yellar flowers like gold—— "

* Like Lnnq Hi's cord ? ©

" Yes, like “e’s cord, and you make a lot
of them in a necklace, one for you, ancd one
for your mother, and they smell so sweet,
they send you bye-bye, and when you wake
up—hi ! you see a lot new flowers the good
God drop down for you to play with. Then
you walk over a small hill, and you come to
the big blue sea——""'

o3 the canal, daddie ?” Jacob
shrank a little, for the dark, turgid water at
Duke’s Wharf, through Limehouse Hole,
where he 80 often played, both fascinated
and terrified him.

e *Yes, but more beautifuller,” Pak assured

im,
‘“ No, no, lliketheg::fdmbut.

Smilingly Pak abandoned the sea, and
reverted to glowing descriptions of such a
garden as has never been seen outsida of
heaven, while the beauty-loving child hung
on his every werd,

9¢

As Pak talked, his thoughts were #
Zia. Where was she ? Where was B8
leading her ? The little Jew's heart ®
heavy.

“ You go and ask the old blighter t0!
us ‘ave 'alf an hour off, Zia,”" Beela o
suggest; * e likes vou all right, 'e ‘Il 1e8
go.” >
" Why you not ask ’im 7 " Zia hatll
first objected. 8

“ 1ain't 'is first fav'rite ‘ere ; you're B8
all right,” the astute Beela assured hers

" 1 not want to leave my Jacob.” 3

“ You're fair balmy about that ¥
Pak 1l look after 'im.” And gradvally¥
had allowed berself to be persuaded ¥
begging for half-hours off with her frief®

At first Lung Hi scarcely seemed to hal
heard Zia's timid requests; a mere nooY
his head was the only answer he ga
eyes, as they looked at Zia, appeared sk
and duller than ever. These half-
grew into hours, then into hali-days, ®
sometimes whole ones. Still Lung Hi ®
nothing. Perhaps he did not notice k-
girls’ absence ; at any rate Pak hopeds
did not, for he became increasingly fe#SS
of losing his job, -

On her return from these jaunts abit®
Pak noticed, with a strong fecling
easiness, that Zia appepred changed
would be either wildly excited, or so $8
and irritable that it would be nnwis®
even speak to her,

Butin whatever condition she came’
her first thought was always for ber
whom she would pet and fondie and
over, telling him that ** whatever hapg
his mummie would always love himy b
never, no never, leave him " et

" When daddie get rich I go to a gof®
and make you a vyellow necklace
flowers, and one for me, and on®
daddie,” promised Jacob. e

Zia laughed as she kissed the -
mark." "3

“ You Jooking very lashion in that
blouse, my Zia; where you get it 2" ot

" Beela give it me; she got a g i
that Beela,” Zia assured her husband- 3"

" Where you go so much with o

" We go look at shops, and gO
that'sall,” frowned Zia, * I I not
her, I not see any life: you work,
the time, not take me nowhere.
take Bcela to see the pictures.”
was the Chinaman on whom
chosen to bestow her favours.

“ 1 soon find another job, then I
more money, and take you to see PICTUSal
Pak promised bravely. " I frightened 258
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us the sack when you always out,”
ogised timidly.
IOt “im, ‘e never notice," scoffed Zia:
Vily that Pak was so intent on his
AR, he might have remarked his wife's
Dus smile as she made this statement,
Br knowing look at the fat Chinaman
Hetor, who sat sphinx-like at the door
88 laundry, as usval appearing to hear
%8¢ nothing.
- I
it Was a long time before Pak began to
ice that Lung Hi was most often absent
Eet Zia was not in the laundry. Then a
ered word drifted to his ears, coupling
erame of his wife with that of Lung Hi's.
& two had been seen together entering
gsture palace—at least, so it was said ;
& 2k knew that could not be true, for Zia
el had told him she had gone on the
SShoon in question with Beela, a state-
which B-ela garrulously and firmly
E to, and so Pak’s uneasiness was

$9¢ first quarrel between busband and
> Came when he begged her not to accept
Yy expensive gifts from Beela,
while hotly refusing this request,
faunted him bitterly with his in-
¥ to give her presents himself.
bme day I get a better job, then I
u everything, my Zia.” The little
gt oked .up at his beautiful wife, who
& Brown several inches taller since he
s brought her to England, and now
% 4 above her small husband,
B better job!" shescofied. * Yousay
. a long time, and you don’t get
e * Muost keep this ome till I find some-
e8 else. 1 must pay for Jacob for is
% and for “is clothes,” he explained
B [stiul pathos in Pak’s eyes both hurt
Ty bated Zia; she flung herself out of
a undry, and up Pennyfields,
% Bot resentment against life generally,
S Pak in particular, filled her heart
W She was twenty-three years of age now,
s osesaed of a fierce longing for excite-
o 107 the good things of life, as judged
® standard of the women with whom
Sxed-oretty clothes, bits of jewellery,
S o music-halls and cinema-shows,
S 18 brilliantly lighted bar rooms, and
R 2nd talk with other pleasure-seckers.
i3 # Pak could not give these things to
g would, and did.
i 2eld her head high, and unconsciously
B the curious, heavy, bitter odour that
S found the passage which she entered.

gr
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After roughly brushing aside two young
Chinamen who lounged on the door-step,
without a pause she ascended the short
flight of steps, and opening a door passed
into a m‘ly lighted, sparsely furnished
room, w. the several Chinamen who were
seated tranquilly smoking did not even
look up at ber as she entered. It was
Lung Hi who handed her a pipe, and after
a whiff orso Zia's discontent and impatience
left her, she sat as quietly and dreamily
as the other occupants of the room.

Lung Hi, fingering his orange neck-cord,
watched her with unfathomable eyes. He
wanted this woman, he must have her, he
would have her; his eyes were almost closed,
the tip of his tongue licked his upper lip
under the straggly moustaches, his hands
opened and closed very slowly.

Lung Hi had demanded nothing from
Zia when he presented her with money,
clothes, jewellery, or took her to music-halls
and other amusements, which Pak credited
to Beela's generosity. No, Lung Hi was
too thorough, too cunning to make a
demand ; he hinted, he requested, and took
Zia's rebufis good-paturedly, while he
studied the guestion.

Zia was a Jewess, therefore her moral
standpoint was high, but Zia was a woman
and therefore to be tempted. Lung Hi
went carefully and systematically to work.

Beela had quite unconsciously come to
his assistance; Lung Hi gloated secretly
when he saw the two girls going off arm-in-
arm on their perfectly innocent jaunts.

The first time he allowed himself to meet

them he merely s;:oke a few good-natured

words and on. Gradually these
seemingly accidental encounters happened
more and still more often, and the few
words grew into conversations, Then he
took to nccomz‘nying them on their excur-
sions, until Zia scarcely remarked the
first time she and Lung Hi met with no
Beela present.

Nowadays Zia seldom saw Beela, but
it was seldom she did not spend an hour
or so in Lung Hi's company, not out of
any aflection for the fat Chinaman, but
because he had accustomed her to look to
him for any little luxury she wished to
possess ; she had but to ask, Lung Hi gave
willingly.

Lung Hi, squatting on the wooden bench
in this silent, darkened room, watched Zia,
who, seated on a low stool, sat with anms
hanging listlessly by ber sides, her head
bent on her chest ; and decided that such
a4 prize was well worth all the time and
thought he had given, although, so far,
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Zia had given him nothing but an occa- that he was bound : he had heard thats8
sional smile and many hours of her company, Aaron Manievitch was in need of Xt
It was not Pak who stood in Lung Hi's hands, and surely he would not refuse!
way, nor was it only Zia's rigid sense of take so skilled a workman as Pak into®
morality. The real block in the path was services. f
Jacob. Zia would do nothing that might Then he saw a sight that froze his
harm her son, or that might lead to her heart, that caused him to stand as t 0Ty
losing him. Then—Lung Hi's mouth petrified. His mouth and eyes opé
widened in a slow grin— Jacob must be got  wide, his body sagged sideways, as he o
rid of. and stared at his wife, his Zia, copss
After this decision he took to studying laughing along, with Lung Hi.
the boy, and often Jacob would look up He could not move, he could not
from his play, down at Duke's Wharf, his head shook back and forth as th
where he spent much time in fishing up he had been stricken with a palsy.
pieces of chalk and driftwood from the He stood rooted to the spot until g
foul water, to see Lung Hi standing silently after the two had passed out of S
fingering the orange cord, and watching Neither of the couple had seen him,
him. thought, but Lung Hi’s eyes misseqd noth g |
The ugly whispers coupling Lung Hi's Pak felt his head turning round #
name with that of Zia's grew to loud con- round ; be leaned against the wall,
temptuous talk, until Pak was driven well- closed. How long he remained thaeS
nigh crazy. He took to doing without some never knew, but it was almost dark wb&
of his already too sparse meals, in order to  his errand forgotten, he turned to retf®e
save enough money to justify him in taking his steps. His face was wet with the (838
an hour off from the laundry, to hunt up ihatin his weak state had rushed unchech®
another job. * Another job ”* would surely from his eves. .
give him back his former happiness, would All unconsciously he found his feet D%
break down the wall that had impercep- carried him through Limehouse Hole, dof%
tibly grown between him and his wife. to Duke's Wharf ; of course he wanted %4
By living on a starvation diet, and working little comrade Jacob, and there he o
feverishly, he managed to save ten shillings; the child, lying flat on his stomach, Joohi
only then did he feel justified in leaving the down into the thick yellow water of #8
ironing board late one afternoon, in order canal, crooning softly to himself,

to seek new work. He told no one of his That night had marked the begi
plans, but, waiting until the kindly dusk of the end
of five o'clock on an autumn afternoon, When he spoke to Zia of what he

that would help to hide from a prospective  scen, she did not even trouble to deny ™

employer his extreme shabbiness, Pak “ What about it? Thereis no
crammed an old one-time-black hat on his Lung Hi walkin’ ‘ome with me if we 30he
head and stealthily crept forth from the to meet, is there ? ** demanded Zia defisabsy
laundry. “ I not klike it, Zia my own : vou are iy
It was the fust time for many a day that  beautiful, too good, ¢o be with im. [ s
he had gone more than half a dozen yards work ‘ard and buy you nice things.” #8
from the place of his toil. He felt a wild  very soul was in his eyes as he spoke. 8
excitement take possession of him. He " Me, 1T am dead before that 'appe®h
would succeed, he must succeed. He sncered Zia
smiled as he pictured Zia's face when he " No, I get me a good job—ui
informed her that her little husband had Zia's raucous laughter interrupted
gained a more remunerative position. He he bowed his head in his hands and
felt very sure of himself, and planned that "~ You not a man, Pak, vou cry-
out of his very first new wages he would always poor.” Zia's brows met in 2 9
take Zia and Jacob on Saturday night to a  she stood looking down at the cro®®
picture-palace, & delight of which he had Ligure of her husband, with a
only heard, for so far he had not been ina  despair and discontent.
position to afford the luxury of a visit to "1 not poor—iook, Zia, I got &2
one of these halls of wonderful entertain. Tremblingly he displayed his sacth
ment. meals, in the shape of ten shining shil¥®
Keeping close to the wall, he trotted " Ten bob.” Zia's eyes opened groees
swiftly along, for all the world like a stray “ Yes, you take it, you ‘ave it fof :
dog that fears a cuff or a kick. Ziamy own,” he begged. Then, as he PO*gt
It was to the shop of one Manlevitch  the money into her willing palm, * Yo®
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tlet Lung 14i walkin' with you again, my

* ~ he begged.
% Oh, the fat old Chink’s all right, ‘e not
St 0o ‘arm,”’ evaded Zia.
m that moment Pak hated Lung Hi,
ing Hi knew it. He smiled ; it was not
the miserable undersized ironer, he
his thoughts over, but Jacob.
g Hi knew that Jacob was the link
kept the desirable Zia chained to
ability.
n Jacob disappeared !
child failed to put in an appearance
Ening.  'With a feeling of growing un-
MBess Pak waited for his son. All the
S he worked, his ears listened, and his
Watched for the coming of the boy.
Was not until ten o'clock that night,
8 Zia returned to the laundry, that Pak
WSed how he had been waiting for her
siag, not for herself alone, but because
" ght she would bring their child

- is Jacob ? " he asked.
%8 bed I s'pose,” replied Zia.
N0, ‘e not come ‘ome."
ot ‘'ome ? Where "egoto ? " she asked

not know."

My God, that little fellar out this late
by "imself | ' Zia turned and rushed
SUugh the door, quickly followed by Pak.
Ren began a mad search for the missing

4 night long, and the whole of the
iding days, the father and mother
it for their lost son.  No one had seen
B% No one could give them any news of

® whole of Pennyfields showered sym-
on the grief-stricken mother. Pak

0 insignificant to trouble about.

' days at a time the father searched
little Jacob without ever returning to
indry, until at last the police, finding

unconscious on the pavement,
ined him to the hospital.
B & was twenty-sight years of age; he
b U nearer fifty when he was discharged
b the hospital Creeping slowly along, his
: e seemed to live as they again
& the search for his little comrade, his
2 friend in the world.
rds evening his feet carried him back
®laundry, where Zia grected him with-
g ithusiasm. The loss of her son had
' morose and bitterly reckless. Now
openly abroad with Lung Hi, and
no commetit. Listlessly he re-
Eey for a few hours a day to his ironing
% but most often he wandered the

Dorota Flatau

streets, locking, looking, always looking for
a tiny form with a mop of silky black curls.
Most of all he haunted Duke’s Wharf, for
this had been the little chap's favourite
playing-ground.

Then there came that evening when he
found himself lying flat on his stomach, as
he remembered having seeing Jacob doing,
looking down into the sullen, thick water,
trying to conjure up the sights that must
have met the baby eyes.

** What is it you see, my littleson ?  Tell
your daddie,” he coaxed softly, as though
the child was really there, < and your daddie
tell you about pretty garden. Sure you
go to pretty garden, sure! You got lucky
mark, you go soon to—— Christ 1 "

The man's heart came up into his throat,
the water ran unhesded from his mouth
over his parched lips on to his chest, his
breathing came in sibilant whispers, there
was madness in his eyes, the whole of his
flesh crept, for there gazing up at him from
the muddy water was his little son’s face.

With a hoarse ¢ry, his arms shot out;
perhaps be fell into the canal, he did not
know what happened until he found him.
self seated on the bank holding the corpse
of his Jacob.

In spite of the state of the tiny form, Pak
clung to it, raining kisses on the cold face,
carefully drying away the water with a
portion of his own clothing. * The lucky
mark, the lucky mark,” he was muttering,
when his fingers became entangled in a cord,
an orange cord, that was wound tightly
round the baby neck

After that, Pak became very still

Towards the small howrs of the morning
he laid the lifeless form in a corner, covering
it gently with his coat, as he crooned words
of promise to return very soon.

When he had found the box for which
he went in search, he kept his promise to
his son.

Removing his own shirt, he wrapped it
round the corpse; with amazingly stead
fingers he removed the tell-tale orange !
He kissed his little Jaceb for the last time,
before putting him into the candle box
which he had purloined from a near-by
yard, filling the box with fiowers he had
climbed a balcony to steal from their
earthenware pots, Jacob loved flowers;

he must not go to God without them—Pak:

saw to that.

The dawn was breaking as he finished
burying the box in a corner of the yard-at
the back of the laundry.

Then crecping out into the narrow street,
he slunk away.
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Towards noon fatigue overcame him “Why you laugh? what the m =
Entering a public square, he sat down on  You find Jacob ? " A blend of fear ®
a seat and slept, but even though he slept  excitement sounded in Zia's vojce.

his hand never relaxed its grip on that " Yes. Me, I find the little f-ilar, 58
orange cord. one would have thought Pak had a B
When he awakened, he felt no pain of joke in his heart. * | lauch, my be

grief in his heart, only a grim hate, a Zia because one time | tell that little
determination to avenge the death of his we EO to a garden and ‘e make a n#
treasure. Thataccomplished, he would join of yallar flowers for you, ‘is mummie, 8

his Jacob, kindly death would aid him. one for 'im, and now you got voor ¥
Three days later he returned to the necklace, and Jacob ‘e ‘ave ‘is Now
laundry. Hi must ‘ave “is necklace. ” _
The laundry was singularly quiet, for it With incredible swiftness, and &
was the Chinese New Year, and therefore strength of a maniac, Pak threw himsell
a holiday. the form of the fat Lung Hi, as the
Pak seated himself at the back of the fearful of what might happen, was
dark shop and waited. ling clumsily with the fastenings
Towards midnight Lung Hi came in lagndry door, which he had only just
accompanied by Zia. moment ago securely locked
As Lung Hi struck a match and lighted a Lung Hi had a large, fat neck.

candle, Pak noticed that Zia's usually pale hands were not very big. Without theSS
cheeks were scarlet, her eyes seemed abnor- of the strong orange cord he could 8%
ally large, they blazed with excitement. have strangled Lung Hi. .

and on her breast hung a wonderful orna- It may have been true that Zia V74
ment of fine green jade, suspended there thrown herself on her husband, and #55
by a bright orange cord. to tear him from his victim. as she o
Palk burst out laughing, it was the first police she had done. Pak did not knowe®
time he had laughed for years. Perhaps his did he care. s
power of laughter had grown rusty with He had avenged the death of his babfy)
long disuse; that may have been why Zia Now, inl a few hours he was to be hatits

cried aloud in fright, and why even the Well, that fitted in with his programméy
usually imperturbable Lung Hi started would soon see his little Jacob. o

alarmedly. Pak smiled dreamily as he heard @ 53
“Pak!l" Zia's voice rose in a shrill grate in the Jock of his cell: he wond® '!
scream. whether the * lucky mark " would e
" Yes, Pak,” laughed the owner of that on his son’s temple when he met him 85
name. death. :
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W What a couple of idiots we are

kﬁ:::‘ Chevening told himself, lis nice-
! 8 face qwm * but

te red with temper,

SEARCHING FOR
WILLIAM

By

MABEL BARNES-GRUNDY
ﬂulhar -‘?;

“ Hilary on Her Own,” * Condytuft—I mean
“Her Mad Month™ elc.

Veronica,” elc.,

“As the clock strikes, the neckinca will be yours or the motor car mina™

“ I necopt the challenge.” said Mary.
I
HEY were in the midst of their first
quarrel, and she, though thoroughly
» agerieved, was, after the manner of

. rather enjoving herself ; but he

%,E:-"“.‘.nth' “demobbed.”” and very tired,
2h he wouldn’t have admitted it for a
Gom, his nerves were a bit on edge ;
50 were hers after a bad attack of in-
F . za. T}ll‘}' loved each other devotedly,
Rt Yot here they were wrangling about

ng at zll—at least nothing of the
,ll-"‘sl importance

ﬁrbntk:mw it'sridiculousof us,’’ she thought,

I"sm not going to give in,"” and she
herself up to tale fresh nmbrage
next word, whatever it might be

she was distinctly rude to me.” He re-
peated this to himself twice over to make
absolately sure she had been

She, with an assumed air of nonchalance,
waved a big white feather fan in front of her
flushed face; he expelled rings of smoke
from his lips, and negligently crossed one
well-pumped foot and leg over the other.
Strains of music were borne to them from
the distant ball-room

“1 repeat,” said he presently, " my
proposition, that there are {ar more Marys
in the world than there are Williams. ™

* Repetition of a statement does not
convert that statement into a fact, and,
again, I entirely disagree with youn.™

“ And a repetition of such disagreement
leaves me nally uncanvinced that you
are right and 1 am wrong,” said Captain
William Chevening, hitting out somewhat
viciously at an innoccent palm leaf which,
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through no fault of its own, was tickling
the top of his well-brushed head. -

She tapped a pretty satin-shod foot on
the tessellated floor of the conservatory
and suppressed a smile at his boyish anger.
.+« - She thought he looked quite as nice
when he was cross as when he was pleased,

_ the pucker on his forehead was most attrac-

tive ; but she didn’t tell him so.

'* Some years back in our fathers’ and
grandfathers’ times there might have been
as many Williams as Marys, but not now.
William is almost as extinct as the dodo,
while Mary has stuck.”

T have known,'” said she, " and do
know twenty Williams. Can you produce
the same number of Marys 2 ©

“* Certainly I can, and a jolly sight more."
He fished out a pencil and an old envelope
from his pockets and began to scribble.
“T'Il write down every d—ahem—Dblessed
Mary I've ever met ~

‘“But how shall T know you are not
inventing them ? " she demanded a little
aggravatingly.

‘“ Oh, of course if I'm a liar——"' He
jumped up with such foree that his chair
toppled back among the palms, and she had
much ado to restrain her laughter.

“ Don’t be stupid, Bill. I'm sorry. 1
shouldn’t have said that' She laid a
soothing hand on his irate arm. ** Please
forgive me."”

For an instant he stood with all his
heckles erect, then, gradually they re-
laxed, and, after a cautious survey of the
conservatory, ‘he stooped a little shame-
facedly and kisse:d her.

" Don’t you think we are rather asses to
quarrel about such a trifle, darling 2" He
picked! up the chair and placed it close o
hers.

** I'm sure of it."

“It's all that damned—excuse me,
Mary, but it is damned Daily Mail. That
wretched rag is responsible for more
trouble ~

““ Not on this occasion,” she interrupted.
“ For the first time in my life I feel really
grateful to it. But for that "A to Z°
article written by, 1 forget whom, and
inserted by the Daily Masl, 1 don’t believe
I should be alive now to tell the tale.
[nnoq:min was playing havoc with me—
reaction, I suppose, after all the hideous
welter I had been in over there ; a white
little bed in a peaceful room was too much
for me |——""

“ Don't, dearest,” he whispered, " don't
let's think of those unspeakable davs. 1
try only to dwell on my extraordinary

of it. * And do you mean to tell mey
saidd presently, * that this name
has really helped you to sleep 27 P
he nodded. * Never failed. 1 blesSs¥

writer of the * A to Z' article every DN
of my life. I feel wide awake when
to bed, and as though I should be
awake for the remainder of my life, 55
begin on-—say—Alfred. As a matict
fact I know very few Allreds, for which g
grateful. I dislike the name, so I
leave him and jump, perhaps, to the &8

** John, I suppose, or Jane ? =

* Bath, but chiefly John. John S8
proved almost as fruitful as William. =
generally sound asleep before I'm 389
through him. 1 know heaps of JoP%
Johnnies, and Jacks. I go back 10
childish days in the country, and old J*i§
the fisherman jumps tomy mind, or JoOIES
the swearing blacksmith. Last night 875
John joined the old ones—young Lieutetiyy
Judson—I heard his sister, when 1
the Baxters’, call him : Jacky dear.
quite excited, and before 1 could i
myself T said aloud: ° That makes *=
teen ' ; and everybody stared at me, &
of course I conldn't explain.”

Bill chuckled.

““Then Percy is rather a good BEECE
You wouldn’t think it, but I know “f,,';m

e

and eight Archies, and seven Her
and elevén Dorothys, and M\'B
Annies ; but, of course, no name =
anywhere near William. It's just as Crre
mon as dirt—oh, I'm sorry, dear, ] !D‘?:;,.
“ Don't apalogise, I don’'t mind p
Besides, I still stick to it: itisa unigo® rse
aristocratic name compared with Y93
and I'l prove it. Now, I'll have & =@
with you. If you can prove you S
more Williams than I know Marys, 1";;*_.
give yon a pearl necklace. What o
think of that 7 " ’
* A very pleasing offer.” 3
** And if I can prove I know more 3‘#
than you know Williams, you mus ".'j
me—let me see, a motor car.”’ .
“Why not a yacht while you'te '-‘
-+ o3 i
““ No use for one. But if you IFS iy
I'd try and make a bandsome Pﬁ"nt ur'\
selling it to Lipton."” : Prig
*“ My balance at the bank is £2 rw
“ Them it would have to be @
hand Ford.”
Mary smiled,

e

g




"I love pearls,” she said, * they will look
fite with my new black tulle frock."”

b dA'r'ld I rather enjoy tinkering with a
_Thn;; laughed Kke a couple of children.

.

. - + '] 2 ']
" Now to business, e said: ""we

" tn’t waste time, the hour is late.

Flain conditions must be laid down and
. y carried out before we concede that
B bet has been won by one or the other.”

Ll et - 3
|, And the conditions ? -

We will give ourselves a week slowly,
Memnly, and exhaustively to conjure up
& OuUr memories every single Mary and
Billiam we have ever known; and if
Miting the week we should come across and
et fresh Marys and Williams, so much
ithe good, but we must solemnly swear to
Brain from deliberately asking our friends
Pintroduce us to their Marys and Williams.
'_'; would not be fair, This day week
B”_ he drew out his watch and examined
= 2t twelve o'clock the bet will be up.
8 shall be at my Aunt Jane Willoughby's
fice, shan’t we 2 "'

?‘hry nodded.

B And as the clock strikes, the necklace
[ be yours or the motor car mine.”

" [ accept the challenge,” said Mary.

" Right oh.”” Bill got up. "' Shall we
8% one more dance, darling ? It's rather
Bhice old world, isn't it 7 And behind her
1 he once again kissed her.

|
|

|
i1

¥ During the week that followed, many of
| Ec- y Oakover's friends were of the definite
i ftion she had temporarily gone off her
J i —the result, they feared, of the two
W vears of strain in France, in conjunc-
i ti with the joy of having her fiancé
y rrain Chevening safely home, and the
Sliinence of their marriage.
1 v shook their heads sadly. They had
% 2ys predicted this or something equally
B ®diul. Beneath the calm of Mary's
ey, which was only too obviously as-
fied 1o those who knew her, but which
i cheated the authorities, was a tempera-
highly excitable, always ready to
B 2¢ and simmer and boil over on the
L Sitest provocation. . . - ¢ And now she
g 50 to speak, and to put it mildly,
Bhoiled over.” They pitied her, and
ST pitied her parents, though the said
s had been fools to allow their only
| d to ‘ stick it * so long; and above all
B Y pitied Bill Chevening, lovely and sweet
W charming though Mary undoubtedly

3

A

4

.

Mabel Barnes-Grundy

Her old friends the Buckmasters were
most affected by what they called her
sudden strange and inexplicable behaviour.

Helen, the eldest girl and Mary's special
friend, was really distressed. They met
at a bridge tournament a few days alter
the bet had been made, a tournament
organised by a Lady Rowther in aid of St.
Dunstan's hostel, and run on the lines of
the old-fashioned whist drive where a hand
is played at each table and the winning
couple moves either up or down.

Mary played bridge well. Her father, a
fine player himself, had insisted upon her
learning young. A girl must be useful
besides ornamental, he opined ; and when
an attack of gout or some other unfortunate
contingent prevented him from going to
his club for his usual game she would prove
useful at home to make up a four. She
was a dashing and at the same time a
cautious and reliable player, and won a good
deal more than she lost. But to-day . . .
One choleric old gentleman nearly threw
his cards at her on her letting him down
five tricks doubled by their opponents, and
redoubled by herself.

When she entered the large room and
saw the vast array of tables (play was to be
for three hours with an extra half-hour for
{ea) she commented to Helen with delight
on the size of the tournament.

“ What a splendid lot of tables,” she
whispered with a suppressed air of excite-
ment,”” and what a lovely lot of menl 1
am glad.”

Helen stared at her, Mary, though most
attractive to the opposite sex, had never
been very keen on men—said they were
always too full of themselves; old men
were too prosy and held forth, young men
appeared to regard themselves as the per-
petual hope of the daughters and despair
of the mothers, and all of them went bald.

“ | hope we shall play very quickly and
I shall meet heaps of different ones,
wonder if any of them are called Wil——
I mean,” she stammered, catching sight
of Helen's amazed face, " are—are good
players.” |

‘" { expect so0,” saxl Helen a little coldly,
while suddenly feeling sorry for Hill

““ 1 like men, you know, who play well,”
said Mary a trifle vacuously.

“ Naturally,” returned Helen, but Mary
did pot seem to hear her. 'With eagerness
she was examining all the male competitors
in the room, and Helen wished she wouldn't
Several were returning her gaze with -
terest and unconcealed pleasure, for she
was looking unusually fovely with ber

Q7
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flushed cheeks and eves dark with excite-
ment.

The two girls started at the same table
Mary’s partner was a stoutish elderly man
with a weather-beaten look, an Admiral
Bently, and Helen’s a young artillery
officer. :

Mary won the cut. She started off with
a “"two no trumps.”! Her partner, who
had been informed by Lady Rowther he
had drawn one of the finest lady players
in the room, felt his heart give a little
pleasurable thump mingled with admira-
tion for her dash and beauty ; but his own
hand containing seven diamonds to the
queen ten, and the rest rubbish, he took her
out into three of his suit. Prompt'y she
took him back into “ three no trumps,”
was doubled on the left, and when he firmly
announced ** five diamonds,” he nearly had
a stroke when she proclaimed calmly :
** four no trumps ' and was again doubled.
Had he been on his late ship the paint
around would undoubtedly have blistered
when she went down four tricks and he dis-
coverad she'd had but one diamond in her
own hand, and the ace at that; but he
controlled his temper, and on her repeating
absent-mindedly-—she seemed wholly en-
gaged in watching the initialing of her
score by the young captain—that she'd
held four aces, he merely called her atten-
tion to the fact that four aces could by no
possible means or chicanery yield more
than four tricks, and she must agree with
him, which she promptly did whilst leaning
across the table and entreating the young
captain to tell her for what his initials
F. W. stood as she was intensely interested
in names, And when he replied : ‘* Frank
Wilmot,”" she merely sighed with a little
air of disappointment whilst utterly ignor-
ing the amazed looks of Helen.

‘ Indeed,”” as Helen said afterwards
when relating the story to her sisters Stella
and Elizabeth, ' she entirely ignored me
for the rest of the afternoon. 1 never
met her again, but was often near enough
to se¢ her extraordinary play, which was
80 rapid you could scarcely follow the
cards, and hear what she said to both her
partners and opponents. Always was she
on the same tack, her intercst in Christian
names, and always with the same charming
and disarming smile. No one could resist
her She locked so lovely too, 1I'm sure
halt the men in the room—her opponents—
were in love with her, especially as she
presented, through her careless and rapid
play, two out of every three of them with

undreds above the line, while the other

— S -

i "

half, her partners, regarded her as sibf
crazy. !

" Once her voice came ringing across 8%
room to me;: ‘" Your name is WWillias
really 7 How interesting’! 1 always thif
it one of the finest and manliest of nali=y
since—since William the Conqueror lanos
and took possession of our dear islan®
don't you ? * And the man who owned %
name of William seemed simply :
astonished to speak.” |

“1 don't wonder. She must be mais
Stella, who spoke, was the most practiss
of the Buckmaster sisters, a nice pi&s
girl who always aired her clothes separates
on different chairs when she went to D

""Go on,"” said Elizabeth. * Tell
some more,” AN

" At tea I heard her say to a yvoung IBSEs

who was sitting by her and dr".nkiu_(fu?
»

her every word with his own innocuous IS
warm beverage: ‘so you are really
Bill ? I—I know a man named P8
Could you imagine anything more ﬁ
and from our clever Mary ? She sy
have been announcing the extracrdi®Sy
coincidence of their nomenclature ESES
Casar!"
" And what did he say 7 " ik
** Oh, he just gigaled and went pink: 350
was very young, newly demobilised, Sy
you could see regarded every pretty Bon
as an angel straight from heaven. "_!"
* Of course it stands for William 7 S
inquired next, and when he replied #
was but a nickname, and his real n
Harold, she suddenly qguite changeds WS
sort of cold and indifierent, edged ®
from him, and 1 actually heard her sa¥ ™ &
a queer far away look in her eyes—3 9%
believe she knew she was speaking ’m:d;;
she’d no use for Harolds, and she §9° ™
and left him.” ~ v+ what
Stella and Elizabeth gasped. ]

can it mean " p off
* Of course, an aunt of hers ““3’#
her head,” ruminated Helen. 1 &% e

think General Oakover rather Mw
Look at the tempers he  flies lnfo-w e
other day he flung a toast rack on e
floor because there wae no hon€y on is
table. 1 often think viclent temEl
another nawme for a form of maﬂﬂﬂ"odo
** But dear Mary has beesl
most brilliant,” observed ElizabetB g
smPY

“ I know,” agreed Helen, 2{,’;:‘”

tainly not brilliant now.

queer, absent-minded and I‘*\Sﬂ"‘k of
never sits still, always wears the some”

being in search of something ©F
body——""
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Personal Efficiency

Help You Discover the Biggest Ambition of Your Life and How to Achieve it Quickly

ECENTLY
draws the
I asked
ANnswered
V& not succe

ay

) ﬂulough this

DUirun eve
Nnot reac
of his own
S —any mare
have. But
S, He beg
ag somethnr
that the
FCouldn stoj

“g 1.

cver

B =il man eve
!u‘- Thereis a
.! her goal ahead

talked

eded
sUc-

lways

he is
an by
g 50
whole

» him

“ll Do YOU

Want ?
t would
h More than
- tl&t g Lock
Feary,
ta live
&l over
fth:hl have k

L you kni

much
1 money,
o you couid
d

?MIQ that
h"nd of ¢
SEictical o er

efficiency

Beeded by
vand would
. Many

Yedar

you like

anv-
back

How would

that

agam {

nown

w LG

time,
faith,

have

1
: have belisved for

the
ourse
}d"‘})
8
most
save
s of

"€, L‘i!.?h:l\'.'tl'_hz',,:.

“tp"'hr' o
“Ptfwn:e,

:'l.'l;'J

By Edward Earle Purinton

The Famous Efficiency Expert

who It is much
Z\-J';'.l.

succeeded, Lo

with the
AT '_i. n

' ’
Ay

man

the the mistakes

better
and false
waste valuable days

MR. PURINTON is a World- famous
Authonly {'.f'"”_\

i Businesa Effici

ous work, " The Triumph
' has been read oughout
&% have gained moare than »
Ip has been sought Ly

i him
ere, N
Wesat
11 Mr. Purinton
i I‘llt busipess how
1"~ i\ orders=d Mr. ™
friends, patrons, clients,

people in 1 u'.a‘.

or em-
Pioyecs

A FEW OF THE MILLION AND
WHAT THEY SAY

MELVIL DEWEY, President of The National
Efficiency Sociaty, says:

"1 have never yet p
minutes without getting dis e
from sume new thought or same uousus
telling presenlation of sn old one. These
lating pages bristle with grams and s
with the lexts of a thousand sermons. No n .:.
can read his work witho gﬂ..ug idens and
suggeations that will enable him to hmprove le
greatest and most unix all machines he
will gver us Himself

IRA J. STEINER, Educational Directer, sy
" Mr. Purintos has rendered s great service to
ause by bringiog oul this we rful

Personal Efficiency, which is the first

of this particular type of Courses in practical,

avplied efliciency Nothing is more nceded in

(ke presest day in the shop, in the office, o 1he

farmm, and in Lhe schools than personal efficiency.”

TRUMAN A. DE WEESE, of the Shradded
Whaat Company. savs:

“H 1 were ric h I would distribuie about a

pdes of Mr. Purintons Mildency Work

| c millions who § think peed the scund

n ;.;d advice it coutains

,'I fJ.

Lthe present
Course in

JOHN H. PATTERSON, Mannger of the Natlonal
Cash Rexister Company, says:

began to mark passaces in yout writings

shed egpecially to resember 1 found

ad completed my reading that I had

practically macked up the enfire wotk "
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to learn and profit by
others than
and years waiting for
experience. Don't rely
on the hope of doing
better “next time.”
With the proper know-
ledge will save
mistakes

moves of

you

It has been my privi-
lege to act as teacher
and counsellor to
nds of ambitiouys
men and women—from
the heads of large com-
panies to the most
humble beginner in the
ranks.

thousa

\nu I have concluded
that the average man
v'r._‘;.ah_;-“; in a large en

who has not
yel applied efficiency
methods o his work
has been from
£200 10 £20,000 a yeas
—while the professional
or industrial worker has
probably been losing

=

irom L2 o ;:i"\-.l" a

terprise

losing

Vel

For twenty vears |
have been

close range

\!;t-!}l:.:_: at

the exact
reasons for these
people’s failure to get
abead. And into my
new Practical Course in
Personal Efficiency |
have put, in compact
form, the results of
this stedy of mdivi-
duals and business con-
cermns.




128 ADVERTISEMENTS

The Seven Lessons
Give you the Essence of Efficient Living and
Business Achievement, They teach you in
a few pleasant evenings of study

How to Measure Your Efficiency.

How to Get Ahead.

How to Keep Well,

How to Improve Your Finances,

How to Organise Your Work,

How to be Efficient at Home,

How to Plan Your Life.

By showing you in my lessons what other
men and women — just like yoursell — have
learned and done and been, 1 believe sincerely
that I can save you about ten years of costly
experiment, and, moreover, can show you how
to use your strength, energy, and special
abilities in a way which will certainly bring
you success.

Efficiency is nothing less than the difference
between wealth and poverty, fame and ob-
scurity, power and weakness, health and
disease, growth and death, hope and despair.
The step from one of these extremes to the
other is a short and easy one—if you KNOW
HOW,

Take ome of my pupils whom [ shall call
Mr. X, because if 1 ever met an “ unknown
(quantity” he was one when he first came
to me.

He has increased by about 500 per cent.
his daily output of work, his optimism and
will power, his health reserve, and his financial
resources.

How did he do it?

First, he analysed Aimself. Have you ever
done this—thoroughly # If not, try doing so
now.

I can tell you 1 never saw such a change
in a man.

For the first time he knew what he wanted
to do, what he wanted to be, what he wanted
to have in life. r

Then he went boldly at the attainment of
his ambition,

He studied his possibilities — physical,
mental, and spiritual, He learned that his
ambitions lay within reach of his nataral
gifts.

Finding that he was out of gear in certain
ways—he set out to repair his faulty machinery
He made the most of his job. He learned
to save two hours a day, He talked with
men in higher positions.

He studied and tried every conceivable
way of improving his work, He was always
planning his fne of advance, Every open

ing higher up found him prepared to 88
ably.

He changed his habits of living and incre®
his daily output of energy about 200 per

He stopped being a pessimist and grumb
and became the most cheerful man in'
whole organisation. Having grown =%
friendly, he attracted a host of new fi
He prospered. He advanced. He be
a leader. He developed courage. T

But remember this: Mr. X was not!
exceptional man by any means. He %
just average to begin with, When | first ®
him he was making £3 a week., To-daf!
is probably without a rival in his chosen #8
—and bhis name is known 1h.mugh0‘-_‘.:_
business world. You “can do the sam®
better.

EDWARD Earry PupiNtos

* - -

ONLY THIRTY SHILLINGS
Examine It Free

The most amazing thing about Mr.
ton's Practical Course in Personal ESICSH
in seven lessons is the low price at whieSg
is now possible to secure it. . So confidest
the publishers that the tremendous vAlES
the course will be apparent to you as =i
as you have examined’nﬁt. that they will ¥
the entire seven lessons post free fof T
consideration. Without paying a penfl &
may see for yourself how twenty-one f“‘
study on the part of the author bas
concentrated into the shortest ptﬁﬂw 1
pression of the most necessary princlfu
efficiency.

Then when you decide to keep the
send only 305 in full payment. F
small sum you become owner of a er
has been worth hundreds of pounds t0 o5
and may well prove to be the means = g
creasing your health and your pleasﬂ':‘" :
adding to your income every year s
life. Post the coupon now, before ©
offer is withdrawn,

puet
g

FREE EXAMINATION C bt

SRESssssssssssssnneansnnel
Tothe National Business und Personal B¥ .
(Purinton Dept. 1) mw
THE STANDARD ART BOOK CO+
60, Chancery Lane, W.C.2 -
You may send me id the complete :
Practical {'o\un inpoi‘irf;il Eﬁc@"‘:":
lessons for free examination. Within et
will either return the Course to you oF
in full payment.

VO Srict. oo M st LN, = ¥

Address W SO [ -

FRISTED BY MAIRLL, WATSON AND VENMEW, LU, LONGOS AND ATLE4SUSY.
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.--.‘ I've noticed that,” said Stella—'a

"
i

of expectant eager look in her eyes
0 she meets people, especially men.”
And she goes rushing about from place
3 place, house to house, to luncheons, teas,
’-Hnllers. balls, suppers. She makes me think
S8 midge spinning in the evening air, or
e altzing mouse with its cage on fire——""
pi8ien broke off abruptly as Mary herself
ssadenly opened the door.
i 4 10d " -
on have been talking about me.”” She

00 at the threshold of the room whilst

*

"1.1 =
X
|

= Scanned each guilty face.
said nothing,

._A “And—if I did not koow you loved me

8hould surmise vou were saying nasty

’%ﬂ? about me."

i Never | they cried together,

S ary sat down in a big chair and sur-
them with quizzical eyes; a bright
P9t of colour burnt on each cheek and she

S¥ed wonderfully pretty in spite of
Sres of fatigue beneath her eyes,

What was it ? You've kmown me all
life. I love you, Helen—yon're one of
e decentest things [ know, and I'm quite

S of yon, Stella and Elizabeth,” laugh-

Ry she blew them all a kiss,—" so out

A AL, 1 can bear it.”

. Ve've been talking about your—your
Ses8ness of the last few days,” said
*A, taking the bull by the horns, ™ Yon

sit still."

. is short,"" said Mary.

A You mean before your wedding ?

., N0, time generally.”

S Vely rush at them, Mary.'

s And you've been so excitable, almaost
S, said Stella.
B Seally 7 said Mary

~d we've been foeling rather sorry for
Stammered Elizabeth.
s said Mary, “why?"

i, U sudden extraordinary interest in

=t men” blurted out Helen, * Yoo

% { tush at men 7
¥es,” said Helen, with some heat
Other day at the bridge fourna-

r

But | was ounly trying to mest Wil ——
% 1 mean—oh, I can't explain. , . "
* Suddenly she fell into laughter at the
—SSlons on their {faces, and she laughed
{0k that not only did she weep, but
gﬂ!planmj of severe internsl pain
Plored them to help her., And the
8he langhed, the more convinced were
r serigus derangement. [t was
ully sad, with her wedding day so
8t hand, bat it had to be faced, and
B TUSt help her all they could. Of
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course it was the result of the last two
years' terrible experience . . , but there
were good doctors, fine brain specialists,
hypnotists whose aid . . .

Mary with a tremendous cHort pulled
herseli together and sat up straight whilst
she wiped her eyes.

" You maust trust me, girls,” she said.
" I'm quite sane, though I may not appear
to be. I believe you are going to the
Willoughbys' dance to-morrow mnight ? ™

They nodded.

* Well, at twelve o'clock, just as Cinder-
ella reverted to her drab little life and her
place by the fire, 1 shall revert to my usual
well-behaved manner, and no longer be—
what was it ?7—restiess, excitable, hectie,
and keen upon any man but Bill Mean-
while, T want your help. That's what 1
came for. I'm at a loose end, I've no
engagement for to<day, and I want one.
Can any of you help me, take me anywhere
with you ? ”

Stella and Elizabeth shook their heads

“1'm going to a bazaar, of all ante-
diluvian, God-forsaken entertainments.”
saul Helen.

" The one at the Empress rooms in which
your aunt is interested ? ”

 Right, and it is to be enlivened with
all sorts of up-to-date side shows: Jazz
teas, a concert by Rulleben prisoners, and
the usual cld-fashioned fortune telling,
raffles——."

" The very thing | * Ecstatically Mary
leapt to her feet and clapped her hands.
"“It's absolutely providential—rafiling
I'll raffle. What shall 1 wear ? 1 know
your anut will let me rafile all her best
sofa cushions and objets d'arf. 1 mmst fly
home to luncheon and to dress. Thank
you so much for letting me go with you,
Helen darling. I'll be there on the stroke
of three. Ta-ta, dears ! " and she was gone
like a lightning whirlwind before the
sisters could draw breath.

I

If Helen had been amazed and somewhat
distressod at Mary's behaviour at the
bridge tournament, it caused her real
anguish at the bazaar; and a thousand
times she wished she had never brought
her.

For hours she watched her flitting about
the rooms, a radiant figure in odil
vellow, her eyes sparkling, her whele face
alight with excitement gs she raked in
innumerable hall-crowns, ten-shilling and
one-pound notes for her rafiles ; and she
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was filled with shame when she noted that
it was always the men who were her quarry.

That Mary, the well-bred, refined, and
almost puritan Mary, should so behayve !
She was not common, Helen told herself,
when once again, unknown to Mary, who
was too absorbed in her task to observe
her, Helen remained close at hand to listen
to her remarks to a fresh victim. She was
not vulgar, not cheap. She was not even
coquettish, But in her bearing towards
the men there was an eagerness, a delight
at securing their patronage so noticeable
that the least vain among them must have
been secretly flattered.

“*Two tickets ? Thank you so much. It
#» a lovely cushion, isn't it 7 " (As a matter
of fact it was a Cubist monstrosity.) ““ And
your name and address, please, in case you
should be gone when the rafile takes place.
No, not your initials, your full name, please,
so that there shall be no mistake. Aubrey
——", Disappointment clearly descernible
in the pretty voice. Or, occasionally, a
sudden noteof delight, of triumph, a look of
gratitude flashed up into the fishy eyes of
some podgy elderly man who was obviously
much more interested in the attractive
creature confronting him than in the
cushion she carried. . . .

“Why this occasional pleasure and
excitement ? "' Helen asked herseli re-
peatedly. *‘ What did it mean ? " Then, in
a flash, illnmination came. It was the
name of William. The joyousness and
triumph appeared when some male creature
answered to the name of William. Helen
gasped at the realisation of this. Could it

e possible ? Mary was so much in love
that, like a small child who adores the
repetition of a story that pleases it, she was
made happy by merely meeting a man of
the same name as her fiancé.

*“It's mania,"” said Helen to herself,
‘““A bad form of mania. I must get her
home. Poor, poor Mary.”

She advanced with rapid steps to the
girl, who was now smiling into the eyes of a
bemused, bewitched young naval lieutenant
as though he were the loveliest thing on
earth ; and taking her gently but firmly
by the armi whispered that she ‘must come
home. -

" Come home ? "

* Yes, at once.” &~

“But why ? "

* Because 1 say it.”' Helen might have
bieen addressing a naughty child,

““1 shan't,”” said Mary.

"You won't? "

**No. I'm having a lovely time and 1

shall remain tili the bazaar closes. Youf
aunt says I'm the best raffler here. And
isn't it jolly, Helen 7 " she lowersd hef
voice, “this young lieutenant is calleé
Wilham——"'

Helen fled.

A% =

The hands of the Willoughbys' finé
Sévres clock on the mantelshelf of the®
drawing-room which had been cleared f0f
dancing pointed to 11.30, _

The dance was in full swing. Dozens °£ |
couples performed queer antics with thes
legs and arms, sometimes together, some
times opposite, sometimes at each other®
side, or round the corner, or at opposités
ends of the room, or back to back, wmdl,
they called dancing.

Bill was performing with Helen, Stell®
with Bill's cousin Harry, the only son %
the house. Mary was nowhere to be seefh s
and just because she was not there M
room to Bill seemed a dull and lonely pl.aﬂié

“ How topping Mary looks to-nighth
Never saw her look better.” He voiced
his conviction aloud.

" Yes," agreed Helen, v

" She reminds me of Spring incarnat®
Then, after the manner of the phleg =
Briton, he blushed at his own enthusias®es

“Mary has not seemed herself the JMRS
few days, though she appears better ¥
night,”” said Helen a little nervously.

“Oh!" Bill's voice contained su o
“In what way ? "’

" Haven't vou noticed it ? * %

“ Well, to tell you the truth, 1 haveSl
seen much of her. I—I've been bus¥: =
He changed the subject, and Helen did’d_ -
pursue it; bmt she wondered . . . = 1
scented a mystery. . . . =

Mary, as a matter of fact, had cut "H'
dance with a very boring and pamP"“' -
man with .a monocle who remarfy
“ Rear—Ily ! " in a tired voice to the des
ordinary observation, and she was h’dtﬂ !

who

away in a recess in the library with
small daughter of the house, agle: ten, .
graciously accepted her a8 a relation-t97_ =
for the sake oﬁer *“ dear, darljnlf C“fé
Bill * who never treated her as a little 1
or ‘' talked down to her.” "

“ You don’t mind sitting out with me * o
inquired the child. * You see, MM,, :
will never think of looking for me her€ oy =8
make me go to bed, and she'll ff';’!’t
after a bit. She’s a bad memory- wss

Mary smiled and assured her lb'd“:
enjoying herself immensely. She was f i
a little tired, but very triumphant. She %=
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. ?ﬂﬂ_\‘ certain she had won the bet.
g ltm'l)‘-twn Williams stood to her credit.
Was a wonderful record, she felt, and
iculously she had observed the condi-
L :Wl of the bet. Not once had she asked
; t“:e introduced to a William. All her
B ty-two new Williams she had achieved
. %Y fair and honest means. She glowed with
it pride, and fell to picturing Bill's face
b When she handed to him her neatly tabu-
Tateg list of the forty-two. . . .
childy .Wwas aroused from her reverie by the
the slipping a paper into her hand with
W fequest she should read it out aloud.
: found it in the gentlemen's cloak-room
“I:. the floor, 1 was hiding from Mummy.
& 8% 50 funny—all about Marys, and in
¥ r"‘m_ln Bill's writing. I can mostly read
Witing now, but his is so bad, far worse
LI %) mine. Do read it, Cousin Mary."
i -d“’cousm Bill's writing ! "' Mary's eyes
oured the paper closcly covered with
@ almost illegible scrawl:
i %24- Mary Jones—greengrocer in Covent
78 rden. Bought some topping apples.
wit 25, Mary Twig—old newspaper woman
80 Evening Stars and whiskers.
e 26, Mary Philby—Jittle girl with nose
F ring attention, who fell down in
' 4m Road and howled. Picked her
. and gave her a bob when 1 discovered
B Was a Mary. ¢
. h‘t::-'- Mater’s new maid, Mary Brett.
i
i

wigy, girl. Had five minutes pow-wow
Out er. Mater jumped on me. Rointed
[ uugl'mpcratic age, and all of us equal
3 .‘Gd Said * fiddlesticks ! © Rude of Mater
1 R'm argument.”’
Bes Y now and again a ripple of laughter
e from Mary as she read.
m&"-_—-Saw the Queen going to open
" Gui Bing or other, or to slum. Looked
E &'“lﬂe in a new-shaped hat and without
*n Umbrella. On an impulse 1 yelled:
MN old Queen Mary," and she actually
and called out: °TFhank you.'
LA _h.h ¥ decent of her. Wonder if my Mary
5, *Peaking terms with George 1 ”
e

Stopped. Suddenly it came to her
tot honest to be reading another
¢ Me‘ private document. A wave of
! % o "wept her from head to foot.

O bey o

|

. she said, ** you must take this
Ee= 'gwt once to where you found it. It is
@ %ED read another person’s private

| \doh but not this. Cousin Bill wouldn’t
l] : the o and it's so funny, and—let me see,”

] P, counted with her finger "' 37, 38,
i"‘M' 41, 42—there are opnly six more.
Mary p

Mabel Barnes-Grundy

* Forty-two | © With a shout Mary was
on her feet, examined the watch bracelet
at her wrist and rushed to the ball-room
as fast as her legs would carry her,
leaving a most astonished little girl behind
her.

" Forty-two ! TForty-two! How extra-
ordinary ! All my work in vain and only
ten minutes left,” she said to herself over
and over again. “ It's too, too bad. Oh,
where are the men 7 Are they all dancing ?
Is there not a William anywhere at large 7
In her anguish she almost wrung her hands
as she leant with her back to the wall, her
eyes now searching the kaleidascopic scene
before her, and then the clock on the
mantelshelf, while her cheeks flushed and
paled as the minutes passed and the blood
drummed in her ears. A charming figure
she presented in her gown of exquisite
jade green, her golden head pushed a little
forward in her tense excitement, her hands
clasped before her ; and Bill, who was now
performing a duty dance with a friend of
the Buckmasters, and who, unknown to
Mary, was devouring her with eyes of love
and admiration, had much ado to restrain
himself from abandoning his partner and
finishing the dance with Mary.

Then—and in the maze of whirling,
moving figures Bill had been swallowed up
—a miracle occurred, as miracles do occur
in spite of what all the practical, level-
headed, stodgy people may say to the
contrary, and a little shiver of exultation
and delight ran up and down Mary's spine.
for across the room a man's voice pro-
claimed in accents of pleasure: “ Why,
there's Willie! He's come after alll "™

And so he had. He had arrived in time
to save her. She knew it. She knew it as
surely as she knew the sun wounld rise
to-morrow.

He stood in the doorway. a fine, hand-
some, upstanding figure of a man, and as
Mary looked at him he looked at her.
She always emphatically denies that she
gave him what Bill coarsely describes as
** the glad eye,” and we believe her ; but
the fact remains the stranger immediately
crossed the room to where she stood, bowed
low before her, and craved the honour of a
dance,

* With pleasure,”” said she with a dazzling
smile,  but first will you write your name
on my programme. Will you be so kind ?
I like to know the name of the person with
whom | am dancing.” She spoke rapidly
with her eyes on the clock. * Mine is
Mary Oakover. , Not your initials,
please, your full Christian name—and, oh,
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be quick—we’'ve only half a minute. Hurry,
hurry | I—I'll explain afterwards. . . .*
She laughed a little hysterically. She was
leaning over him watching his slowly mov-
ing pencil. " Ahl It #s William. Thank
heavens ! And justin time! The clock is

A

A Partnership Memory

By ALICE HEGAN RICE
HAuthor of " Klrs. Wiggs of the Cablage Palch™

HERE was but one
bond of sym-
pathy that could

exist between the two
men, yet neither seemed
willing to be the first
to allude to the subject
uppermost in the mind
of each. They had
been playing chess in
the Capfain's state-
room the better part of
a long, dull afternoon
Through the open door
the sea stretched, grev
and passive, and the
decks were wet with an infermittent
drizzle of rain,

It was Richards who first opened the way
to mutnal confidences :

“ Do you remember the last time we
played chess in this room, Captain ? ™" he
asked, replacing the pawns in the box with
fastidious precision.

** On your last crossing 1 suppose,” said
the Captain casually, “ten, or was it
eleven, years ago ?

“ Eleven years in June. * A white night
full of stars ° and the coast lizhts of China
just glimmering on the horizon. A certain
fair lady's last night on board and vou
and I playing for the privilege of sharing
it with her.”

“ Ohl Youmean Nina Starling 7 The
Captain looked up guizzically, *“1 ought
to remember ; I won.”

' Yes, you won,"” admitted Richards.

** That sounds very much like a sigh of

striking. . . ., Thank vou so much &
being—what you are. I am more l
grateful to you. And here’s Bill| Bilk
with her hand on the astonished strangﬂf
arm, " allow me to introduce to you
forty-third—<William."

In the light of recent lurid event®
it onght to be a sigh of exultation.”

‘* Recent events might not have ot‘C“"'d )
had [ had that last inning.™ "

regret

The Captain laid a heavv, bronzed R
on his shoulder. ** My dear fellow, if ever
the Fates were kind to a man, they wert
vou that night. You and Nina St
fiad met for vour mutual destruction: 0w
was shoved in for a buaffer. 1 dof
deny that 1 was as hard hit as vou ";;
only 1 was used to it I'd been
before,”

" Not by Mrs. Starling!™

* No, not by Nina Starling.’ s{"-‘ﬁ" v

For some moments the two saf e
smoking, the Captain a bioff, hands jow
man of forty-five, his companion o 3
years his junior, slender, austere, “'e,.'?'
the uniform of a Major in the l!(:“fo-
States Armv. The ashes of an '-’”w

mance, thos stirred, evidently rev
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Some |ive embers, by the light of which
fach was travelling back through the years.
g The Captain was the frst to recover
Bimseli: * The difference between us was
that you went into it blindfolded, and I
went in with my eves open, I'd known
ever since she was a youngster. They
- liveg iy Honalulu, vou know, and 1 took
her mother over the first trip I was in com-
BBE.  An awfal fool she was too; neg-
: h‘Nﬁd the girl shamefully until she dis-
N $Overed that she was a winning card, then
B “ﬁpl?yctl her up for all she was worth.”
. Did you know Starling ? "
i Never saw him. He only lived a
- e of years after they were married.
-. Blfact 1 never saw Nina again until she
i On her way back to Honolulu with her
e boy, on the very trip of which you
b -‘:"_Boor hittle Bobby! You know his
end 7 "
1 Oh, yes, the papers were full of it.
e had about as much business with a
e &8 Cleopatra.”
B, And yet she adored the boy.”
) Oh, yes. He was her one pertnanent
DRSalr. The rest of us were transicits.

<,
%Qﬂtcﬂnine-l us royally when we came,

Promptly forgot us when we departed.
B Was pretty ruma that in the end she
L s %hﬂ‘! have been Bob's undoing. But
5 'ﬁg she was everybody’s undoing that
I ame in contact with.”

. On the contrary,” Richards said, * we
| t‘ her undoing. ~We asked too much of
. We demanded the impossible, and

P tried to give it 1 .

| 5 Ty Captain shook his head. *‘ She is
. female of the species,” he contended.
1 ‘hh goea affter what she wants, and if
',* Cannot reach it by a straight course,
P takes a crooked one, You would
bly call it finesse.”
'mchﬂrds considered his slender, well-
. hands gravely, * I think I should
it the instinct of acquiescence. She is

,—"‘étﬂurc of sudden fire, with a passionate
.,& to da the thing required of her for
%;’:SOZI the loves, regardless of circum-
4 1% h Life confuses aﬁd‘ batfles her. 1
B . - 0§ palitic, and perhaps not alwavs
*-:zglh“ﬁ.'w:‘:d, but l\r"‘: m!"tr:-'t‘.' is never
- f terest s she is always trying to get
h ing for somebody else. - You must
s hq:, that she is the most exquisitely
e Oy m you ever knew.”
; :h Oh, | Il admit anything good vou want

g "7_ about her! The Lord knows she
. ] kind to me When she came back to

Uy to live after her second marrisge,

be

Alice Hegan Rice

shie used to slip down to the dock when-
ever | made the port. I can see her now,
as smart as a little white yacht under full
sail, pretending to be interested in the
arriving passengers, when all the time she
was wirelessing me on the bridge to hurry
up, that her motor was waiting, and that 1
was to take lunch with her. By George !
that girl could say more with her eyes and
one finger than most women can say with
their tongues.”

' Were you ever in her home ?

“ Many a time. They had a wonderful
place down below Waikiki—white beach.
blue sea, and palms—you know, the kind
of thing Honololu specialises in, Well,
she would treat me like a Grand Mogul.
Nothing too good for me. She remem-
bered the things I liked to eat, and the kind
of cigars I liked to smoke. ' She gave me
a taste of what a real home can be, and
when my time was up, she'd run me down
to the dock herself and give me a God-
speed that would keep me warmed up for
days to come. I tell you, a man has to
live at sea half his life to know what a thing
like that means.”

" But the Baron 7" asked Richards,
* From what 1 have heard of the gentle-
man, he was not one to give his wife iree
rein.

* Oh, von Sternman liked men to admire
Nina, Jt gave him the satisfaction of
knowing that he possessed what others
wanted. And Nina never teased him.
She'd lie to him, to be sure, and get him
out of the way at times, but that was only
to bring about more comfortable resuits.
She wanted him to be happy too. That
was her religion ; she wanted everybody
to be happy.”

“1 suppose I was the exception that
proved the rule,” said Richards grimly.
" The only cruel thing 1 ever knew her to
do was to keep me dangling between heaven
and hell from San Francisco to Hong-Kong,
and then to marry the Baron as soon as
she got to Germany."

** Well, von Sternman happened to be
on the spot when she landed. You see,
you and 1 had made it rather an exciting
voyage for'her ladyship. When we dropped
out life became too dull. She could not
bear to be out of a job.”

*1 did not drop out,” Richards pro-
tested. “ If 1 hadn’t been under orders
to report in the Philippines, the devil him-
self couldn’t have stopped me. That was
what | wanted to tell her that last night
on board ; as it was, 1 lost my chance. |
had to catch a steamer carly the pext

"
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morning for Manila, our letters miscarried,
and she married the Baron.”

There was a long pause, while Richards
lit a fresh cigarette and the Captain idly
fingered the chessmen. It was not a pause
of finality, however ; it was but a halt on
the brink of the subject during which each
looked back on the past through his own
particular vista.

'* Did she seem to care about von Stern-
man ? " Richards brought out at last,

“ Well, it's hard to say. She made up to
him, flattered him, spoiled him, and fooled
him whenever it pleased her to. Of course
she was inordinately proud of his position
and his brains. He was a brilliant man,
but hard as tacks. She spent a good
part of her time explaining away his rude-
nesses.”’

' Yes,”" said Richards, with the absent
eyes and slightly pursed lips, "1 can see
her in the role. She had a gift for inter-
preting her friends to the world. She
accorded herself the privilege of making
the translation not too literal, and the
result was always more charming than the
original.”

“ In this case it couldn’t have been worse.
The Baron, with all his good looks and
grand air, was a boor. I think Nina
secretly feared him."

‘* Feared him ? *’
sharply.

** Yes, at heart [ think she always feared
him. He had all a German's ideas about
women, and if he had ever caught her in
one of her escapades it would have gone
hard with her. In fact I think that was
just what did happen in the end.”

** What happened,” said Richards bit-
terly, * was that he made her the tool for
his dirty work. What the r girl has
suffered during these past Ilf:r years is
something I don’t like to think of."”

** Nor 1,”" agreed the Captain. “.1 did
all I could for her. When war was de-
clared in 1914 she was all in a flutter to
get back to the States, She offered a dozen
excuses ; von Sternman was ill with malaria
and had to get away from the Islands .
she wanted to see her people. Bob wanted
to enter a military school, etc. There
wasn't an extra stateroom on board, but I
turned out of my cabin for them. 1 let
that big scoundrel of a German have my
bed, all because Nina asked me to. And
ten days after he landed in San Francisco,
he forged a passport and got away to

o "

" es.," said Richards, " it was not lqng
after that that 1 saw Mrs. Starling—.

Richards looked up

will always be * Mrs. Starling " to me. W
met in.a New York hotel, in an elevatol=S
It was the first time I'd seen her since WE 3
left this steamer seven years before, Yo%
you would have thought we had not beetl
parted twenty-four hours. She took mF
right into her confidence and poured out
all her troubles.” jr
‘* About the Baron 7' -
‘“ No, about Bob. It seems he had set
his heart on going to West Point., He hat
worked for years toward that end. =
appointment was all but secured when thes
Baron's departure became known, and the
whole affair was trembling in the balant&s
Bob was beside himself with rage and dis®
appointment, and Mrs, Starling had bee#s
moving heaven and earth to get him g
heart’s desire. [ went up to their apaliss
ment and thrashed out the whole mattéfy
with them. Bob was a stunning c .
built for the army, every inch of him. :
was too loyal to his -mother to & _
himself openly concerning the Baron, B¥00
I never saw maore concentrated hat
than he showed in his face every time #=5
name was mentioned. I remember ho¥
he paced the floor, declaring that it wasi =8
fair for his life to be smashed like th&H
that if he failed to get the appointment ¥
would be a blot on his character he co®
never live down. And Mrs. Starling, whisS

as a sheet, kept saying, ' You are going ¥

get it, Bob.
going to get you out of it. The Major 855
I will arrange some way." "’ .

*“ And Major did ? ' the Captain thre¥
in sarcastically, .

" No, she did it herself, though of wﬂf"’_
I pulled a few wires in the War i
ment, and introduced her to Senator G?’;; .
upon whose decision the whole ma
hinged. It was a difficult thing to o
for he refused point-blank to give a P&
sonal interview, as he was leaving tow?
in a conple of hours."” -

“ I'll wager Nina got the interview.

“ Well, as a matter of fact, she did. ’
talked with her for an hour, then as =
to lunch with him. When [ called 8t il
apartment in the afternoon, Bob told P
Senator Gray had thought it best for s
to go down to Washington with Biot =
clinch the matter.” i

“ So that was how Bob got his A
sion!” The Captain leaned back I8 208
chair and smiled. * There is nobodY Tog
her. She's so frail and yielding
8o irresistible. It isn’t merely her
I've seen a dozen women I thonght
prettier. It's something more,

I got you into this and I
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& blind man would feel
10t changed much ?

.. _Well, I suppose she has,” Richards ad-
Witted ; * her figure perhaps more than

T colouring.”

_Naturally, A clever woman finds it
:ﬁmer to camouflage her complexion than
ofﬁmouﬂage her figure.”

She can't change the colour of her

¥, said Richards coolly.

Those ridiculously blue eyes!” The
cﬂptain laughed. “ 1 used to get an
* ic shock every time I looked into
em. After all, I think that is Nina's

Chief charm, she is so terrifically aware of

-—that is, when she isn't aware of some

Qli.e else "

« . Itis we who are aware,” urged Richards

You know those lines, * The innocent
, N that nothing does but shine;, moves

‘e the slumbering surges of the world.’
. Starling is like a radiant lighthouse
t which poor befuddled gulls beat
B their brains.”
Here's one wise old eagle that didn't !
: The Captain chuckled. “ A lighthouse
3 ﬁans keep off the rocks to me, and you
[ have. She is the only woman I was
SVer afraid of in my life. But you were
D BE me of her mission to Washington
(= you see her again ?
;. No. I was down on the border that
P Ninter, but I heard of her. She took a

"‘bus.e at West Point, to be near Bob, and

g she had the whole Post crazy about

You say she has

: m;'Yes. I shouldn’t wonder if that was
. reason Bob got first honour ; all the
i cadets were probably wasting their
e flirting with his mother."”
. His mother was doing everything in
sy Power for him," said Richards stiffiy ;
- O ambition was as great as his.”
i Oh, 1 wouldn't call it ambition on her
& She just wanted Bob to have what
. Wanted. If he had set his heart on
35 5 B & burglar, she would have helped him
S it just the same. What did the officers
BRI b, ¢hink of Bob 2
ey There was but one thing to think, |
Se1q. 08, Bob Starling was everything a
ought to be. One of the instructors
me he was considered the most pro-
8 man that had passed through the
o e tmy in years. That was the tragedy
And when did the complication with
% DBaron begin > He evic ently lost no
1 il putting Nina to work as soon as he
B Berlin.”
% i imagine the scoundrel was using her

10

Alice Hegan Rice

from the first. The letters dated from 1913,
but it was not until after we went into the
war that things began to leak out. You
see, the letters were not in code or anything
of that kind ; they would have passed with-
out suspicion anywhere. All Mrs. Starling
did was to forward them to the German
Ambassador, who was an old friend of von
Sternman’s. How could she know that
they contained secret information ? ™

"* She probably didn’t,"” agreed the Cap-
tain, “ but it must have struck her as
strange that her husband should ask her to
send his private letters to her, containing
nothing whatever of an official nature, to
the German Embassy at Washington.”

Richards' face flushed: " I did not rea-
lise thdt I was discussing Mrs. Starling with
one of her enemies. 1 took it for granted
that you shared my belief in her innocence.,”

" Nina innocent! Why, I can as soon
think of Methuselah being young!- My
dear man, you do-her an injustice.”

“The Court evidently shared my
opinion,” said Richards, * No stones were
left unturned by the Prosecuting Attorney
te convict her of conspiracy. Everything
was against her—the fact that we had just
gone into the war; that public opinion
was flaming against any evidence of pro-
Germanism ; that she did not deny having
forwarded the letters. Yet she was com-
pletely exonerated.”

“Do wyou wonder?" asked Captain
Sherry. “ I knew it was all up with the
jury when I saw she was going to conduct
her own case. ' The beautiful Baroness
von Sternman, a loyal American citizen,
made the tool of her mnscrupulovs German
husband | I can see the headlines now.
I' ve got a copy of one of the papers around
here somewhere. It had a picture of Nina
pleading her cause, and the judge and jury
in tears. I kept it because it was a rather
good likeness of her. Perhaps I can find
. Ao

He opened a desk drawer and, after some
fumbling, took out a newspaper clipping
carefully protected between cardboards.
The two men looked at the picture for
some moments in silence, and one of them
smiled with his eyes, and one of them
smiled with his lips. The Captain was the
first to speak:

*“ Perfect stage setting,” he said.
Iasco could not have done better. And a
situation worthy of Nina's genins, Can't
you see her now, taking in the whole
bunch right down to the case-hardened
reporters?’’

“And you alone refuse her even the

“ Bee
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benefit of a doubt ! "' exclaimed Richards

hotly. I should think the fact that she
brought divorce proceedings against von
Sternman the moment she discovered the
truth would be sufficient guarantee of her
innocence.”

Captain Sherry's eyes twinkled: “ A
superb coup ds grice! Nothing could have
climaxed the situation so dramatically and
so convincingly. 1t satisfied everybody,
apparently, but Uncle Sam, Unfortu-
nately he is less susceptible to feminine
charms than other men. Ewven though he
let her off, he decided that he did not want
an officer in his army whose step-father
was on the Kaiser's stafi, and whose mother
had been tried for a German spy. 1 un-
derstand that everything possible was done
at West Point to let Bob down easy, but
you can’t pitch a man out of a window
without breaking something.”

‘“ In this case it was the boy’'s heart,”
said Richards. ' It happened in May, you
see, and he was to bave been graduated in

une. You would have needed to know

im in recent years to understand just what
it meant to him. An honour man for three
consecutive years, and patriotic to his finger
tips. 1 don’t blame him for doing what he
did. I'd have done it in his place.”

"“A rotten business,” sighed the Cap-
tain. ““I have forgotten the details. It
was Nina who found him, wasn’t it ? ”

““Yes. She got back to West Point the
night it happened, went to his room and
found him sfill in bis uniform with a bullet
through his heart, and beside him a small
American flag on which was written * For
my country.”

A great exclusive fanture

They sat silent, each closeted in his ows
reflections.  Then Richards said : -

“ Such a tragedy would have crushed 8
woman of coarser fibre, but Mrs. Starling
bent to it like a flower in a hurricane. S48
felt the beauty of his death, and the pe
fection of his sacrifice, just as she felt vo
Sternman’s position and what he did fof
his country. Her letter to me at the
time was one of the noblest things I evess
read. She did not blame anybody. eTe
was no bitterness nor rebellion nor &
crimination, only the most exquisite ufi®
derstanding and acquiescence. She has &
wonderful soul, a—"

Then realising how warmly he ,
speaking, he rose abruptly and pusheds
back his chair:

** After all, it's a subject upon which yo¥
and I could never agree. We have bees s
foolish to discuss it.”

“Not at all,"” said the Captain; “
have passed a very pleasant afternoon. ¥
the way, 1 suppose of course you kng
that she has married again.”

Richards stopped abruptly in the do¢
way. “' Mrs. Starling, married ? ” he
peated dully. £

" ¥Yes, 1 saw it in a German paper ¥
Hong-Kong last month. She managed ¥
get over to Berlin by way of Soutss
America, shipped as a stewardess on &
German boat, and re-entered the ranks &
the German nobility."

" You don’t mean that she has ma
another baron ?  asked Richards, aghast

Captain Sherry's bluff laugh rang 0898
heartily. " Oh, Lord, no ! " he said, &%
the same one | ™ -
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f.i.rcc things—her late husband's

wealth (he was the in-
mdrous “* step-ladder, iron-
bedst=ad combin e I
mls. and her hospitality: plump
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er house in Loamshire was crammed
Whic tontented guests. The hupe place
‘hh had been the late inventor's pride,
Yo Called The Grange, but, 1 regret to say,
hﬁe ‘tter known amongst her friends as
{ ,M! lagerie, by reason of the curious
iens of humanit v to Le met there
T Armytage said that she liked to have
oy & Esting * people about h-‘rl_ and she
.'Ih‘b:cm' becavse there is quite a large
f T of people in the world nowadays
May be called intercsting. There are
2 who ,1;1 sorts of n:-.lr\"_'u!_lli;‘)
B3, Propound startling theories, weas
€ clothes, start quaint religions, dis-
& new country in many other
become notorious. Some call them
Mrs. Armytage, whose brain
tlear as Licr heart was warm
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THE NIGGER
PEARL

By
CHARLES GARVICE

“But what 1| mean 10 say i that & girl who i

subject to ha'locinations of this sort any gl wanis =
strong mas to look nfter her™

have

been considerably intrigued in her
management of The Men Tie and her
guests, had it not been for a certain dis-
covery of her own-—that is, of her secretary,
Miriam Grey.

She had found Miss Grey in a hotel in one
of the foreign watering-places which Mrs
Armytage frequented; the girl had be-
come suddenly an orphan, and, like many
another orphan, had been left penniless by
her father, one of those charming parents
who demonstrate their complete confidence
in Providence by leaving their children en-
tirely to its care. It was the sort of case
to appeal to Mrs. Armytage, who, when
Miriam Grey declined to accep 1arity,
promptly suggested that the girl should
come to her as her secretary, The arrange-
ment proved eminently satisfac tory ; and
Miss Grey soon got The Menagerie in hand
and ran it with a tact and skill which
astonished her employer—and

Mizs Grey may the

hersell
asif my , the servants—1t
:

aged

class which, for mysterious

known to itsell, régards

best
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governesses with ill-veiled contempt—not
only liked, but actually obeved, her. More-
over, the gnests ** took to " and confided in
her ; for she was well posted up in their
respective claims to fame. She could talk
to the poet about his little book of verse
which was a matter of confidence between
him and his publishers ; the inventor of a
wonderful gun which an incredulous War
&f:ice refused to believe was capable of

troying an immense army by one shot,
found in her a sympathetic though
momentarily horrified listener ; while to
the soul-stirring revelations of the explorer
she lent an ever-ready and pretty ear.
Children and dogs adored her ; so did the
young men guests, who displayed great in-
genuity in contriving excuses for approach-
ing her: she was a very pretiy girl, with
dark hair, beautiful grey eyes, and a smile
which had won more hearts than Mrs,
Armytage's.

Notwithstanding her popularity, Miss
Grey ** kept her place,” as the butler said
approvingly ; although she was always on
hand when she was wanted, at other times
she sought the seclusion of the pretty,
indeed, luxurious, bedroom and sitting-
room which Mrs. Armytage had insisted
upon allotting to her; they were two of
the best rooms in the house, and the sitting-
room opened on the south end of the
terrace,

On a certain morning in June, Mrs.
Armytage, having knocked first—it was
noteworthy that something about Miss
Grey induced almost a punctilious courtesy
in everybody's treatment of her ; though
neither by word, look, nor manner did the
girl make any claim to such regard—Mrs.
Armytage, having knocked, bustled into the
room with a sheaf of letters in her hand.

‘* Oh, good morning, my dear,” she said,
kissing Miriam affectionately. " How well
you're looking this morning! And as cool
as a—a 4

‘““Cucumber is the usual word,” said
Miriam, with a smile, the little smile witich
transformed the usual gravity of her face
bewitchingly,

** Nothing of the sort, my dear. You
look like a beautiful lily in that pretty
white dress of yours.” " Miriam laughed
i’;ﬂd held out her hands for the letters.

Nothing partigular this morning, my
dear; most of ‘em begging letters as
usuyal. Oh, ves:; I am forgetting ; there
is. one. It's from Regpic Davenant.'
Miriam had been glancing at the letters,
and she looked up quickly and as quickly
down again, a faint colour rising to her face

which was of that complexion we liken ¥
old ivory, for lack of a better comparisofe
** He writes and asks if he may come de
Theletter is dated four daysago ; 1suppo®
he had forgotten fo post it, which would
just like Reggie. He's the wildest harui®
scarum, careless young man I know ; bW
he’s a dear boy and I'm awfully fond &
him. Perhaps it's because he's so goots
locking ; mo, it's his taking ways. &
wheedle a bird offi a tree. He's Loff
Davenant’s second son ; but quite unhs®
his father, who, you know, got his peeragt
by- There now ! I've forgotten what
was ; but it was something extracrding
clever. T'm afraid Reggie doesn’t get @8
very well with his father and his broth®&
—you see, he's so wild, and has given the®
such a lot of trouble.”

“ I understand,” murmured Miss
her eyes still fixed on the letter,

" You always do, my dear,” said
Armytage, giving the girl's arm a lovise
little pat, * He's a naughty boy ; but.
I say, I am very fond of him ; everybotts
is, and I should like him to come dowBs
but we are quite full up, aren’t we ? THS
man who killed four lions with a walkifiss
stick ought to have gone ; but he hass

“““There is the little room next to minés
said Miss Grey reluctantly. Ry

** Oh, but my dear, I couldn’t think S5
letting him have that! He'd be an aWwis
nuisance to you, sitting up half the nif™s
smoking; and he's always singing =
whistling. No; 1 won't have you 58
turbed, not even for Reggie.’ !

“1 don't think Mr. Davenant will @5
turb me," said Miriam. * Besides,"” {
a tiny flush, “ it's too late for consicS
tion ; he 1s on his way down now. ,
says that he will come if you don’t saY =
must not.” o

** Dear,

sand Mrs. Arm ".-_
““how like him | What is it be done ! ;
" Get his room ready.”” said Miss
“ I will sec Mrs. Hudson, the house
at unce."*
“1T really think you are the sweeslsg
mostunselfish—— { Oh, there’s Mr. Toot=

dear !’

in the garden. I promised to hear hiS T
poem ; and I had forgotten all about 5.0
When she had bustled out, Miriam GUG
sank into her chair, her hands clasped PSS
her, her shapely head bent. She sat thus®
a minute or two, then, with a gestur® oy
resignation, she went in search ©f =0
housekeeper.  just before lunch she Pl g
voices outside her open window. Sl
Armytage’'s and the new visitor's, X
sently those two persons entered the
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“Here's Reggie—Mr. Davenant—my
dt.al’- I've just been warning him that
he's to keep as quiet as a mouse and not be
& nuisance to you.” She turned as she

ke to set the curtain straight, and

efore did not see the expression of
Pefied amazement and fieeting joy which
83t upon the good-looking countenance of
gentleman, who opened his mouth to
laim, but shut it again in obedience to a
8light movement of the hand made by Miss

ey.
“How—how do you do, Miss Grey ?
B8 got out with difficulty. ' 1 have
Pomised Mrs. Armytage that the pro-
Yerbial mouse will be a tornado of noise
fompared with me. I'll be as good as gold ;
8nd [ think it's awfully nice of you
At this moment Mrs. Armytage was
tled from the terrace by one of her
Mumerous and exacting guests; and the
tant she had gone out of ear-shot, the
¥oung man’s manner changed to one of
A rish eagerness. ' My dear Miriam !
“?m would have thought ——!"
" Miss Grey' would be more appro-
Pfiate,” she said in a low voice.
“Oh, of course: all right!

" he re-

"&ndcﬂ. “But look here, you know—
t 15 so sudden! I'm knocked all of a

P. When we last met, at Trouville—
Say, what's happened ? " He glanced at
black sash on her dainty frock, the
k bow on her blouse,

My father died soon after you leit, 1

in

'l“\lﬂll that I should have to earn my liviug.

I am earning it wvery pleasantly. In a
Word, Mr. Davenant, naturally [ do not

h to be reminded of a past which has
£0ne for ever."”

.: But——"" he began pleadingly.

No, no,” she saud earnestly, ' Please
et s forget it. Everything bhas altered
Besides— "

“1 know what you mean,” he said
Aickly, ruefully. ‘ You mean that there
h‘Nlt.lu;np: between us ; that I have no right

Presume on a mere friendship, 1'd hoped
that it would have been more—but you
Wouldn't let me speak——"'

“Tam glad I did not,” she said. “* We
't say any more. You will be just one
e visitors ; [—I cannot permit one of
Armytage's guests to—tlo—propose

She flushed painfully. “1 am
I can rely on you—"'
{ you mean that I am not to make
to you,” he said, with a shake of his

“well, I'lI try ; bat it will be precions

There ! Don't look at me like that
Vea't | said I will be good ? But lock

Charles Garvice

here, dash it all, you're not going to treat
me as if ] were one of the ' menagerie,” one
of the dear old lady's freaks ! You'll let me
talk to you—well, not exactly as I used
to try to do ; but just let me tell you about
my troubles and scrapes and the rest of it,
Do you remember how I used te bore you ?
There's something about you, Miri—Miss
Grey—which makes a man run ta you for
help and advice, as a bear makes for honey.
You're got a sympathetic nature, and—well,
you understand. Angels arealways beauti-
ful, and I've an idea that the general run of
them are not what you'd call clever, while
you—beg pardon |—I1'd forgotten for the
moment 2

*Oh, yes; you can tell me anything you
want to,” conceded Miriam resignedly,
“ I hope things are going well with you ? ™

" Rotten,” he said laconically. ™ They
always are. My people still regard me as
a black sheep, and not a prize one at that.
I've tried my hand at one or two things,
but muffed them, as usual. You see, I
hadn’'t you at hand to advise me——"'

A neat dnd demure housemaid put in an
appearance, and Miss Grey said in her best
secretarial manner,

** The maid will show you your room, Mr,
Davenant. Lunch is at one-thirty.”

Regarding the servant more in sorrow
than in anger, the young man took his
departure. On entering the crowded
dining-room, at lunch time, he observed that
Miss Grey was seated at the bottom of the
table, and was cheerfully marching to-
wards the chair next hers when a footman
intercepted and guided him to a seat beside
his hostess ; and it says much for this
good-for-nothing's command of counten-
ance and temper that he displayed no sign
of disappointment or chagrin, but, his face
wearing its pleasant smile, at once set out
to charm and amuse his hostess. His re-
peated attempts during the afternoon to
approach Miss Grey proved as futile as
that at Junch. And it was with rather a
rueful countenance that, when he went into
the drawing-room alter dinner, clad in
what the old-fashioned novelist loved to
call " immaculate evening dress,”” he found
Miss Grey seated in a corner and heavily
barricaded by several of the freaks, who
appeared to be all talking at once to her.
Perforce he had to turn to his hostess, who,
blazing in rare and costly gems of various
colours, was scated in an arm-~chair and, like
a keeper, surveying her collection of curious
animals with bland complacency.

" I say, got "em all on to-night, aontie | ™
he said, running his eyes over her plamp
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and scintillating figure with a kidd of
impudence which, goodness knows why, no
woman ever seemed to resent. Mrs. Army-
tage, who liked him to call her ** auntie,”
though they were in no way related, patted
him on the arm and laughed as she replied,

** Oh, not all, my dear. I think it's very
bad taste to wear too much jewellery, It
makes one conspicuous.”’

 The Court is with you,’’ he said gravely.
“The few things you've got on to-night
: iust show ‘em what you could do if you

iked. Is there anything new, anything 1
haven't seen 7 "’

* I'm sure I don't know, my dear,” she
said, looking down upon her begemmed
bosom and arms. * No, I don’t think so.
Oh, yes, 1 fancy this black pearl is new since
you were down last." She touched with
her fat finger a perfect and matchless pearl
which hung as a pendant to a thin chain.
"1 call it my nigger pearl. A nice one,
isn't it 7 "

* Stonning 1 he responded.
away the best 1 have seen. George! It
glows like a—like a het coal. Where did
you pick that up ? It must be worth guite
a pot of money ; sort of ' king's ransom ’
they used to talk about.”

"' Yes ; it did cost a great deal. my dear,”
she admitted with a sigh of satisfaction.
"1 got it at that Maharalah's sale—I never
It is sup-

** Far and

can pronounce the man's name.
posed to be unique.”

" Shouldn’t wonder,” said Reggie. “ By
the way, isn't that rather a flimsy chain
vou've got it on ¢ Looks te me as if the
slightest thing would break it. If that pearl

were mine, I should have it fixed to a
ship's cable—until 1'd pawned it.”

Do you know I was saying to Melsham,
my maid, only this morning that this chain
was scarcely safe. I'll get a thicker one,
Itwould be a pity to lose the pearl,“she said.

* Rather," responded Reggie absently,
for at that moment the human barrier in
front of Miss Grey had thinned somewhat,
and he sprang up and hurried towards the
breach ; but before he could reach ber, a
little boy, the child of a political Polish
lady who had been bapished from her
native country, probably for that country's
good, ran across the rogm and Rung him-
self at Miss Grey, who immediately lifted
him to her lap and appeared to be so
absorbed in fondling him that she had no
attention tobestow on Mr. Reggie Davenant

* Look here,” he said at last in a Jow
and aggrieved voice, ' the kid's had his
fnnings. I've listened to his innocent
prattle; I've let him crease my shirt-

I1o

front; I've answered one hundred and®
fifteen questions; also, he's ruined my
watch for life and pulled half the hairs osf
of my moustache : don't you think it's m§f
turn now ? Iry, for a few precious moments
to regard me as a little beast with long ¢

and a blue wvelvet frock with mother
pear]l buttons.”

* What do yon want ? ”' asked Miriame
still engrossed with the chiid.

" I T were to tell you all I wanted,” bhe
said slowly and solemnly, " it would takey
about two days and a half, No, it w ouldn'th
It would take about one minute.—All righte S
all right, I'll behave | " he declared hastilys =
in deprecation of the drawing together 08
her brows, which he recognised as a dangers
signal. * But I want to tell you somethingi¥
sm'nething. important. I've got a letter t0° ]
night * At this inauspicious moment!
a gentleman ‘who bad invented an ingenl®
ously smoked glass for viewing eclipse$
waddled towards them and was greeted with
Miss Grey’s usuval smile of tolerance, if
encouragement,

“Oh, da—dash—it alll* groandi
Reggie. * Look here, 1’1l be on the terrac®
at half-past ten to-morrow—don't say yoi
won't come. How do you know | haven't
invented a way of getting to the moon, 0F
shot a double-headed elephant ? You have
to be a freak in this infern—blessed hous®
to receive decent attention.”

“ Good evening,” bleated the inventof

of quaint astronomical instruments, ** Ma¥ ¥

I ask if you take any interest in solar pheno®
mena, Mr. Davenant 7 "

" No,” said Reggie bluntly. * 1 tasted
it once and I didn't like it."

* Ah,"” said the confused pentlemad
" Pity, pity |—But I know Miss Grey dos ,

and I should like to show b

Reggie walked off, with a frown on DS

generally smooth forehead, and rage in
usually blithesome heart ‘
The next morning at the appointed hodf
he was on the terrace outside Miriami®
window ; and after he had paced up l"‘
down hall a dozen times, she appeared B8
& vision of youthand beautvand, better ﬂml_
womanly charm—so exquisite a vision th
Reggie was able only to stand and geze 8*
her speechlessly for a full minute.
“1 can’t work while you pace up snd
down like a wild beast
" What else can you do in a menagerie ’l" 3
he demanded. * And let me tell you that S
you hadn’t shown up, you would have heaf€
me roaring and clawing at the window. \
* 1 can give you five minutes,” she saidh 4
glancing at her wrist-watch.

" she began. [0S

Cw_ﬂurﬂ"d .



Little Signs That Reveal

Character at a Glance

The Simple Knack of Knowing All About a Person at Sight

VERY one knows that a high forehead
(4", Indicates the intellectual type, that
i 4 receding denotes weakness, while a
hﬁounced chin means determination —
Mihings and a few other signs are under-
ﬁim by all. ‘But often these signs are
B Srbalanced by others which are just
. PParent, but which the average person
Y know how to diagnose,

A;‘l Consequence, we often jump to con-
about people, which prove incorrect
Euse we don't carry our observations far
» It’s like trying to read a sentence
W Aklng at the first one or two words.

S Might guess the sense, but more likely
s POt we'd go wrong. Vet once you
B 5, (he secret you can understand what
the litule signs mean and get at a glance
e PPlete picture of the characteristics of
e Person you meet, as easily as you read

- e,

4 'I know this to be true, for I used to be
' the poorest judge of character that I

4 I was always making friends, only to
. that they were the wrong kind, or saying
hd"l‘tmg thing to my customers because
knd ed to “size them up” correctly,
| ing money to people who never in-
8 10 pay me back. I even made a
.’ Mistake by giving up a good job to
Bint,

partnership with a man who turned
10 be §;

R

ttle short of a thief.

&, as pretty much discouraged by this
g2 30d I determined that the thing for
™ do was 1o learn to read character,
i roch & thing as that was possible, for I
q' that unless 1 did know whom I could
"0d whom I couldn't, 1 never would

l:"? far,

B 28 about this time that I read an
== 8bout Dr, Blackford, one of the fore-
¥4 o Jacter-anaiysts, who was employed
h*z Company at a record fee to select

3 *Mployees. 1 thought then that if
4 &. ied business men paid such a salary
M order 10 insure their getting the

Biees d of workers, there surely must be
& '0g in chamcter reading for me.

day my eye was attracted to an

L
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announcement of a lecture on Character
Analysis by Dr. Blackford, and 1 decided to
go and see if I could Jearn anything.

That lecture was an eye opener! Not
only did Dr. Blackford show how easy it is
to read at a glance the little signs that reveal
a person's character, but after the lecture
she gave a remarkable demonstration of
character reading that amazed the audience.

She asked the audience to select two
people in the hall to come up and be
analysed. Several men, all of them entirely
unknown to her, were suggested, and finally
two were chosen. As they came upon
the platform Dr. Blackford looked them
over keenly, and, after a moment's thought,
began to analyse both of them at once. As
she mentioned the characteristics of one, she
described the corresponding characteristics
in the other.

Beginning with generalities, she told the
audience, every one of whom seemed to
know both men, that one was sociable,
active, bold and determined, while the other
was more or less of a recluse, very self-con-
tained, quiet and gentle.

The first, she said, was brilliant, clever,
quick-witted, and resourceful ; the second,
a silent man, slow and deliberate when he
spoke, and relied upon calm, mature judg-
ment rather than brilliant strokes of ingenuity
and wit

The first man, according to Dr. Blackford,
was active, restless, always on the go, im-
patient, and able to express himself only
in some resolute, aggressive manner. The
second man was studious, plodding, and con-
stant, and expressed himself after prolonged
concentration and careful thought. The first
man, the doctor said, was therefore especially
equipped to execute plans, to carry to suecess
any course of action, but was not particu-
larly qualified to make plans or 1o map out
a course of action —he could make practical
use of many different kinds of knowledge,
but did not have the patience or the power
of concentration to search out and classify
the knowledge so that it could be used,
While he was a brilliant speaker, a resource-
ful and effective debater, he lacked the power

Sl - B el g,
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to dig out and assemble the material for
orations and debates. The second man, she
continued, being shy and self-conscious, could
not speak in public, but was a master of study
and research, and strong in his ability to
classify and correlate all kinds of knowledge.

*“The first gentleman,” said Dr. Blackford,
““would be a remarkable success as a lawyer,
especially in court practice. Theé second
would also be a remarkable success as a
lawyer, but his particular field would be the
preparation of cases and the giving of advice
to clients. Therefore,” she went on, “they
would be particularly fitted to work together
as partners, not only because they comple-
ment each other professionally, but because
their dispositions are such that they would
naturally admire and respect each other.”

As she said this the audience broke into a
storm of applause, and upon inquiry I learned
that the two men were indeed lawyers and
partners, that they had been partners for
twenty years, and were well known for their
intense affection for each other, and for the
fact that during their twenty years’ partner-
ship they had never had a disagreement.
One was the brilliant court lawyer, the other
the student and adviser, and as a team they
were remarkably successful.

When the lecture was over, it didn’t take
me long to get up to the platform and in-
quire as to how I could learn more about
character reading, and I found that Dr.
Blackford had just completed a popular
Course that explained the whole thing and
which would be sent on approval, without
charge, for examination. | immediately
wrote the publishers, and received the Course
hy return post,

And when it came I was never so amazed
in my life—for here was the whole secret in
seven fascinating lessons, No hard study,
no tiresome drudgery, just interesting
pictures and simple directions that 1 couldn’t
£0 wrong on.

Whr, the very first lesson gave me hints
I could use right away, and it was only a
matter of a few weeks before I was able at
one quick but careful survey to tell just what
a man was like by what he looked hike.

And what a revelation it was |
first time I really /Anmerw
thought I had known for

For the
people whom 1
years. It was all

so simple now that it hau-:i!y seemed p
that I could have made such mistakes 28%
did before I heard of Dr. Blackford.

People took on a new interest. Instes®
of just “ ciphers,” each one became a defio®
personality, with qualities, tastes, and
which I was always able to “spot.” WHE
the very act of meeting people became &
most fascinating pastime in the world. A8 :
how much more clearly my own charati®
loomed up to me. I know as never bel0®
my limitations and my capabilities.

But it has been in contact with people®s
business that my new faculty has helped @
most—to say that it has been worth hundre®
of pounds to me is to put it mildly. It
enabled me to select a new partner who 588
proved the best help a man ever had="
has made it possible for us to build ¥
probably the most efficient * frictionle®
organization in our line of business, 4
every man in the right job—it has been ¥
means of my securing thousands of pou
worth of business from men 1 had ®
been able to deal with because I aceey
judged them correctly, for after all, busin® ‘
relations depend more on knowing the 8%
you're dealing with than any one thing ¢lse ’
and what I've leamed from Dr. Blackfor®
lessons enables me to know as much.
a man the first time I meet him as his

friend—sometimes more. 58

Is it any wonder that many of the :

enterprises have solicited Dr. Blackf“&
advice ; or that thousands of heads of ]ﬂf
corporations, salesmen, engineers, phyﬁic"d' _

bankers, and educators have studied «~

Course, and say that the benefit deri
worth thousands of pounds to them?

Send No Money

The biggest surprise about Dr. B!zdf“g
Course you haven't read yet—and that $%5
price. If, after examining the seven ldf:
in your own home, you decide to keep fod
Course, you need only send 3o/- in
payment. If you are not entirely sati®
with the Course, send it back within
days and you will owe nothing.

Merely send a postcard or letter
enclosing any money—and the Coursé
be sent to you post free,

wil

You take no risk, and you have evd'im.

! b 2
to gain, so write at once, before this

markable offer is withdrawn.

National Business and Personal Efficiency (Blackford's D'l""ﬂ'

THE STANDARD ART BOOK CO., Ltd.
60, CHANCERY LANE, W.C.2
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“Td rather have five minutes from
JOU-—_  Here, don'tgo !~ She had turned
mwiil'ds the room. “ Beg pardon ! O Lord,
= L you see I can't helpit 7 ¥
lﬁrN arly one minute gone,” observed
“ia.rp in a businesslike way
r Righto ! Let's sit down on this seat,

M worn out. In a nutshell, I've just had
:i nce offered me of joining this expedi-

O to Nairobi. Read about it? Of

Urse you have! Is there anything you

Nt know ? It's a good thing. There's
m?-nt?}r‘ n it

And are
gl‘di“ she

b

you going ? I'm glad, very
said, just a trifle too fervently.
Oh, are you 7" he said, eyeing her
gh'mnilg,, * Well, I'm sorry to abate your
;susparts of joy at the prospect of getting
*id of me, but there's a hittle obstacle. 1've

to find a thousand pounds. It's like
011(': of those stories with a ‘catch’ in it,
Bn't i My only way of getting that

B SOlossal sum of money is by committing

glary or highway robbery; and, by
ge, I'm almost ready for either plan,
for Something tells me that this expedition

Boing to turn out a winner ; and if it

should and I'm in it, I should be in a posi-

% Joke of it,” he said hoarsely

Tembled.

L

o

Ty

to—to

There was no need for him to finish the
‘“l"»t'm:c. The colour rose faintly to

iriam’s face, she averted her eyes ; but,

led, she turned them again at a new
fi6te in his voice, and saw that his face had
Siddenly become hageard with the terrible

S8 of a man's passion.

Oh, my dear, you force me to make

‘ but if
8 knew, if you k#ew, how much I love

» how badly 1 want you——! Miriam,
tell me that if 1 can join this Nairobi thing

4 prove myself —well, not worthy of
You, byt just worthy to kiss those httle
feny of yours, you'd—youd give yvoursell

ine, and 11l get that thousand pounds if
i1 had to commit murder.”

" Hush ! ' she said, and her
“That's one reason

Stn’t say it. No, no!

But her heart clamoured Yes,
And Reggie would have won this wonderful
E8] there and then, if the Polisk kid had
At appeared at that moment and ran at
“'H'n. at once engrossing Miriam’s attention
50 saving—or spoiling—the situation.
angely enough, though one would have
ht an intelligent child would have
aware that he had not made a {avour-
impression, little Paulo displayed a
t liking for the unsatisfied and irritated
T, and Reggie, who at ardinary times

b4y 'i' -
why |

ves

Sty

Charles Garvice

was fond of children, was compelled to
reciprocate the infant’s advances. Indeed,
s0 fascinated was Paulo on this occasion
that he deserted Miss Grey and insisted
upon his new friend accompanying him to
view the tomb of a kitten at whose obsequies
the infant had assisted in the early morning.

All things come to him who waits, and
after dinner that evening Reggie managed
to lure Miriam into one of the ante-rooms,
He looked as if he were suffering from sup-
pressed excitement ; his face was pale, his
eyes, bright at most times, were unduly
brilhant, and unconsciously he gripped her
arm as he whispered,

* Miriam, I think I see a way to getting
that thousand. It will be unpleasant, it
will be dangerous, but I'll try it. Too much
depends—hold on! I'm not going to talk
to you again as I did this morning—too
much may depend on my getting it, for me
to hesitate at the means. Oh, dash my
hat,” he groaned, "' here comes that woman
who says we ought to eat the shell with the
egg.—No, Mrs. Boggles, I always leave the
shell, Seems to me as if it would look
greedy to eat the whole caboose. And if
the egg-shells, why not the egg-<cup?
What 7 "' And so, witha rlv:.p:nr‘mg glance
at Miriam, he made his escape.

Miriam sat up in her bedroom quite late
that night, her hairfallingover her shoulders,
her hands clasped in her lap, She was not
asking herself whether she loved Reggie
Davenant or not, because she knew the
answer. Indeed, she loved “him very
dearly ; bat she was not blind to the fact
that he was not perfect: she wouldn’t have
loved him if he had been. She knew that
there were weaknesses in that charming
character ; but she told herseli, as most
women do, that she could help 1o get nid
of them. Yes, he needed her ;: and a woman
loves to think that she is necessary to the
well-being of the men to whom she has given
her heart And, oh! she had given the
whole of it to Reggie: there was not a
little scrap left in her bosom, in which theve
would be a lamentable vacancy, unless she
filed it with that heart of his. She spent a
HE!‘l‘;n]t"!-S ﬂi’{hl

In the morning., at breakiast
Reggie announced, with a cheerfulness
highly creditable to him, that he had
promised to go for a drive with Mrs. Army-
tage, who was anxious that he should
confirm her decision to purchase a large
property in the neighbourhood . and he
was still smiling as they were starting,
until he managed to catch Miriam’s eye
when the smile was replaced by a lock ol

ume,
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such entreaty and longing that her hand
trembled as she arranged the light TUg over
her patron’s knees.

Soon after the carriage had gone, the
maid who attended on Reggie's bedroom
met Miriam on the terrace.

* Oh, Miss Grey," shesaid, * 1 wanted to
speak to you about Mr. Davenant's room,"

" What is the matter, Mary > "' asked
Miriam with a smile. “ Has he been
breaking up the furniture 7 He has been
very quiet.”’

‘* Oh, no, miss,” replied Mary promptly,
and with a rather shocked air, for, like
most of her sex, she had given her heart,
in a strictly proper sense in her case, be it
understood, to that ingratiating young
man, who, she declared in the servants’
hall, was a perfeck gentleman and as hand-
Some as any man had a right to be. * Oh,
no, indeed, miss ; but he will drop his cigar
and cigarette ash all over the place; and
1 thought if you would be so good as to let
me have an ash tray—not one of the usual
small ones, but something as he couldn’t
help seecing Oh, thank you, miss,” she
added as she turned away, “ and would
you mind locking his door as you come
out ? Master Paulo is always running in
and out, trying to find Mr. Davenant—so
fond he is of him. And no wonder, he's
got such a taking way with him.”

“ Yes: he has, Mary." said Miss Grey
meekly.

She found a silver bowl in her room and
carried it in to Mr. Davenant’s, She was
there only a moment, 50 to speak, but when
she came out her face was deathly white,
and as she turned the key in the door, she
clung to the handle, as if she had been
overtaken by a sudden wealmess. She had
scarcely reached her own room, when, to
her surprise, she saw Mrs. Armytage’s pony
phaeton driving up to the terrace.

“* Ob, my dear | "' ecried that lady, “ we
have had to come back. 1'veremembered—
that is to say, I've forgotten, something.
I won’t be a minute, Reggie.”

“ Can't I get it, whatever it is >
Miriam, in a dulled voice.

“ No, no. I won't trouble you, dear,”
replied Mrs. Armytage, and she hurried
into the house,

"' Miriam,"” said Reggie in a low voice,
* this is a special mercy. I want to tell vou
that I 16;1 !‘i}ll;ll"lol now that I can get that
money. 8hall go up to town to-night
Pl'ﬂﬂ:u’;c me that whenpl come back mﬁy
; -bye you will give me five minutes
—What is the matter ? You lock pale—.
actually white | "

asked

174

Before she could reply, they were bot8
startled by shrill cries of  Miriami=
Miriam ! " y

“ That is Mrs. Armytage! What B8
happened ? " murmured Miriam.

" One moment,” he pleaded.

" No, no,” she said agitatedly. * Sif
wants me—I must go.” -

She hurried into the house. Mrs. A
tage was standing on the top of the g
staircase, her face red, her hands clutchifl
the bannister rail. .

" Oh, Miriam, come up at once !
cried agitatedly. ]

Miriama ran up the stairs and followe®
Mrs. Armytage into her dressing-room.: v,

“ My dear, something has lxappcnﬂ"-‘.
said the old lady. “ I've had a serif ;
loss. There now! I'm frightening
How stupid of me! Don't look so scs
my child ; it's not a death, but—but
unigger, my black pearl” Miss
usually so calm and self-possessed,
behind her for a chair and dropped into#%
" It's all right. my dear. There, there!
for goodness sake I You'll upset o¥
if you break down.” .

" The pearl ? ** said Miriam, moistenifl
her dry lips.. * Are you sure 7 *’ r

“ Quite sure, my dear,” replied
Armytage, with a portentous nod.
took it out of the jewel-case this morn :
intending to pack it up and send it %
London to get a stronger chain—RegE®s
advised me to do so, 1 left it on the tab
here,” she placed her fat hand on the
" and forgot it."”

" The safe

" suggested Miriam, whosS
face had lost something of its recent pallof
" My dear, of course, I've looked | e

in my bag, everywhere; though I 88
perfectly sure and certain-and could :
it in a Court of Justice that I left the thises
just here.” F
" What—what is to be done ? ” _‘
Miriam. She spoke guite steadily DO%S
and her eyes, though they had a preoccup®Ss
expreasion in them, met Mrs. .-\.rm)ﬂ“': d
unwaveriogly ~l
" That’s what I'm asking myself. &
course, I don't want to lose my pearl &
know what 2 beauty and how valuable s
is—but I should hate to call in the poiss
and make a newspaper affair of it. ;
person—ahem | Reggie is always te oo
me about what he calls my freaks and Yy
folly of making friends with people I KOS
nothing about, just because they re inte %
ng ; and it is just possible that sod el

-

=

has yielded to a sudden temptation,
there, again, none of the visitors ever ¢
—
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AVE you heard the news about

Frank Jordan?"

o ‘This question quickly brought
We the little group whica had [nthc red
“’etemrc of the office. Jordan and 1 had

= with the Great Eastern Machinery

Within a month of each other, four
Ag0. A year ago Jordan was taken

; the accountants’ department, and I was

e Ut as traveller. Neither of us was

==4 with an unusual degree of brilliancy,

W& made good in our new jobs well

&l to ktL") Ihcln

Iﬂux]m_ my amazcment, then, when 1

Jﬂfdan; just been made secretary of the
{1 \. s

o Could l.md‘\- believe my ears, dut
" Was the ~ Notice to I'Il‘a'u wyees” on
by Botice boa 1rd, telling about Jordan’s goad

Ro"' I knew that Jordan was a capable

s Quiet and unassuming, hm.t I never
bave selected him for any such sudden
1 knew, too, that the Secretary of the
Eastern had to be a big man, and I
Cd how in the world Jordan secured
Illun

"ﬁrs! chance 1 got | walked into
& new office, and after congratulating
b in‘nl) I asked him to give me the
I of how he jumped ahead so quickly.
Ty is so intensely interest ting that 1
f hg to repeat il as closely as I re-
'.. § ed
l'll tell you just how it happened, George,
'lc you may pick up a point or two that
p You.

T

'he tr:nw.m st how scared 1 ninl to

Never bad o talk the chief?
"‘Uu mbcr how you used 1o u.ll me
‘N:T}‘ time I opensd my mouth I put

inlo it, meaning, of course, that

i

115

The Secret

of being a

onvincing Talker

How I learned it In one evening
By GEORGE RAYMOND

every time I spoke I got into trouble? ¥You
remember when Ralph Sinton left to take
charge of the Western office and 1 was
asked to present him with the silver cup
the boys gave him, how flustered I was
and how I couldnt say a word because
there were people around? You remember
how confused 1 used to be every time
I met new people? 1 couldn’t say what I
wanted to say when 1 wanted to say it;
and I determined that if there was any
possible: chance to learn how to talk, I was
going to do it

“The first thing 1 did was to buy a
number of books on public speaking, but
they seemed to be meant for those who
wanted to become orators, whereas what 1
wanted to learn was not only how to speak
in public, but how to sxuk to mdmdualx
under varions conditions in business and
social life

“A few weeks later, just as 1 was about
to give up hope of ever learning how to
talk nterestingly, I read an announcement
stating that Dr. Frederick Law had just
completed a new course in business talking
and public speaking entitled ‘Mastery of
Speech.’ The course was offered on ap-
proval without money in advance, so since
I bad nothing whatever to lose by examining
the lessons, 1 sent for them, and in a few
days they arrived. I gianced through the
entire eight lessons, reading the headings
and a few paragraphs here and there, and in
about an hour the whole secret of effective
speaking was opened (o me.

“"For example, 1 leamed why I had
always lacked confidence, why talking had
always seemed something to be dreaded,
whereas it 1s really the simplest thing in the
world to ‘get up and talk' I leapned how
to secure complete attention to what I was
saying, and how to make everything I said
interesting, forceful, and convincing. 1




7 ADVERTISEMENTS 5
lcarned the art of listening, the value of attribute my success solely to the fact ¥

silence, and the power of brevity. Instead I learned how to talk to people.” 0
of being funny at the wrong time, I learned When Jordan finished, I asked himi
how and when to use humour with telling the address of the publishers of Dr.
effect. Course, and he gave it to me. [ sent 88
“But perbaps the miost wonderful part and found it to be exactly as he had o
of the lessons were the actual examples of After studying the eight simple le
what things to say and when to say them Degan to sell to people who had pre "t
to meet every condition. I found that refused to listen to me at all.  After
there was a knack in making oral reports mMonths ofyecord-breaking sales .d“"""
to my superiors. I found that there was dullest season of the year I received ‘-'
a right way and a wrong way to present from the ch:cf_ asking me to return lo_..
complaints, to give estimates, and to issue City office. We had quite a long X
orders. . which I explained how I was able 1o DSH

_ sales records—and I was appointed 9%

“1 picked up some wonderful points Manager at almost twice my former SUSS
about how to give my opinions, about how I know that there was nothing in me Zs
to answer complaints, about how to ask had changed except that 1 had acq®%§
the bank for a loan, about how to ask for the ability to talk where formerly I Si®8
extensions. Another thing that struck me used “words without reason.” I can
forcibly was that, instead of antagonising thank Jordan enough for telling me 3255
Feoplc when I didn’t agree with them, I Dr. Law’s Course in Business Talking &
earned how to bring them round to my Public Speaking. Jordan and 1 are %3
way of thinking in the most pleasant sort spending all our spare time in making P*
of way. Then, of course, along with those speeches on political subjects, and JO™5
lessons there were chapters on speaking s being talked about now as Mayor 048
before large audiences, how to find material town. |
for talking and speaking, how to talk to

friends, how to talk to servants, and how SEND NO MONEY ]

gy adi So confident is the Standard Art B
“Why, 1 got the secret the very first Co., Ltd, publishers of “ Mastery of SPEEEg
evening, and it was only a short time beforc Dr. Law’s Course in Business Talking 3
I was able to apply all of the principles, and  Public Speaking, that once you "
found that my words were beginning to opportunity to see in your own home &y
have an almost magical effect upon every- you can, in one hour, learn the T
body to whom I spoke. It seemed that speaking, and how you can apply the %
[ got things done instantly, whereas for- ciples of effective speech under all conCGitieg
merly, as you know, what I said went ‘in that they are willing to send you the CO58
one ear and out the other” I began to for free examination. _of
acquire an executive ability that surprised , oo e . N 1 :
me. I smoothed out difficulties likcq.:a. true 5 {eftrelrt as:::gdth:ni:o:::;fie?: Lou[;f ;iﬂ
dlp‘om‘. In my u‘lks wllh ‘the Ch'itf I sent, all C}lafgcs prcmid‘ al ance. I{ i'l. |
spoke clearly, simply, convincingly. Then 4 not entirely satisfied, send it i
sccounting. department. T was. sieen the S Within three days ater you reo
$ i Foo and you will owe nothing. ¥
job of answering complaints, ans I made On th L X ety
good. From that I was given the job of o the other h““d-‘ if you are as T
waking collections. When M Buckley 3% 3r¢ the thousands of opher o
joined the Officers’ Training Cotps 1 was s e who have taken the Cour ke S
made sécretary. Between you and me, OMY 30% in full payment, You gait
George, my salary is now £1,500 a year, risk, and you have everything 10 e

and 1 expect it will be more from the first 1€ now before this remarkable _
of the year, withdrawn. 335,000 men and womed %

X ordered Dr. Law's Course during %€ ‘I.
And I want to tell you honestly that I  three months. )

National Business and Personal Efficiency (Law’s DGP"-I ;
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:?m}'_f',.;xz*. ¢ I'm not one of those women
in like to have another woman chatter-
mg and pottering about while I'm doing
3{5 hair. There's no one, excepting
Bham : and it's ridiculous to suspect
Slsham, because she could have taken
30& whole swag—as Reggle calls it—ever
Many ti d wanted to. And

there 18 vou; but of course, that is ridicu-

= L Ihe good lady broke off with a
hugh_ 1 was unking,” she resumed
lthu_’%h‘.f-.n‘;:-. ““that perhaps, after all
s mught send for a private detective. Yes,
e\:;e read that i right thing to leave

fything u: in vour yms and

LY k vour
May find everyvihir

- ALl L3
the Crime

tive

when

the dete

it was

50 that

3L as

Wl { 'HI And that's
s2t 1 shall do, my dear,

L Yes," assented Miriam with a sigh.
& And vet " She stopped, her head
. one side, as il she were considering.

N0, [ don’t think I will. I shall go for

MY drive, and
Wil I'm

sVe It in

il we'll see if anything happens
away. Turn the key, dear, but
the lock. You still look wvery
Pale and upset N and lie down
) rehead with that lotion
discovered. You know
ails to cure the Red
headaches."'
t staurs slowly,
in, as if she

Armvtage [ol-

W, EO

wt. Mrs

s : . -
“’:h"}d her as far as the head of the stairs
®l she paused, and going to the open
Ndow overlooking the terrace, called

(-
"~

tly and beckoned to ie, who was
M;“‘g op and down, impatiently awaiting

-

hat i he muttered, but
ignal, entered the house by
nd reached the corrd
Mrs. Army
» pesture ol a

what is it ?

pirator and drew him into the room
- Reggie,” she said in a stage whisper,
! ve lost my nigger.

Lost vour what 7" he e

:‘ My black pearl
Ihe deuce you bu
b’ her example f

we l " besaid, induced

TEY,

y whisper alsc Not

! You've mislaid it nntie Have

y‘{h i ™

b ! searched evex re. Now, don't

"% as i you didn't believe me. [ left it

h““"" table here wnad s been stolen.”
Whom do vou suspect ? ' he asked
‘:r_i}- Wl

N o o e - . ’
Same here,’” he said confidently. "1

Charles Garvice

bet vou five to one in Bradburys that
you'll find it at the bottom of your knitting
basket or in one of the silly bags you lug
about with wvou evervwhere. Will you
take my bet ¢ '
“ Reggie, besensi
What's that ? So
back! Quick!!"™
into the room, partl
beckoned him to look through the narrow
They saw Minam Grey coming
cormidor, not with her usual Light,
step and erect head, 1 hurriedly,
ly, her head bent, he
s very lips. Reggie would hawve ried
called to

[ tell you—— Hush!
> is coming to put it

drew him {urther
losed the door, and

‘Nning
Li'.‘tu'.j the

nrin at
r

face whate

out, her, but Mrs. Armytage
clutched his arm and I to

warned him
gilence. They saw Miriam stop before her
patron’s door, unlock it, and enter the room.

> does 1t
in a kind

name, what

sod’s

ol |:I. in
: asked Mrs

mean
of horror

Armviagce

“ What does what mean 7" demanded
Reggie fiercely, and as he s
open the door and sedd the corridor,
Mrs, Armytage faltering fearfully behind

Miss Grey heard their footsteps and
With a cry she confronted them,
before her face
1l a slight, small

him.,
turned.
then she flung her hands
From one of her hands
object, Reggie flew to her, and Mrs
Armytage stooped and picked up the
object. It was the black pearl
at it as it lay P
then she
““ It's the nigger,”’
dear, how could vou ¢
Reggie had half led, h:
Grey to a sofa, aud he turned
fiercely indignant face on Mrs

She gazed

in her

working !

I carried Mimam
an angry and
Armvtage

‘What on earth are you saying he
demani I'hen he went white and stood

you mean to
with ling
be out of

Do

for a moment, silent,
Miriam —Miss
thing You

14,

charge
the beastly
yvour mind.’

“I suppose | must be,™ quaversd Mrs.
Armvtage. ‘ But it dropped-—sh i1d—
drop it. Oh, my dear how couwld youl
And me so foud of youl”

must

‘* Stop that! said Reggie sternly.
* The thing is impossible she could no
more steal your blessed jewellery than I

ould kill a baby in cold blood. Tell her
50, Miriam, and let's put an end to this
nonsense.” He tu ]

and she

met his eyes with sad, a curious look in

hers [he other two waited, hung breath.

lessly on her silence he broke it at last
“1 ook it,” she said toncless, leaden
HLC.
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* You took 1" he gasped. Then
he burst into a harsh laugh. " Oh, come off
it, you two ! "’ he said derisively. * Is this
bit of spoof got up for my benefit ? Isita
sort of charade ? " He stopped sud-
denly, for there was no responsive smile on
the face of either woman, and Miriam stood
motionless as a statue, her face set,
impassive.

“Oh, say you found
wailed Mrs. Armytage
—anything 1*

"1 took it,"” repeated Miriam. * There
is nothing more to be said.” She looked

it, my dear|*
" Say something

~for one instant at Reggie's haggard face.

“* I will never say anything else ; you may
do with me whatever you please, I—I
stole it."

“ That's all right ! ”* said Reggie, through
his clenched teeth. * We'll let it go at
that. You've got your pearl back, auntie,
s0 you're all serene. 1 don’t suppose you
want to make a fuss, but if yon do, make
it. We don't care. My wife and 1 are
going out to Nairobi——"'

* Your wife | ' gasped Mrs. Armytage.

“Yes,"” he said. " Miriam knows 1
love her ; here and now 1 beg her to marry
me -

" No,no | Miriam panted. ** Never ! ”

"' Yes; Ithink you will," he said quietly,
* Oh, no, I'm not taking advantage of this
affair. But what I mean to say is, that a
girl who is subject to hallucinations of this
sort, any sort, wants a strong man to look
after her. Up to date, it is you who, very
gropcrly. ought to have looked after me’;

ut that's changed—1 was going to say
‘thank goodness'! I'm going to marry
you, dear, if 1 have to carry you to church
in my arms. As to Nairobi, I shall talke
you there. Don't you be afraid that |
shan't make you happy: I love you too
much to fail. See 7 ¥

Miriam sank on to the sofa, and COVETing
her face with her hands, sobbed softly.
He went to her and put his arm round her
and kept it round her, though she strove
to push it away.

"' You're going to Nairobi 7
Mrs. Armytage,

" Yes, auntie,” he snid cheerfully, though
he was still pale and his lips twitched. “* 1
wanted a thousand quid for my share in
the expedition, and ql'va got it —What's
the matter, dearest 2" heo asked gently,
foothingly, for Miriam had started and was
#azing at him in a startled, horrified fashion.
“T've just sold my reversion. “There'l]
be a devil of a row when the governor and
Edward hear of it, and 1 daresay the pold

stammered

man will cut me out of his will. Ne#
mind that, I'm going to make my forts®
—Dearest, dearest, what is it 7 " 3

Miriam had torn herseli from him
was staring at him with amazement—8
relief now—in her eyes. At this dran
moment there came the sound of chil
weeping and wailing from the corridor, #8
door was kicked violently, and when M
Armytage pulled herself together sufficienty
to open it, Paulo waddled in, his fists t0#8
eyes, his face red and swollen, and his moB
extended by howls of lamentation, i

" Oh dear| oh dear! What is the matt®
now ? " wailed Mrs. Armytage, as she dfff
the child to her. :

" Boo-hoo! boo-hoo!" sobbed I
** I've lost my pretty ickle ege.”

“He means he's swallowed it,” 8
Reggie impatiently. * For goodness' $9%
give him something, anything, and get
of him."

“I hasn't ‘wallowed it blubbe®
Paulo indignantly. I tooked it #
Misser Weggie's woom, and now
gorned. Mawy and me has looked cve®i
where.’ y

At this moment Mrs. Armytage happeP®
to open her hand, which all this time =
been closed on the pearl ; and the moness
Master Paunlo caught sight of that cOSME
but troublesome gem, hcrpounced on it#
a hawk pounces on a mofise. -

" Why, you'se dot it1* he exclanis
resentfully. “ You went and stoled #8
Wot a shame; ‘cause it was minei 2
founded it on that table there, Mawy S8
nobody’s been in Misser Weggie's ¥
but Miss Miwiam. Did you stole it ? 55
demanded severely of Miriam, as he toddi€
off, 4
The three grown-up persons regarded ¥
infant with feelings which it would be ot
to attempt to describe. Then suddel
Reggie locked into Miriam's cyes, read “us
whole story there, and as she hid her § ¥
on his breast, be bent and kissed her DE®s
and murmared brokenly : 2

" Oh, my dear | And you thought §
warth it | Youn were going to sacrifice YO 28
self for me ! Why ? Dearest, you've §1%55
yourself away!” Heluoghed —but broke®
again, " Sea? "™ -
Then, over the bowed head he t i
grave and yet, if it be possible, a reisEy
face, to the dumbfoundered Mys,
tage, " How would next Thursday 5528
you and Miriam, Auntie? Just a PSS
wedding, with four bridesmaids, a bishEE
and a spread for balf the county | NoB¢ .
and-corner busivess for me | It will 008 3

e
y

E
"
"

i
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Iunli B 00,
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~Chairman: mr. THOMAS FARROW.

é? Every

Pl
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of
Joint Stock
Banking
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MEAD oFFiCH.

| SURRENT ACCOUNTS opened and Interest
id on approved credit balances.
SPOSITS recelved at various rates of
Fest according to notice of withdrawal.
| "’*ﬂlﬂd Copnin: Banking Buzinass of all .escrip
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23 CHARMING
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Send 2d.i0 Stamps for miniature tablets
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IAChild can Wash Up

I A Three-Course Service for Five
Ii. Persons can be Washed, Rinsed,
]I Sterilised, and Dried by means

of our

WASHING UP
MACHINE

Cighs only 20 lbs. A child can work it.

1
1 Also Larger Sizes, to take up to
Ve 5,000 Pieces per Howur,

» t

{8e
S,/ WASHING-UP- MACRINE

Feon
"’I WASHING-UP MACHINE CO.
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¥ 34, Fulbom M. Bouth Kemsington, £W.)

| CURED MY HAIRY
FACE AND ARMS FOR EVER,
ROOT AND ALL.

Eradicuted For Ever Hideous Halr Qrowths
on Face and Arms Alter Electricity and
Msany Depll:lnﬂu Had Falled.

LET ME SEND YOU HY FREE HELP,

For years | was in .Ifn-;a-r ‘-e- aune of a hideous growih o
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; o0 wy arme.  After seeking reliel for years in
t 1gh my husband, 3 surgecn and an Officer
s the Brick 1! Army, a closcly-gussded secing
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"'| prerfluous Ihu unknown among the native
womaen of India, = fact which is well kngws

It =as g0 sucoess ul I my oen case that |
no longer have 1he alightent trace of \_;ut
fincus Hair, and | shall be glad 1o wnd free 10
anyane foll mformation 1o compd
all vrace of I'.- T, oot and all. w
to resort to the dangeou 3
iep wasing your oo P’ om wodlh "l! depxlat wy P
and send me ocupon below, or & cony l'n to-dey, with your
name and address, sating whet! .‘.l:. cr Blisa. Al | nak in
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frew as soon 23 publiched. Addres: a3 below

eiy rh-"'wy
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ADVERTISEMENTS

WHY PEOPLE

MARRY

THIS is the title of the first chapter of & great book on an
impartant questien to serious-minded people. From the
inspired pen of an accomplished lady writer, this remarkable
book is an absolutely authoritative treatise on a subject which
has perplexed the mind of maskind from the beginning of the
world. While it is obviously not intended for any but those
who are married or contemplate marriage, thers f3 not a page
in the book that could harm the youngest child who can read —
every sentence, every word, being a clean sxpression from the
mind of a lady who has had every oppartunity of studying this
rtant subject.

t deals with the psychological and sociolagical sides of married
life; It points out the pitlalls of unhappiness and the certain
way in which to ohtain and increase perfect married bliss. It
is, therefore, an extraordinary i\m!- to engaged couples, newly-
married conples, and those who have besn married for wime
time yet have not succeeded in more than * rubbing along
together.” A study of this work will briag happiness to
thousands of homes, and as the writer puts it: * It the facis
herein contained are understood and followed they will ensure
that true love without which it is impossible to concummate a
perfect union which makes heaven of every earthly bome.”

The following is an abbreviated synopsis of
the work, * Matrimony, its Obligations and
Privileges," by Mona BAIRD, with a Preface
by MRr. THomas HoLmes, the well-known
Police Court Missionary (Post Free, 15.9d.) :—

INTRODUCTION
Sentimens, falss and true, nbout narrings.
CHAPTER I .
Why peopls marryi—ldlmes: - Lack of healthln! sxerciss—Too
mn:.’gI imehy resuling—Low H:lll—-l‘tl of selfseapect—Dangerous
mmuuu—lﬂa flappers and thelr fricsds—Love v glamous,

CHAPTER 11
Marriage in other lands.

CHAPTER 111
Whan to marryi—0. H. Bpureeon's sivies and St Paul's stealing
fron Qod—Haste ‘snd  dissstor—Boy and giet rAITiA g — Danger
-:‘lu—-'fbo lm;dﬂ lovur—Slugls selfabness—Growing obd fogribar—
e

faruily of e
CHAPTER IV
MArry i— Flayma te—Thoughlmates—Workmates—ais
on—The woman sl homo—And a8 werk—Whom pot to marry—
The hand of fate i fhe glovs of rhance—Plemstng the sye—Inatint o
frawn=—Agy cannol sale—Standing Uy resnlts— anlly—Bhy cougles.

CHAPTER ¥
Tha muting time 1—Antues weddlnge— Plrsiss talks—Tha partect
faver—Raticance—Munlal frankuoss—Lit1 e rifis—onour mid basooure
Keeplug esch otber's temper—Marpiod Rirta—Cotfuge! conslderation

CHAPTER VI
Thae holy bonds 1—The murrisge trinity—~Love. honous, and chey—
Pervonal  purity—For meti—VFor weimen—Presearitsl  infiaesces -
Woman's responsi LNty —7T rasemalttad Lepdataise— Fhiysteal—Mettal -
Bpiritual—Lioctare dij as—The social sooturges—N'ho I8 0 blages,

CHAPTRR YU
Tha walting time:—Fain means dlsense—Dississ mesny death—
The almple 1fe—Roatisg—Washiog—Feoding— Working— Piaying—{Fre
wration = * and rusbinces W WonEn's Yusinees—Wotken who
nowr—World-old knowledge— An amciont weilas

CHAFPTERR ViU
By thalr frults—The spring o the year—Te netirsd brib—Corset.
l.r:r tm—l‘umulun maf—&.‘unnw-.i::&ml-h ansd ungardor
dble—Twilight sleap—Thinking bealth and oty —[f & calld sbould
UbiMme=Tus call of powtugity— rigEts of childlood—The priviiages of
.Illhhm-'lu Sanutity of molberhosd—focial duty v maternael—Child
' LI

CHAPTHER IX
Breaking the tiei— Views o divorre—lunatary wws —Sspariio
—Efect on ehildye — Hardalitys of wumen sppiicante— Man's anfaitnfc
Das the WaIGL's Uragedy —Dnvorce & Tun ury ~ Lowwrisng the stsmdan—
:Ju'nl'Cl I ollier latie— At ien ard Frovm i in Engliss divoe -
R ‘

*h s . ‘r.aunnn x

8 Parfact Uniom 1-The triple slllasesMind. Sody.
Fave ot firet b=Lerurting d;p’i :

~=&4ul too little—Vampiree, male

separations—Animal magmetiom— True pates—

Foule' savings— Wiso spwiding — Marrie® wianan's saiar
~Murriags & caress— Homne makers

To obtain a copy, post free and in plain wrs sper, of this
mil:jng exposition, and particulans of other pub ?-:u»:n. our
Teaders should call or send a postal order for s, o 1o the
sddress below:

Health and Efficiency Publishing Company
Dept. 108, 19, Ludgate Hil, Landon, E.C.4.

Clol Beautifies the E¥

* Eydal™ will give your eyes that
brililancy, vivacity, and eapies.
sion which men And wo -
pesling. Itclesrsthe eyen,

freshens and strenpthens
them, making them sasurally more beauriful.
“Eydol” & recommended by leading
Actresses, Including Miss Kyrie Hellow,
Miss Phyllia Bodells, Mdlle. Lucienne
Dervyls, Mdlle, Edmée Dormenil, oto.

— T Eyaei~ 4
Use “Eydolash ™| » nr’m‘l:ll. i'.
Cream to darken | fievns syeetrain and
brows and lastes. | boa s
It makes them| P

A9 par 1
Of al! Btores and (S=mn
ar direct from *
Laboratories (Dept

¥
Joak

thick, long, asd
lexuriant,

In Ivorine Pots
14

Stirand, Lopdom, W.C

One of my Pupils does Lightning Sketches 1o amo%
Patieats in a Military Hospital. He isin the P
Two of his efforts are reproduced here. He assof®”
that these Sketches took less fime than | state. }
Besides getting and giving Fun by his Sketching. 1s
ey !'m Ht'm':r;." 1 ;.:m I mu ;:.-c:b:m
recent lgtiors :—
® Had a ahetch in * The Passin Sl coint Speety 0
“a fo':-.-.(;! u:. Jand seld them ;:v. ?':_n:m b
- more ’uﬂina’nj"
:Hu’ Banky for cheowe £50 20
& Thia maber edout £30 werth
. of shetchas sold in the lost three
" monthr—oll spore tme word. [
et it
£ i,
- vl Meperie el sclos

gm _Yon Sketch?

Over 5,

P'ostal Courses for their Military valoe,
Civilians both semes are mow
lezring to

Rever-ending interest, pastl

ebiect of acqairing a profic

I yos are inte

=y new profasely

ILLUST'D DRAWING
PROSPECTUS FREE.
It tells all aloet dhe possibidities of

Drawing, gives the testimes of
w;.urfu‘#d&-h. and 'ucl\‘.v:b,lﬁlk
Tre PREPARATORY
teiches Sket: from the wery
Pl il §
T.!. -=::fvr :h‘t.uw Bq-l:“, i
The ADVANCED COURSE
a‘h thl- Smd;u aleeady abls to
W, s b ordinary
werk into mm:l}'?ﬂm

Prospective Pupils are asked to note po :
that the Courses are postal. They tench :
Drawing—mot Copying. Pupils of
can ;tu-t at any time, t;dv A
at their owa speed ees mre pol
instalments, There areno binding Clauses
ever. You can coase whenever wish
any lability for uscompleted
! covien of this Pusl’y Sketches, or sn ariginst P
L oferred), | wnll forwand vom & helpdul orticiess and BT, ;
pe-iss guite Free A posicard slane will bring yoo e
Weite o me pemsomally:  PERCY V. BRADSHAW-
THE PRESS ART SCHOOL (Dept.

Tuder Hall Forest Wl S5
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Charles Garvice

'ht)fm(mey ; but you'll have to pay. And And Miriam, here's the pearl | Oh, my dear,
you right, for being such an old silly vou must take it, you musgt / Every time [
think Miriam c ap 1hIe e wore it I should remember——— Therel

h, of course 1 \\11] "said Mrs. Army- there! don't cry!”
€agerly. “ Money! Youshall bothof But she was crying much harder thao
Ve as much as ever you want, always Miriam was.

{4«4 Arreree

“cr new magazine should not apologise for its existence, oy exisi for apologies, for
€ is only one excuse the public will allow—ihat there is always room at the top for
"‘J’fhwu that can gc' there. If HuTcuiNsON’S STORY MAGAZINE cannof *‘ gef there'
ith 1 motio of ** ALL the best ALL the time,” it will gladly retive and make room for

s.

Th, " The best,” we musi explain, means primarily the work of world-renowned authors.
Subscribers o HUTCHINSON'S STORY MAGAZINE may rest assured that :m; cale-
has already been well provided for. Arrangemenis have been made with the follow-

o leading authors whose stories will I appear, in many cases exclusively, in early issues

this Magazine
Ethel M. Dull‘ Frank Swinnerton. Gertrude Page.
Robert Hichens. William Le Queux. Ruby M. Ayres.
-S‘PP' Mrs. Belloc Lowndes. H. de Vere Stacpoole.
Baroness Orcxy. Stacy Aumonier. Alice Perrin.
Knlhl,n Rhodes. Herbert Jenkins, W. L. Georjge.
Ceorge Birmingham. C. N. and A. M. Williamson. Mrs. Baillie Reynolds.
Berta Ruck. E. F. Benson Marjory Bowen.

May Sinclair. Mabel Barnes-Grundy. J. E. Buckrose, etc., etc.

As regards the other category, the Editor's hope and wish is that no real talent skall
[kh:;dln” ered and wnyewarded. Merit will be recognised in whatevey guarter it is
» and several writers with owtstanding gifts for short-siory writing will be sniro
fo the public through the medium of HUTCHINSON'S STORY MAGAZINE.
Perhaps you have written a good short story yourself 7 Perhaps you know of some
ft-cim has done s0? Sec that it is sent lo the Editor u; Iluuu.\m w's Story Maca
» 34-30, Paternoster Ru.‘, E.C.4. High prices will be paid for really good siories.
on the walls of the late G. F. Watts' studio in Surrey you will see the words :

- “The Utmost for the Highest”
".

8 With that sentimend that the E ditor launches this Magazine into the world,
' Order your copy of the August number of HUTCHINSON'S STORY MAGAZINE now,

% , ‘ . _ _
A Wik such a strong lisi of authors st may go oud of print on publication, and you will

' 4

b0 get a copy.
I21
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®ing the amazing ex
the 114,000 men and women who last year took

fhe ROTH Memory Course

b

f - Of cosrse 1 know you! Mr. Addison
BNk, of Hull.

|

"‘“ I remember correctly—and [ o
Ember correctly—Mr. Burroughs, the
B tr merchant, introduced me to you
' luncheon at the Automobile Club

Years ago in May. This is a
jElire indeed! I haven't seen you
BT that day. How is the grain busi-
B’ And how did that amalgamation
N Uut ?'l

,l.l be assurance of the speaker—in the
fhued corridor of the Hotel Metro-
g, compelled me to turn and look
lmm. though I must say it is not my
™ habit to eavesdrop even in a hotel

;r- tle is David M. Roth, the most

&89S memory expert in the world,

My friend Kennedy, answering my

on before I could get itout. “ He

Show you many more wonderful
than that before the evening is

e

J

iy -

L

|

8 he did.

We went into the banquet-room
OSt was introducing a long line of
gRests to Mr. Roth. [ got in line,
& When it came my turn, Mr. Roth
&% “ What are your einitials, Mr
g and your business and telephone
hﬂ?" Why he asked this | learned
B When he picked from the
e the 60 men he had met two hours
im_‘ and called each by name without
Stake What more, named
\heman'v-_ business and telephone

¥ accurately.
@

out

is he

e

The Popular Course

5Py
LA

periences of Victor Jones, one of

at a Popular Price

I won't tell you all the other amazing
things this man did, except how he
called out, without a minute’s hesitation,
long lists of numbers, bank clearings,
prices, lot numbers, parcel post rates,
and anything else the guests gave him
in rapid order

When I met Mr. Roth again he rather
bowled me over by saying, in his quiet,
modest way :

“There i1s nothing miraculous about
my remembering anything 1 want to
remember, whether it be names, faces,
figures, facts, or something | have read
I & magazine,

Vou can do this just as easily as § do

L

“My own memory,” continued Mr
Roth, “ was originally very faulty. Yes,
it was—a really poor memory. On meet-

ing a man | would forget his name in
thirty , wWhile now there are
probably 10,000 men and women, many
of whom [ have met but once, whose
names | can recall instantly on meeting
them.”

“That is all right for you, Mr. Roth,"
| ig|{{-|’r|jp‘\cd. *you have given years
to it, But how about me?"”

“Mr. Jones,"” he replied, “[ can teach
you the secret of a good memory n ene
evening. 1 have done it with thousands
of pupils. In the first of seven simple
lessons which | have prepared for home
study, I show you the basic principle of
my whole system, and you will find it
not hard work, as you might fear, but
just like playing a fascinating game. 1
will prove it to you."

seconds
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b_ﬁc_.d_i;l?!;_ have to p_rovep- it. His
Course ‘did : T got it the very next day
from his publishers.

When I tackled the first Jesson, I was
amazed to find that 1 had learned—in
about one hour—how to remember a
list of one hundred words so that I could
call them out forward and back without
a single mistake.

That first lesson stuck. And so did

the other six.

Read this letter from C. Louis Allen,
who at 32 years became head of a
£200,000 concern, the Pyrene Manufac-
turing Company, makers of the famous
fire extinguisher :—

“Now that the Rork Memory
Course is finished, I want to tell you
how much I have emjoyed the study
of this most fascinating subject.
Usually these courses involve a great
deal of drudgery, but this has been
nothing but pure pleasure all the way
through. [ have derived much bene-
fit from taking the course of instruc.
tions, and feel that I shall continue
to strengthen my memory. That is
the best part of it. I shall be glad
of an opportunity to recommend your
work to my friends”

Mr. Allen didn't put it a bit too
strongly.

The Roth Course is priceless! 1 can
absolutely count on my memory now.
I can call the name of almost any man
I have met before—and 1 am getting
better all the time. | can remember
any figures I wish to remember. Tele-
phone numbers come to mind instantly,
once 1 have filed them by Mr, Roth's
casy method. Addresses are just as
easy.

The old fear of forgetting (you know
what that is) has vanished.

Perhaps the most enjoyable part of
it all is that 1 have become a good
conversationalist,

I can recall like a flash of lights :
almost any fact I want-just at
stant 1 need it most. | used to thit%
a brilliant memory belonged only to
prodigy and genius. Now | see
every man of us has that kind OR%
memory if he only knows how to

it work properly.

r

I tell you it is a wonderful thifs
after groping around in the dark &
SO many years, to be able to switch #8
big searchlight on your mind and #
instantly everything you want to

member. 3
My advice to you is, don't

another minute. Send to the Natiof*s
Business and Personal Efficiency 38
partment 1 of the Standard Art PO
Co., Ltd., 60, Chancery Lane, W-a
for Mr. Roth’s amazing course, andb‘é
what a wonderful memory you 9%88
got. Your dividends in increased 400
g power will be enormous. '

VICTOR JONES

SEND NO MONEY

So confident are the publishers of
Roth Memory Course that once ¥%
have an opportunity to see in Yo%
own home how easy it is to do"w:
yes, treble, your memory power 2‘."?
few short hours, they are willing to ]
the course for free examination.

Don't send any money. Merely “1#
a letter, and the complete c“umﬁ;ﬂ: i
be sent at once  If you are not en i |
satisfied, send it back any time W’,ﬂ |
three days after you receive it, an
will owe nothing.

But if you are as pleased as
114,000 other men and women
have taken the course, send only
in full payment. You take 0o $
and you have everything to gai“‘“r.-
post the letter now before this rem .
able offer is withdrawn 1

National Business and Personal Efficiency Dept "':l

THE STANDARD ART BOOK CO.,, LTD.
60, CHANCERY LANE, W.C.2
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A SHAN BEAUTY

FISEMENTS

A £30,000 BOOK

Customs of

World

For NINEPENCE A WEEK y

the

OU Ccan possess one of
tha most extraordinary and fascinuting works
Sver published. “CUSTOMS OF THE WORLD."

A popular mccount of the Customs. Rites, and
Ceremonies of men and woman of all couniries.,
'l‘f-‘..' worl t}

ARTIFICIAL DEFORMATION

THE BOOK AT A GLANCE
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